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OLD AND NEW IN CANADA.

FEW acts that we perform bring with

them more of inward admonition

than the changing of the date as we enter

upon a new yt.xr. How often by force of

habit we write mechanically the old familiar

figures, only to be reminded, as we correct

them, of days that are no more. The feel-

ings excited within us, as we think of the

year that has gone, vary with our individual

experiences ; but to all, except the very

young or the very thoughtless, reflections

are suggested that ought to be, and no

doubt are, in a greater or less degree whole-

some. The flight of time leaves us all

something to mourn over, or, at least, regret.

Our standard of duty and our aim in life

must have been low if we have fully realized

either the one or the other. There is no

sense in undue self-depreciation, and when

a man has, upon the whole, done well, he

ought to acknowledge the fact to himself,

though he need not boast of it to others.

But who that has done well does not feel

that he might, and therefore ought, to have

done' better ? It is the most elevated cha-

racters, as a rule, those whose lives are the

worthiest, that know least of the pleasures

of self-complacency.

Not a few, perhaps, as they review the

past, will confess to themselves that they

have tiot done well ; but, however sadly the

confession may be made, the advent of the

New Year, with all its accompaniments of

social and family rejoicing, should inspire

in such a manly trust that, in the future,

the errors of the past may be atoned for or

retrieved. Who indeed does not feel nerved

at this time for more serious and worthy

efforts ? Who does not hope that the New
Year will be better than its predecessor?

Too often, alas, such hopes are illusory ; but

it is well that they should come and shed at

least a transitory gleam over our lives, and

raise us, though it be but for a moment,

above our ordinary selves. There are cases,

however, in which but a little quickening

or encouragement is needed to lift a man de-

cisively into a higher plane of life, and this,

the advent of a new year, with its opening

vista of hopes and possibilities, is as likely

as anything else to supply. The past has

indeed borne away with it many precious

opportunities ; but has it not also borne

away our errors, and left us in present pos-

session of experience ? Let us then, at

such a time as this, endeavour to realize
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rather the advantages of our present posi-

tion than the extent of our past failures ; let

us enter bravely on the advancing year, not

boasting ourselves of victories yet unwon,

but inwardly resolving to fight a good fight,

and make the very best of what life has yet

in store for us.

" The healthy sense of progress," says

Raskin, "which is necessary to the strength

and happiness of men, does not consist in the

anxiety of a struggle to obtain higher place

or rank, but in gradually perfecting the man-

ner, and accomplishing the ends, of the life

we have chosen, or which circumstances

have determined for us." To live worthily

we must set before us an ideal, and that

ideal must be something more than mere

worldly success. The love of the beautiful

and the true must enter into it in some mea-

sure, or it is no ideal at all, and our lives,

guided by none but vulgar and selfish mo-

tives, will be thoroughly prosaic and un-

lovely. What, therefore, taking any high

view of human nature and its destiny, it

chiefly concerns every one to know is, what

character he is building up or has built up

for himself— what in fact he is, essentially,

leaving accidents of fortune and position

out of sight. These considerations are of

equal applicability in the wider sphere of

national affairs. Our trade returns give us

a measure of the country's material prosper-

ity, but they do not furnish an answer to

the question of most interest to every high-

minded citizen—in what direction the na-

tional character Is developing itself from

year to year? We know there are multi-

tudes of men who could scarcely by any

]}Ossible effort raise themselves to the level

of such a question as this ; but none the

less shall we venture to treat it as the ques-

tion of the hour and of every hour. We
believe with the poet, that " there is a higher

and a lower," and we desire that each may
be recognized for what it is. It is well that

the country should thrive commercially and

industrially ; but unless we are to accept

once for all the doctrine that it is better for

a man to be successful than honest, we must

hold, and hold strenuously, that a nation's

highest interest is its character. In the pre-

sent stage of our country's development a

weighty responsibility rests upon all who

have, in any measure, the direction of pub-

lic opinion. There are alternative courses

open to us, and we have even now to

choose upon which we shall enter. Shall

we as a people show that we have inherited

the best qualities, and are prepared to emu-

late the best achievements of the great his

toric races to whom we trace our origin ; or

shall we ignobly content ourselves with just

enough of public virtue to save the state

from disintegration? Shall we realize fully

our responsibilities as a self-governing peo-

ple, and make our example one that shall

strengthen the cause of good government

throughout the world? Shall we have the

courage to look within us rather than with-

out us for solutions of our political prob-

lems, judging of questions less with reference

to what others may have done, or attempted

to do, before us, than with reference to what

seems best in view of our own circumstances

and capabilities ? Shall ours be the timid

creeping temperament that waits for others

to risk an experiment, shunning all initia-

tive even in matters calling loudly for action
;

or shall we feel that, not only individually

but as a nation, we should be prepared

to quit us like men, and bear our part brave-

ly in the struggles and chances from whicli

no life, individual or collective, can ever be

free? Shall we have real faith in liberty

and truth, or shall we listen to the treacher-

ous suggestion that the opinion of the ma-

jority should in certain matters be exempt

from criticism ? Shall every citizen be free

to utter his sincere oi)inion on any and every

subject, or shall we adopt the maxim pro-

pounded some time ago by a most influen-

tial authority, that the proper answer to

certain arguments is to knock the speaker's

hat over his eyes? In a word, shall we be
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a high-minded or a low-minded people ?

Shall it be our aim to occupy in due time a

dignified place among the nations, bearing

our own burdens and running our own risks,

or shall we be content to slink through his-

tory in obscure dependence, caring only

that for us an adequate supply of butter be

spread upon an adequate supply of bread ?

These, and such as these, are the practi-

cal issues which it is given to the Canadian

people to decide. We study the signs of the

times with an earnest desire to ascertain, if

possible, what they promise for the future.

Some of them, unfortunately, are only too

discouraging. An eloquent French writer

asked with astonishment, some thirty years

ago, how it was that, among so many clever

things that had been said on the subject of

popular education, no One had thought of

saying that the real education of a free coun-

try lay in the permanent spectacle of its

politics. This thought has been expressed

often enough, in one shape or another, of

late years, but even so, we do not give it the

heed that it deserves. A corrupt adminis-

tration of public affairs exercises a directly

corrupting influence on the country at large;

and an administration which, without being

in the full sense of the word corrupt, is char-

acterized by party narrowness, and by a gene-

ral absence of high or generous principle,

exerts an influence perhaps scarcely less in-

jurious, because it gives a kind of sanction

to the most prevalent vices of society. Of
late our politics have not been gaining in

dignity or nobility, but whether the people

take much to heart what has been amiss is

extremely doubtful. Constituencies welcc^e
back to their bosoms representatives whose
elections have been cancelled for dishonest

practices. It would indeed seem as if there

was a general disposition to sympathize with

men who have been put to serious trouble

simply because they, or their friends for them,

would buy votes right and left. Localism, too,

is rampant everywhere : the man elected by
his fellow-citizens to Parliament or to a Pro-

vincial Assembly, knows that the special in-

terests of his constituency, not the general

interests of the country, are those over

which he has to watch with the greatest vigi-

lance, and for his dealings with which he will

be held to the strictest account. It may be
said that party, whatever evils it may bring

with it, tends to check this spirit of sectional

selfishness, inasmuch as we find certain con-

stituencies steadily returning Opposition re-

presentatives, and so, to a great extent,

cutting themselves off from such advan-

tages as the Government of the day may
have at their disposal. There would be

more force in this argument if it were

not tolerably well known that the con-

stituencies practising such political hero-

ism are looking forward to a good time com-

ing when the loaves and fishes will be dis-

tributed upon a different principle, or, more
correctly, upon the same principle differently

applied. With such a prospect in view, it

only needs a little tenacity in clinging to

familiar associations to nerve a constituency

for enduring the cold shade of opposition

for a term of years. At the same time there

is a /////<? virtue in not going over inconti-

nently to the winning side ; and, if party is

the cause of this, let party have the credit,

for it needs it, goodness knows.

In a free country, the newspaper press

reflects, perhaps with greater fidelity than

anything else, the morals and culture of the

people. We have no wish to disparage the

press of Canada. In point of talent and

enterprise it is a credit to the country. We
have seen in Canadian newspapers many an

article by no means unworthy, in vigour of

thought or in literary execution, of the best

journals of London or New York. There

are brains enough among our writers to make
the press all that it ought to be, and a much
greater power for good than it reallyis. What
we miss, as a general thing, is that outspoken

sincerity which gives language its chief force.

Our writers, ranged as they are on opposite

sides of the great political battle-field, are
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not free to utter what they think, or if they

are free, do not care to use their freedom.

Their articles are the pleadings of so many

professional advocates, not the sincere decla-

rations of men desirous only to lay the truth

before their readers. Here and there, and

now and then we see exceptions. It is hard

for a man of any native independence of

character not to throw off the livery of party

sometimes, and boldly speak the word that

he feels to be true and seasonable. When
this happens, the more orthodox members of

the party pronounce their erring brother

eccentric and dangerous, very much as the

older heads of a church pronounce sentence

upon some young and ardent divine who

has began to show immoral doubts as to

Noah's Ark or Jonah's whale. There are

shakings of the head, and expressions of re-

gret, and predictions of loss of influence, &c.;

what really troubles these sage authorities

being a horrible doubt as to the prospects of

party government should the practice of tell-

ing the truth in the papers ever become at

all general. That such assertions of inde-

pendence are not more frequent is really a

significant fact. If the public, as is generally

the case, is pleased to find a man discussing

a public question with impartiality, why is

not the thing oftener done ? The reason

we believe to be this : newspaper men feel

that society is, in some rough, ill-defined way,

divided between two parties, and that every

j ournal must place its chief dependence on

one or the other. It is very well to indulge

now and then, at distant intervals, in a little

bit of brilliant criticism at the expense of the

party with which you habitually act, but the

thing must not be carried too far, or nobody
will know wliere to find you. The serious

cjuestion will arise as to whether you are a

Conservative or a Reformer ; and if you are

found to be neither one nor the other, you

must have rare merits not to be cast off en-

tirely by the very community it is your object

to serve. As yet, unfortunately, people in

general can only think of an Independent in

politics as a kind of nondescript, a man of

no settled views, whom it is not safe to trust.

Newspaper editors and proprietors know
this, and consequently it is but seldom and

fitfully that the banner of independence is

flung to the breeze. In fact hitherto there

has been no steady breeze to fling it to

—

nothing but an occasional puff; so that the

noble piece of bunting has hardly had time

to show its pattern before it has fallen in

limp disgust around the supporting flagstaff.

Another defect of our press, akin to that

we have already mentioned, is the extreme

conventionality of its tone in dealing with

fundamental questions to which the restric-

tions of party politics do not apply. In

England the highest statesmen in the land

express, without the least reserve, their opi-

nions in favour of, or against, the retention

of the colonies ; and many of the most emi-

nent of both political parties have expressed

themselves decidedly in favour of an early

severance of the union, at least with Canada.

Here, how many precautions our writers and

speakers take ! How many apologies are

offered for the least concession to the opin-

ions of those who favour separation ! What

copious professions of loyalty ! How the

necessity for discussing the question at all

is deplored, and how ready every one is to

move a hoist of a thousand years ! When
Venus has made half a dozen more transits,

the (question may then possibly come up for

discussion in some practical shape ; but at

present no one but a revolutionist, or a the-

orist, which is the same thing, could possi-

bly wish to regard it as a " live issue."

Now there is no question on which, as we

think, dogmatism is more out of place than

this one of the future relations of the colo-

nies to Great Britain. No one can, with

any shadow of reason, pnetend that all the

arguments are on one side ; and therefore

whatever view any particular thinker takes,

he ought to remember that there are other

and contrary opinions (|uile as much enti-

tled to a respectful hearing as his own. Bui
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what we contend for at present is, that there

is no justification for the timid, and (to re-

peat the word we used before) conventional

manner in which the question is dealt \A\^

by the Canadian press. If English states-

men, like Lord Derby, Mr. Gladstone, Sir

Charles Adderley, Mr. Bright, Mr. Lowe,

and Mr. A}Tton, can express themselves

freely in favour of an early separation of

Canada from Great Britain, there is surely

no reason why a stigma should be attached

to a Canadian who shares the same views.

To grow hysterical, as some of our news-

papers do, whenever the subject is men-

tioned, betokens at once weakness and

insincerity, and is very little suggestive of

faith in the destinies of this great Dominion.

In England a writer like Mr. Frederic

Harrison, can discuss the institution of mon-

archy itself with a freeao.r« which here

would have exposed him to insults on every

hand : there he was simply criticised, for

the most part with great good temper and

moderation. In England the well-known

historian, E. A. Freeman, could speak of

the rejoicings over the recovery of the Prince

of Wales as " an extraordinary outburst of

flunkeyism." Whether the phrase was en-

tirely justifiable we are not in a position to

say; but it illustrates, at least, the freedom

of speech which Englishmen hold them-

selves entitled to use. The Pall Mall Ga-

zette^ at the ver}' time when the papers were

filled with reports of the ceremonies gone

through on that auspicious occasion, and

when the ultra-loyal were boasting of the

unshakable hold the monarchy had upon

the affections of the English people, took

occasion to point out how very short a time

before the deposition and imprisonment of

Louis XVI., all parties in France were vying

with one another in bepraising their sove-

reign, and proclaiming how indispensable he

was to the welfare of the state. Instances

like these might be multiplied ad infinitum

to show that what nobody would dare to

utter here is freely uttered in the mother

country, and that not by obscure or ignorant

people, but by men of mark whose words
command the attention of the most influen-

tial classes. Why should this be so ? We
boast sometimes that, though we are Cana-

dians by residence, we are Englishmen by
race and citizenship : then why not be Eng-

lishmen in temper and courage ?

The same timidity that marks every ex-

pression of opinion in this country upon

fundamental political questions, manifests

itself not less strikingly in the region of phi-

losophical speculation. We are not now
advancing any opinions of our own upon

philosophical topics ; nor do we, in the most

remote way, wish to claim for any set of

opinions a position of advantage over any

other. Our purpose is simply to call at-

tention to the astonishing uniformity with

which the newspaper press of Canada gives

forth the safest of all possible opinions

whenever the utterances of any " advanced

thinker," like Tyndall or the late John Stu-

art Mill, are under consideration. Is there

really such absolute agreement among all

the leaders of opinion upon such matters ?

It seems to us that in private life men are

occasionally met with who do not look with

a very severe eye on either philosophical or

theological heterodoxy ; but, somehow or

other, their opinions do not find their way

into print.* The opinions of the masses

in these matters constitute a law that no

one seems disposed to question. We must

look to the mother country again if we want

to see signs of the most characteristic intel-

lectual movement of the present age. Here

we are all of one way of thinking. The in-

fallibility of Pope Public Opinion has been

tacidy decreed, and those who do not assent

to the dogma are wise enough to hold their

tongues.

Are there no indications, however, of a

* Certain letters that have lately appeared in the

" Nation '' form a startling exception to this state-

ment.
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revolt against the somewhat oppressive uni-

formity of our national culture. Fortunately

there are, or it would be impossible not to

conclude that Canada was making a very

poor start in the race for national greatness.

A new generation is springing up, to whom
the history of the Double Shuffle is like a

tale of little meaning, however strong the

words may be in which it is told—a genera-

tion who do not find that their views, as to

what is desirable for the country, are ade-

quately represented by either of the existing

parties, and who have resolved that their

influence shall be devoted to securing for

Canada a higher type of government than

she has ever hitherto enjoyed. The giants

of party warflire laughed to scorn at first the

striplings, as they deemed them, who stood

forth and challenged them to combat ; but

more than one well-directed pebble has smit-

ten the foreheads of the boasters, and given

them cause, at least, for serious and painful

reflection.

The great service which, as we believe,

the new claimants for political influence will

render the country, will be the raising of the

general standard of political morality, and

inspiring what is so much lacking in the

masses—faith in reason as applied to public

affairs. The immoralities of a grosser kind

which are incident to partizanship in poli-

tics, are known to every one, and have been

sufficiently discussed in the pages of this

Magazine ; but what is not so thoroughly

understood is the intellectual and moral con-

fusion, the desolating scepticism, both as to

men's motives and as to the validity of all

logical i)rocesses, produced by the perma-

nent spectacle of two bodies of men profess-

ing to speak the truth upon public ques-

tions, and yet, with monotonous regularity,

contradicting one another on every point.

Is it any wonder that, under such a system,

true and false, honest aiul dishonest, should

come to be regarded as words empty of

meaning
; since what is false to one i)arty

is true to the otiier, while the i)atriots and

heroes of tlie one are the intriguers and cor-

ruptionists of the other? It is only neces-

sary to talk to half a dozen average voters

in succession to find how little they feel the

force of any appeal to consciente or reason

in connection with politics, and how very

feebly, if at all, they identify the interests of

the country with their own. You seem, in

fact, if you try to discuss these things with

them seriously, like a bringer-in of strange

doctrines—a man from whom it is advisable

to sheer off at the earliest possible moment.

The Party of the Future, therefore, if we

may venture to call it so, has not made its

appearance a day too soon. It would be a

mistake, however, to suppose that it has

suddenly sprung out of nothing. Ex nihilo

nihil is a maxim no less rigorously true in

regard to political organizations than in re-

gard to the visible forms of creation. There

have been men in the country at all times

who have been disposed to regard the exer-

cise of their political functions as a high and

important trust, and who, though they may
have co-operated to some extent with one

or other political party, have steadily re-

fused to reconcile or adapt themselves to

the prevailing tone of political morals.

These,however, have been scattered in differ-

ent places, and their voices have, for the

most part, been all but lost amid the noisy

strife of factions. That they have not en-

tirely failed of influence was happily proved

when the country was summarily called

ujion to decide whether or not it would con-

done the misdeeds of the late Government

in the matter of the Pacific Railway Char-

ter. We have heard the action of Sir John

A. Macdonald warmly defended by men of

rather more than average understanding and

character. Over and over again it lias been

pleaded that he did nothing more than any

other politician would have done in his

place, and that, believing his continuance in

power a necessity for the country, he was

justified in using any and every means

for securing that end. Why was it that
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these sophistries, only too readily welcomed

by many, failed to decide the issue ? It was

because nearly all honest minds rejected

them, because nearly the whole influence of

the intelligent and uncorrupted portion of

the community was thrown against the im-

moral doctrines which, to save a party leader,

were being so openly preached. Before,

good men had been more or less divided

between the two political parties ; but the

facts suddenly laid before the country bore

to the generality of honest minds but one

construction, and hence the immediate dis-

turbance of the balance of parties. What

degree of disapprobation of Sir John Mac-

donald's proceedings was felt by the average

voter, there might perhaps not be much

satisfaction in knowing with exactness.

It is well that a country should possess

virtue enough to take a right course in great

crises, but it is far better that its ordinary

politics should bear the stamp of high prin-

ciple. There is little merit in merely avoid-

ing great crimes, but there is much in guard-

ing day by day against common temptations,

and conscientiously performing common
duties. The question remains to be an-

swered : How did the country get into the

state which rendered the Pacific Railway

Scandal a possibility ? Through what mul-

tiplied omissions of duty, through what mul-

tiplied yieldings to improper suggestions did

the constitutencies of this country bring

themselves into the condition that encour-

aged Sir John A. Macdonald to employ such

means as he did for perpetuating his power?

The advantage of a live party whose one

great object is to promote a healthier politi-

cal life in the country is that, if it is pro-

perly energetic, its influence will be felt not

occasionally only, at critical periods, but

from day to day ; and it will thus prevent

the moral tone of the body politic falling to

that low point which is so favourable to the

breaking out of virulent maladies. It is a

great encouragement, besides, to those who
are in favour of honest and good Govern-

ment to know that they have active sympa-

thizers whose efforts united to their own are

likely to be productive of marked results.

A third point not less important than either

of these is, that when once an influential

organ has begun to discuss public affairs im-

partially and dispassionately, the old hypo-

critical pretence that truth in regard to

political matters cannot be had, ceases to be

tenable. There are a great many persons in

the world who want to do wrong but who

require a pretext ; if you utterly destroy

their pretext there is a chance that they will

not face the naked, undisguised sin. Reason

may thus be made a valuable ally of con-

science.

The political movement here adverted to

was, at the outset, undoubtedly, an intellec-

tual movement. It was the revolt of edu-

cated and thoughtful men against the in-

anity and worse than inanity of what was

offered to them as political discussion. It

was, we may also reasonably believe, a di-

rect product, in some measure, of that higher

culture which the universities and colleges

of our land are steadily promoting. In part

it was the work of one eminent and generous

mind who, in proportion as his disinterested

and enlightened zeal for the good of the

country won him the hatred of the leading

party journals, found himself gaining the es-

teem and confidence of all the better por-

tion of the community—the portion, to wit,

whose moral and intellectual perceptions

had not been hopelessly blunted by the evil

principles and methods of our politics. To

say that the movement is one which attracts

young rather than old or middle-aged men,

is simply to say that it is one which substi-

tutes for the cynical maxims which so largely

govern men in later life, principles that ap-

peal to generous and uncorrupted feeling.

It is a matter, we think, for no ordinary re-

joicing, that the youth of Canada do begin

to show a lively interest in public affairs,

and that they seem conscious of ideas and

aspirations different from those of their pre-
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decessors. As Quinet has eloquently said,

" Every generation before them has accom-

plished its work, and they have also theirs,

the sacred type of which they bear within

themselves."* The men in actual posses-

sion of power tell them they have come too

late to accomplish anything new or great,

that political institutions have assumed their

final shape, that society has settled down

into unalterable habits ; in a word, that the

thing that hath been is the thing that shall

be : but those who feel that in them the

spirit of the world has renewed itself, will

not be silenced or subjugated by such dis-

courses. They have their own share of origi-

nal creative energy, and must bear their own

distinct part in rearing the edifice of civiliz-

ation. It does not follow that because men
are young they will despise experience. A
great deal is offered, however, as experience,

that is not experience at all in the true sense

of the word. Numbers of men will tell you

now, " as the result of their experience,"

that there is no use trying to prevent bribery

at elections ; and it is certainly true that the

older men grow the more disposed they are

to tolerate abuses—the more readily they

conclude that all kinds of evils are irremedi-

able. It is the glory, not the weakness, of

youth to reject the experience that lends a

sanction to wrong, and to resolve—even

though it be without a full appreciation of

the difficulties to be overcome—that the ex-

perience of the past shall not be the experi-

ence of the future.

We want, as has already been hinted,

more originality in this country. The way
to be original is, not to make a point of dif-

fering from other people as much as possi-

ble—that, in an individual, means simple af-

fectation and vanity—but to guard against

the habit of adopting from others customs

and habits without any examination of their

suitability in our own case. If we only copy

* " Le Chrislianisme ct la Revolution Fraiu/aise,"

P- '3-

Others in so far as it is clearly for our own

good that we should do so, and in all other

cases adopt a line of action of our own, we
shall be as original as there is any need to

be. The same thing applies of course to

opinions ; there are some that we must take

on trust, if at all, because we are not com-

petent judges of their subject matter, but

there many which we are quite competent

to examine, and yet take on trust all the

same. The habit of Canada in the past has

been to look to England for the initiative in

everything. How long, does any one sup-

pose, we should have gone on trying con-

troverted elections before Parliamentary

Committees, if Mr. Disraeli had not shown

us a more excellent way ? The ballot is not

an institution we particularly admire, but

here again Canada follows scrupulously in

the wake of the Mother Country, the Aus-

tralian colonies having long preceded her in

the same path. If England had not, early

in the century, relaxed the stringency of her

laws on the subject of Trades' Unions, it is

extremely doubtful whether Sir John A.

Macdonald would have had the courage to

come forth two years ago as " the working

man's friend." As a previous writer in this

Magazine has pointed out, the costly broad

gauge which our Canadian railways have

just abandoned after so much inconvenience,

was adopted from England with litde or no

thought as to whether it was suitable to the

requirements of this country. It is high

time that we began to trust our own mother-

wit a little more, and not look abroad for

precedents and examples before we dare

move hand or foot. No one but a fool will

make light of experience, but when for tiie

sake of profiting by other pcojile's experi-

ence we forego all independent movement

of our own, we turn that which should be a

blessing into a banc ; and, in our extreme

carefulness to avoid small mistakes, run a

serious risk of committing enormous ones.

It rests with the rising generation in Ca-

nada to show what is in them of original im-
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pulse, to show how they have learnt the les-

sons of the times, and how they understand

the country's needs. We must profess our faith

in that " Modern Culture" which a leading

English Review has lately so seriously im-

peached.* We believe that the heart of the

present generation is in the right place, and

that the chief tendencies of the time are in

a right direction. And, because such is our

belief, we are intensely desirous that Canada

should keep well abreast of the most pro-

gressive communities in all that relates to

her intellectual and moral, as well as politi-

cal, life. Let every one then bring to the

common weal his own appropriate contribu-

tion. " Let every one," as the great Apostle

has said, " minister according to the propor-

tion of faith." A high order of faith is what

we need in order to be truly usv.'"ul to the

State, that faith in right which comes, as the

poet has told us, of self-control, or in other

words, of the daily practice of right in

our own lives, and the harmonizing of our

individual desires with the general good.

This is the faith that overcomes the only

dangerous materialism of the age, that,

namely, which consists in asserting and be-

lieving that selfishness is iht primum mobile

of human society, and that money is the one

lever that can move the world. Its appro-

priate expression is not national self-glorifi-

cation, but strenuous devotion to all worthy

* London Quarterly Review, Oct., 1874.

causes. The man who tries to work himself

into a persuasion that the country he inhabits

must necessarily be great, and glorious, and

powerful, is a mere simpleton ; but the man
who feels deeply his own responsibiUty to

the State, and tries to discharge that respon-

sibility faithfully, is the type of a good citizen.

The New Year is now before us. It will

bring much work for each one of us to do :

to some it will offer opportunities of import-

ant public usefulness ; to some it will pre-

sent critical alternatives of right and wrong
;

to every one it will bring some righteous

cause to vindicate, some evil principle to

condemn. The page before us is white and

stainless : let us endeavour so to act that

when snatched away, its record full, it may

tell of lives not entirely devoted to personal

objects, of good intentions not wholly un

fulfilled, of worthy aims not quite unrealized.

Familiar as they are, why not quote again

the solemn verses translated from Goethe by

one whose own laborious and noble life has

been one of the grandest lessons of the age

:

" Heard are the Voices,

Heard are the sages,

The worlds and the ages ;

' Choose well, your choice is

Brief and yet endless ;

Here eyes do regard you

In eternity's stillness ;

Here is all fulness,

Ye brave to reward you
;

Work and despair'not. '
"
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A NEW YEAR'S GREETING.

BENEATH the frosty starlight of December,

The old year silently hath sped away,

And solemn chimes are bidding us remember

That this is New Year's Day.

Yet, as old friends who, faithful and true-hearted,

Gather to talk of one they've laid to rest,

And cherish looks and tones of the departed,

And think they loved /i/m best

;

So, round the vanished year, its joys and sorrows,

Our thoughts still linger with a tender clasp,

And even its saddest hour some sweetness borrows,

Since wrested from our grasp.

Its springtide promise, hours of summer gladness,

Bright autumn days when Nature's bounties fall,

And hours when faith and hope have conquered sadness-

Perchance the best of all

!

And though too conscious sin and failure darkens

The shadowy retrospect our thoughts pursue,

Yet at the Cross our hearts may leave the burden,

And so begin anew.

Then, turning from its dear familiar pages.

Dear, although some are blurred with many a tear,

We add them to the roll of by-past ages,

And say—A glad Ne7i:i Year

For all we love ! yet knowing well that never

Since Eden's gates the angel closed for aye,

Cc;uld human wishes shut out pain, or sever

Sorrow from life's brief day !

Still, Hope is ours—man's dearest gift from heaven
;

And so the old familiar wish is said,

Tliat sunny days and bright hours may be given
;

Or if, indeed, instead

Dark ones are sent by Wisdom never-failing

(9//r little love and wisdom far above

—

His presence may go with them, still unveiling

The sunshine of His love !
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And still we hope and wait that better season

That shall ring out the evil of the times,

Not yet, not yet, we hear its glad orison

—

Its clear, unclouded chimes !

Still lasts the weary reign of pain and terror,

Man grinding in the dust his fellow-man

—

Upholding, in his blindness, wrong and error,

Brute force and tyrant's ban.

Still Wrong, unblushing, sitteth in high places,

And Falsehood stalks with a triumphant tread,

And Greed and Avarice, with brazen faces,

Would sell the poor for bread.

And still doth brother misconceive his brother,

Though fighting, side by side, with kindred aims.

Wounding, misjudging, hindering each other

Because ofdiftering jiames f

Soon may He come to whom the right is given

To rule the nations while He makes them/;r^.

Whose reign is light and love, and peace and heaven !

Unto the utmost sea !

When shall it dawn—that golden age of gladness,

The world's long hope—and it hath waited long—
Ringing out war and discord, sin and sadness.

In a new Christmas song ?

Perchance—perchance, that glorious day is breaking.

Whose hope the weary heart with rapture fills
;

Lone watchers see its golden dawn awaking

Beyond the distant hills !

Meantime, for all we love and fain would gather

Beneath the wings of Thy most tender care,

We thank Thee, oh our living, loving Father,

That Thou dost answer prayer !

That, every helpless longing, wordless yearning,

Fain to bring help, yet powerless to redress

—

Laid on Thy heart, to strength our weakness turning,

Even our love can bless !

But if, as some would dream, Thy love were banished

From Being's cold, material, loveless sphere,

Oh, who could breathe, in realms whence Hope had vanished-

The prayer—A glad New Year !

January i, 1875. Fidelis.
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LOST AND WON

A CANADIAN ROMANCE.

CHAPTER I.

BLACKWATER MILL.

" She has two eyes, so soft and brown,

Take care !

She gives a side-glance and looks down :

Beware ! Beware !

A WIDE landscape of forest and mea-

dow, corn-field and pasture-land,

richly coloured with the vivid hues of mid-

summer, lay glowing in the intense light of

the hot July sun, that shone strongly down
from a clear sky, whose pale-blue tint as

well as the soft pink and opal-hued bank of

clouds on the horizon, was sufficiently sug-

gestive of great heat, even if such had not

made itself otherwise felt.

The sunshine lay bright and hot on the

corn-fields, already yellowing under its in-

fluence
; it gave a richer green to the pas-

tures, refreshed by recent rains, and to the

surrounding dark masses of forest, intensi-

fying the deep shades of its cool recesses
;

it glittered on the winding river, unruffled

by a breeze, lying like a burnished mirror,

that reflected every hue and shade of the

foliage that overhung its banks ; it quivered

through the soft waves that lapped up
among the reeds which here and there im-

peded its quiet course—stirred here and
there by the plash of a wild duck ; and in the

dam just above Blackwater Mill it gleamed
golden brown through the quivering ripples

that made a dancing maze of " netted sun-

beams " above the long, dark, stringy water-

weeds that almost covered its white rocky

bed, here and there bared, and sparkling

golden through the wavering lines of the

restless water. The little cascade, originally

dashing down its dark glistening rocks

for its own mere pleasure—now tamed into

a " water-power " to drive the mill—flashed

back the sunshine from its snowy foam,

while it sent showers of glittering diamond
drops into the dark, deep pool just below,

whose sombre depth of shade, beneath its

over-hanging rocks, gave to the mill above

it the name of Blackwater Mill.

On a grassy slope which led down to the

margin of this pool, stood the miller's sub-

stantial low stone house, just far enough

from the mill to soften the noise of its

machinery into a pleasant, low hum, which,

mingling with the rushing sound of the little

waterfall, made an unobtrusive musical ac-

companiment to the busy life that went on

within the walls of the flirm-house at the

mill.

And a busy life it was, as no one who
knew Mrs. Ward, the miller's wife, could

doubt. That comely person, who now sat

knitting at the window of the large, airy, im-

maculately clean kitchen, conveyed in every

glance of her keen dark eyes, in every line

of her shrewd care-marked face, in every

movement of her deft, quick hands, the im-

pression of vigour and industry, as well as

the idea that no one would be likely, under

her brisk, energetic regime, to eat the bread

of idleness. Her three married daughters

had been considered prizes, as well-trained

housewives, and if the one still at home, the

pretty Lottie, whose acknowledged good

looks were her mother's secret pride and her

father's open exultation, had been, as the

neighbours averred, more indulgently treated

than her sisters, this was less on account of

these good looks than from that curious law

of proportion by which parental rigidity often

seems to relax as the young birds fly forth,

and only the last-fledged nestlings are

left.

Certainly, the figure of the girl who now

stood spinning in the shadiest corner of the
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wide, cool kitchen, from which in summer

all culinary occupations were banished to an

outside " cook-house," and through which a

grateful current of air was flowing through

the wide-open opposite windows, was one

on which a mother's eye might rest with

somewhat pardonable pride, conscious in

her secret heart that it revived the image of

her own long-lost girlhood. The rich, full

curves of the youthful figure, rather above

middle height, the abundant brown hair that

swept back from the low forehead and clear-

tinted cheek, and the somewhat full pome-

granate Hps, suggested pleasantly what the

mother had been, and—not quite so plea-

santly—what the daughter would probably

be. The bright-tinted print dress, whose

simple fashioning well displayed the grace-

ful, rounded young figure, a desideratum ap-

parently disregarded in these degenerate

days of paniered disguises, and the crimson

ribbon that tied back rather coquettishly the

glossy brown tresses, showed clearly that

Miss Lottie Ward was, at all events, by no

means indifferent to her personal appear-

ance.

She was evidently tired of her task, as was

indicated by the frequency with which the

yarn snapped under her fingers, contracting

her brow with an impatient frown, as well as

by the constant roving glances that went

from beneath the long dark eyelashes to the

opposite window, where a big brown butter-

fly occasionally darted among the intertwin-

ing scarlet-runner and convolvulus that ran

up the window-frame, or a humming bird

poised himself on his whirring, glancing

wings.

It was a pleasant window to look out of,

that kitchen window, looking down on the

deep pool below, with its opposite wall of

dark rocks crested with pines, and tufted

with moss and ferns, and up to the little

snowy waterfall, flashing so brightly in the

sun. So Lottie thought, as she stopped her

wheel, and came to lean against the sill,

watching her mother's rapidly-moving needles

that went click, click, as if they had found

out the secret of perpetual motion.

" It's too hot for spinning, mother ]
" said

the girl, with a sigh of weariness ;
" I'm just

going to put away the wheel till it's cooler.

There's no hurry about the yarn, I'm sure."

"Well child, I don't care if you do. It

is hot, sure enough, though /don't see as

idle folks are any cooler than busy ones, and

there's none feels the heat as much as them

as are always talking about it. It's enough

to make one hot to hear 'em buzz, just like

that big blue-bottle fly there. But there

ain't no hurry about the yarn, sure enough
;

and you might as well put it away for a few

days. We want raspberries badly for jam

and vinegar, and old Mr. Campbell told me
_,esterday they're just spoiling on the bushes

in the marsh back of his farm. So I've

been thinking you might take Hannah up

there with you to-morrow, and have a good

day's berry-picking; Jeanie Campbell would

go too, and you could have your dinner at

Braeburn Farm, and come home in the even-

ing."

" And get all burned brown in the sun,

and bitten to death with musquitoes," Lottie

said, with a discontented air, as visions of

torn and draggled raiment and persecuting

insects rose before her, and she began to

think that spinning in the cool, shady kitchen

was, after all, better than the berry-picking

alternative.

" Nonsense, child !
" was the energetic

reply. " I don't know what you girls are

coming to ! When /was your age, I always

thought berry-picking the best fun going

!

You'll never get roses nor berries either in

this world without a few scratches, but

what's that to make a fuss about ? And
then you'll have Alan's company I don't

doubt ; and there's some girls I know of

would go farther than that for it."

" Let them go, then ! I can have it with-

out going for it," half muttered Lottie, with

a coquettish, conscious air, that was quite

lost on the busy, matter-of-fact mother,
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who was pursuing the thread of her own

thoughts.

" And that reminds me," she added pre-

sently ;
" your father said very likely we

should have company for supper ; that young

lawyer from Carrington, who was coming on

business ; and he said he'd ask him in to

take something, of course, and mayhap stay

all night."

"All night, mother!" said Lottie, sur-

prised. It was rather a rare occurrence to

have gentlemen visitors at Blackwater Mill.

" Yes, and I think it's most likely he will

;

for your father said he'd quite a good deal

of business to transact hereabout, though I

don't know what it is, and it ain't none of

my business, neither. But it's time I was

seeing about the biscuit for tea, for I sup-

pose you're too tired, and when you're not

in the humour, yours is none of the best

;

and as for Hannah, she don't make them

fit to set before old Caesar ! So you just set

the table, in the parlour, mind ; and I'll make

the biscuits." So saying, Mrs. Ward gath-

ered up her knitting and hastened away to

her biscuit-making with a brisk step that

contrasted sharply with Lottie's listless air.

The announcement of the expected visitor

had, however, had a somewhat animating

effect. Visitors from the little market town

were somewhat scarce, and Lottie's mind

was busy with various speculations regard-

ing this one, as she set about getting out the

best china, and setting the table for tea in

the parlour, a room not nearly so bright and

cheerful as the kitchen, reposing, during

most of the time, shut out from light and

air, in the grim grandeur of its heavy horse-

hair and mahogany furniture and gaily pat-

terned window-blinds. The rather dreary

attemptsat ornament, the uninteresting books

in showy bindings stiffly arranged upon the

centre-table, the glaring bouquets of paper

flowers, the coarse Cupids on the mantle-

piece, and an elaborate piece of work of

many colours, representing figures with curi-

ously distorted i^hysiognomies, amidst flowers

and trees of some unknown species, testify-

ing to Miss Lottie's achievements during a

year at boarding-school, seemed only to in-

crease the gloom of the apartment. The
only thing that brightened it up in some de-

gree was a crayon portrait of Lottie herself,

tolerably like, which a travelling artist had

persuaded Mr. Ward to lethim execute in

return for a week's lodging, and which was

considered a marvel of art in the neighbour-

hood. The room, with all its dulness, was

the pride of Mrs. Ward's heart, and much
admired by Lottie, who, unconscious of its

gloom, rejoiced in the palpable fact that the

furniture was handsomer than that of any

room on this side of Carrington. It was,

therefore, with a look of great satisfaction

that she stood contemplating the tout ensem-

ble when her work was completed, and the

table spread with its array of gay china, pre-

serves, and cake.

Just at that moment the clatter of horse's

hoofs struck on her ear, rattling along the

side road that led from the mill to the farm-

house ; and Lottie, leaning out of the win-

dow to see who was approaching, met the

glance and smile of a bright, handsome lad

of about seventeen, who immediately reined

in his steed—a well formed chestnut mare

—

and called out in a clear ringing tone :

"Is Alan here, Lottie?"

" Alan ?—no !—what made you think so ?

I haven't seen him for a week !

" replied

Lottie, her colour rising a little, and with

something of a pout.

" Well, I know he said he'd be round

here about tea time, but I suppose he

hasn't got along yet. He was going to fish,

down by the river, and come here afterwards;

so, very likely, he'll bring you some fish for

tea. I'm going to ride over to Dunn's

Corners for letters, and he wanted me to

get him some fish-hooks ; so 1 wanted to

ask him about tliem. Can I do anything

for you there ?"

" No, thank you, Dan, only keep out of

mischief;" was the rei)ly.
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** Come, you needn't say that
;
you're as

fond of it as anybody ! Well, goodbye.

I'll go round and look for the fellow. Come,

Beauty," and giving the rein to his horse,

he dashed off—clearing at a bound the

fence that lay between the house in front

and the meadows that skirted the river side.

Lottie remained for a minute or two,

thinking. " It never rains but it pours !

''

she thought. " No one here for a week and

now two visitors for tea, and one all the way

from Carrington !

" And, deciding that the

importance of the occasion warranted some

extra preparation, she went to her own

room to exchange the dress she wore—

a

perfectly fresh and suitable one for a far-

mer's daughter on a summer afternoon—for

the latest addition to her wardrobe, a gay

muslin brought by her mother from Carring-

ton the last time she had been there at

market.

While the warm afternoon had been

thus wearing away at Blackwater Mill, a

young man—fishing rod in hand—was

slowing sauntering in the deep shade of

the woods, whose heavy masses of foli-

age, seen from the front windows of the

farm house, hid from it the windings of the

little river, after it had passed the interven-

ing meadows. The thick growth of under-

brush and bracken which grew abundantly

among the stems of the tall forest trees was

here and there intersected by little wood
paths, and along the widest of these, which

led by the bank of the river, the young

angler strolled, occasionally stopping for a

cast of his rod into some deep quiet pool

promising of success. At last, finding one

where the fish he was in search of seemed

unusually abundant, he threw himself down
on an inviting couch of green moss to watch

for " bites," while his brown retriever

gladly lay down too, panting and wistfully

eyeing the cool glassy water, through

which the sunlight, finding its way amongst

the over-arching boughs, quivered and

gleamed in a thousand wavering lines. But

Ponto was too well trained a dog to spoil

his master's sport by the plunge into the

stream, which, in his inmost heart, he longed

to make
; so he lay there motionless, with

his nose between his two brown paws, and
his large wistful eyes fixed upon the angler.

The stillness was perfect, broken only by
the occasional rustle of a wood-squirrel

or chipmunk which occasionally flashed

down a tall tree-trunk to the ground, and

stood for a few moments, chattering and

curiously inspecting with its bright eyes the

intruders on its solitude. The occasional

notes of a few birds seemed rather to deepen

the stillness than to break it ; and the fisher-

man for a time apparently forgot his sport

and lost himself in a dreamy reverie. It

was well for his enjoyment of the present

moment that he could not know what sub-

tle, unseen threads of destiny were, on this

beautiful summer afternoon, surely tighten-

ing around him as well as around others

with whom we shall have a good deal to do.

It is well that we have in general to act

upon the principle that " sufficient unto the

day is the evil thereof;" and that, of our

future course, we cannot really see more
than a step at a time.

The young angler was tall, lithe, and well-

formed, and the deeply cut, rather massive

lines of his sun-burnt face bore quite enough

resemblance to the rider of the chesnut mare
to enable any acute observer to set them
down as brothers, though the somewhat care-

shadowed face of the angler seemed matured

by more than the half-dozen years of differ-

ence in age between them. The advantage

of brightness and physical good looks was on
the side of the junior, but in the thoughtful

brow, and dark deep-set eyes of the elder there

was a certain attractiveness of expression

which the bright boyish face of the lad did

not yet possess. There was perhaps, a litde

dreaminess blended with the thoughtfulness,

suggesting that the whole force of the char-

acter had never yet been fully called out into

the battle of life ; but the firm decided mouth
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told that neither force nor energy would be

wanting to the occasion when it came.

An hour or two wore quietly away in the

unbroken stillness. Though the sportsman

did not seem very enthusiastic, he was evi-

dently skilful, and some fine trout lay in his

basket when he at last wound up his line,

took to pieces his rod, and laying them be-

side his basket, turned to the dog with a smile,

saying—" Now Ponto, for a swim."

The animal seemed to understand the

word, for he joyfully sprang up, bounding

and wagging his tail, and in a few moments

the dog and his master were both splashing

about in the cool water, swimming together

to the further side of the stream, and back

again, enjoying the cool lapping waves as they

can only be enjoyed after an intensely warm
summer day. But the sun was already sink-

ing below the tall tree tops, and, their bath

over, the young man and his faithful com-

panion continued their way on the river path,

scrambling over moss-covered stones, lichen-

grown logs, among tall nodding ferns; while

now and then the angler, laden as he was

with his basket and fishing-gear, stopped to

pick a bright wild rose, or a purple orchis, or

partridge berry blossom, whose long trailing

stems overspread the damp ground he trod,

and which, with some natural taste, he ar-

ranged, with the aid of a few ferns, into a

graceful bou([uet.

Then emerging from the shade of the

woods, he rapidly crossed the sunny mea-

dows, crisped by the hot sun, and, leaping

the rail fence, was soon in front of the farm-

house at Blackwater Mill. No one was vis-

ible in front of the house ; only old black

Caesar lay on the door step, rising to meet

Ponto as he approached, with sundry friendly

canine greetings, to which the latter cour-

teously responded, while his master, instead

of entering by the door, as might have been

expected, diverged round the end of the

house till he arrived at the open kitchen win-

dow, looking down upon the river. There
he found what he was in search of, Lottie's

bright face, framed in the creepers that

climbed up the window, and half hidden by
the wavy dark hair as it bent over a book in

which the reader was so deeplyabsorbed that

she never heard the purposely light footsteps,

until a long arm had drawn her head for-

ward, and a tender salute had been unawares

imprinted on her cheek.

"Alan Campbell," she exclaimed, start-

ing to her feet, and assuming a slightly of-

fended air. " How dare you come and
startle me so ! You might ask leave first, I

think !

"

" Now Lottie," said the young man depre-

catingly
;
" when I haven't seen you for a

week."

" Well, what was to prevent your seeing

me, if you wanted to ? I thought you had

forgotten all about us ;" she said in the same

tone.

" My dear Lottie, I couldn't tell you how
busy I've been ! This is the very first day

since the haying began that I could get away

for an hour. And as I had a spare after-

noon, and thought you'd like some trout for

tea, I went fishing first ; and look here," he

said, lifting the covering of green leaves

from the speckled spoil. " And I brought you

a litde bouquet too," he added. " I think

these wild flowers are ever so much prettier

than those stiff marigolds and sunflowers

that your mother delights in."

" Wild flowers don't feed chickens and

sunflowers will, and marigolds help to make
the butter yellow, that's why," said the prac-

tical Lottie. *' Thank you, they are very

pretty," she said more graciously, taking the

flowers from Alan's hand. " I don't know
how it is, I never seem to find any when I'm

in the woods." Lottie did not, in her heart,

care nuicli for flowers, but the prettiness of

the little attention i)leascd her. It was more

like the proceedings of the heroes of the

vapid romances which constituted her only

reading, than Alan's conduct usually was.

His wooing, indeed, had not been conducted

according to the standard of these unques-
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tionable authorities ; which sometimes made

her feel rather aggrieved.

Alan, meantime, had made use of the win-

dow as a mode of entrance, being fond of

such irregular proceedings. Mrs. Ward

came in just then, and came forward to in-

spect the fish.

'* I'm right glad you've brought them," she

added, " for we're expecting a gentleman

from town, and he'll be glad of some fresh

fish, I'm sure. I'll go and have them broiled

right away. But of course you must keep

some for your mother," she added, stooping

to select some and leave the remainder in

the basket. Alan noticed, he often noticed

things when looking dreamily on, that the

best and largest fish were taken, and the in-

ferior ones left. He hated himself for notic-

ing such a trifle, and said to himself that it

was natural she should wish to have the best

to set before her visitor. But the truth was

that Mrs. Ward had been so long accustom-

ed to act on the principle of family selfish-

ness, which she called " good management,"

that she made her selection quite coolly and

naturally, without ever thinking of doing

otherwise.

" And who's the visitor you're expecting]"

enquired Alan, a little blankly,fglancing at

Lottie's smart attire, and at the absence of

the usual supper preparations on the white

well-scoured kitchen table. Tea in that

gloomy best parlour was his aversion, to

which not even having Lottie's picture to

look at could reconcile him.

" I don't know his name," replied Lottie.

" Some lawyer from Carrington that has

business with father. He's out with him

now, or you'd have been late for tea, and the

fish wouldn't have been much good !

"

" And is that the reason you've got your-

self up so ? " demanded Alan, a slight trace

of the jealousy that so often follows close on

the heels of the most unselfish love, in his

tone. Perhaps Lottie felt it half consciously,

and did not wish to excite it further just

then, for she quickly replied, in a softer tone

than she had hitherto used, and raising her

brown eyes to the dark ones above her, with

her most winning expression :

" Dan was here, Alan, and he told me
you were coming. So I thought I'd hke you

to see my new dress that motherbrought me
from Carrington. Don't you think it's

pretty ?
"

The jealousy vanished from the eyes look-

ing down, and an expression of intense satis-

faction took its place. Alan's opinion of

the dress, however, was not then expressed,

for a pretty tableau that followed this scene

was abruptly terminated by the sound of ap-

proaching footsteps, and Lottie hastily re-

treated towards the door, at which her

father was entering, in company with the

expected "gentleman from town."

CHAPTER IL

A NEW ACQUAINTANCE.

'* Thither, ah ! no footstep tendeth

—

Ah ! the heaven above, so clear,

Never, earth to touch, descendeth,

And the there is never here !

"

A GREAT contrast they certainly were

—the two who now entered—the

miller, with his ruddy English visage,

shaggy, grizzled whiskers, and loose cloth-

ing, which made him look broader than he

really was ; and the rather small young man

beside him, whose closely cut and trimmed

appearance, and well-fitting light summer

suit made him seem, to Lottie's eyes at

least, a model of gentlemanly polish.

" Mr. Sharpley," as he was now intro-

duced by Mr. Ward—better known as " Dick

Sharpley " among his acquaintances in town

—was a young lawyer, who was decidedly

" getting on in the world," through his owii

^'-push " and energy, combined with a pretty

fully developed amount of calculating sel-

fishness. From his childhood, in the family

of his father, a small tradesman, Dick had

been accustomed to hear of money-saving
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and money-getting as the chief duty of life
;

and of social success and self aggrandise-

ment as its chief good. No unselfish

maxim, no nobler idea, had ever been im-

pressed on his youthful mind ; but, on the

contrary, when, in a most exceptional mo-

ment of generosity he had shared a six-

pence with a companion who had lost his^

he was vigorously upbraided for his "fool-

ish " lavishness. It is not wonderful, then,

that Dick should have imbibed the home

atmosphere, as he certainly inherited the

parental tendency. Any nascent generosity

having been nipped in the bud, Dick, as

he grew up, followed faithfully in the pater-

nal footsteps, always managing to get the

advantage over his companions in any small

" trading " transactions such as boys love to

indulge in, his success in which, being

reported at home, invariably won chuckling

commendations of his cleverness. Writing

a good hand, he soon got paying employ-

ment in a lawyer's office, in which, in due

time—winning the favour of his employer by

his quickness and industry—he became a

regular articled clerk. Withouthaving talents

of any high order, his acuteness and ready

memory enabled him to pass very creditable

examinations ; and, once embarked in the

legal profession, his shrewdness, his un-

scrupulous determination to §et on, and his

readiness to undertake any case however

manifestly "bad," and to advance it by any

available means however unjust, won him a

kind of success that would have been impos-

sible to a man of stricter principle, and en-

abled him to distance some of his really more

talented though more scrupulous competitors.

Besides this, he had considerable fluency of

peech, which, though the lack of real

culture was often strikingly apparent, won

an easy success with country juries ; so

that Dick Sharpley, at first barely tolerated

in the professional circle by those who knew

his antecedents, was beginning to make him-

self felt as a man of some influence in Car-

rington— a man whom it might be dangerous

to slight—and was achieving a very fair

amount of social success, much to his own

inward satisfaction.

One of his most profitable clients was a

Mr. Leggatt, a business man in Carrington.

With the aid of Sharpley, who, of course,

shared in the spoils, he had been driving a

pretty flourishing trade in mortgages ; lend-

ing money at high interest to needy men
struggling to keep above water, and then fore-

closing whenever it was legally possible to

do so ; realizing usually, by the sale, a hand-

some profit on his original advance. Peo-

ple were beginning to dread dealing with

him ; but drowning men will grasp at

straws. Mr. Leggatt's business often took

Sharpley into all sorts of out-of-the-way

corners in the surrounding country. How
it had now brought him to Blackwater Mill,

and how it was likely to affect our story, we

shall hereafter see.

If Lottie Ward's admiration was excited

by Mr. Sharpley's "gentlemanly " appear-

ance, he, on his side, seemed not less im-

pressed on beholding Lottie. In the first

place he was somewhat surprised, observant

as he was of externals, to see a country girl,

in this backwoods settlement, attired in a

dress which, though rather showy, she might

easily have worn in an afternoon on the

streets of Carrington ; and in the next place,

he was fairly startled by her graceful, rounded,

vividly tinted beauty, lighted up, as it was

just then, by an unwonted degree of anima-

tion, which made the somewhat languid

eyes sparkle with unusual lustre, as they

glanced up in a slightly excited manner

from nnder the dark eyelashes. Alan

Campbell's quietly observant eye, made

doubly observant by affection, took in at

once the mutually favourable impression,

and, perhaps partly on this account, his own

impression of the stranger was decidedly

unfavourable. Or, possibly, it was one of

those intuitive perceptions which, striking,

in an inexplicable manner, some subtle

hidden chord of our moral being, seem to
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place us at once in an antagonistic attitude

towards those whose moral tone and nature

are incompatible with our own, or who may

be destined to exercise some sinister in-

fluence on our life and fate. Moreover,

Alan Campbell's ancestors had been said to

have the gift ofsecond sight, and he believed

that he inherited at least an unusual share

of perception of character.

When the stranger had bowed obse-

quiously to the miller's pretty daughter, to

whom he could not resist the temptation of

addressing one of the fluent compliments

that came so readily to his lips, and which

by no means displeased the recipient, he

was duly introduced to " Mr. Campbell."

The usual deferential bow with which Mr.

Sharpley, on principle, greeted every new

acquaintance, and which was stifiiy enough

responded to by Alan, was succeeded by a

somewhat unusual look of real interest, as

the name caught his ear, the nature of which

it would have puzzled an observer to deter-

mine. For whatever reason, as the little

party assembled, at Mrs. Ward's invitation,

round the hospitable table on which her

newly manufactured ''
\y\?>c\x\\.°>''— Anglice

hot buns—were smoking, Mr. Sharpley's

glance frequently rested on Alan as if in-

wardly taking his mental measurement—

a

circumstance unnoted by Alan, who rather

haughtily abstained from looking towards or

talking to the stranger any more than was

unavoidable. To say the truth, Alan felt

that the pleasant evening to which, through

some days of hard toil, he had been looking

forward to spending with Lottie, was some-

what spoiled by the presence of this " in-

terloper," as he rather unreasonably, in his

heart, styled the miller's invited guest.

Mr. Sharpley, however, was quite at his

ease, and did his best to render himself

agreeable to his entertainers. He praised

Mrs. Ward's light spongy "biscuits," and

excellent pies and preserves, and congra-

tulated the miller on the flourishing appear-

ance of his smooth, well-cleared corn-fields

and meadows, on which not a stump was to

be seen disfiguring their fair luxuriance.

" Yes sir ! " exclaimed the miller, well

pleased. " You won't find a stump, sir, on

any cleared land of ?nine^ if you was to look

from now till next week ! You'd hardly

think, now, that these very hands cut down

the first tree on this clearing, a good thirty

years ago now !"

" No indeed, sir," said Mr. Sharpley,

with an impressed manner ;
" it's not easy

to fancy that, now, when one looks around

him here. You must have had some hard

work before you got things into such beauti-

ful order !

"

" Yes ! thafs so, sir ! my old woman and

me have seen some pretty hard work in our

day. Time for us to rest now and let the

young folks do their share, I say ; though

people nowadays won't manage as we did

!

Why, sir, for many a year we raised every

single thing we used on this here farm

—

'ceptin' only the old woman's tea, and a

little bit of calico. All our woollen clothes

grew on the back of our own sheep, as most

of 'em does still."

" Is that really so ? " exclaimed Mr.

Sharpley, looking with a deferential air to-

wards Mrs. Ward. " Your wife must be an

excellent manager I I suppose Miss Ward

is a first-class housekeeper, too," he added,

with an insinuating glance in her direction.

" Well, so, so, Mr. Sharpley," her mother

answered, not unimpressed by the young

lawyer's gracious suavity. " But girls now-

adays grow up quite different to what they

did in my day !

"

" Yes, indeed," said Mr. Ward, " they

ain't what their mothers was, neither in

looks nor anything else. Now Lottie there's

very well as to looks," he said, looking

proudly at his daughter, " but she ain't to

compare to what her mother was, and she'll

never begin to be the housekeeper she is !

"

" I think it wouldn't be easy to improve

on Miss Ward in the first respect, at any

rate ;
" said Mr. Sharpley, with a gallant air.
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and Lottie, who had taken her father's re-

marks quite indifferently, coloured a little,

and looked pleased and conscious.

" Well, you see," said the miller, pursuing

his own train of thought, " girls nowadays

gets all sorts of extravagant notions into

their heads, and put each other up to non-

sense the girls of ten years ago even never

dreamt of And what one girl has another's

got to have, and so they get set up to all

sorts of finery. Why, our girls have to have

all your town gimcracks and vanities, out

here, where there ain't nothin' but chip-

munks and wild ducks to look at 'em, and

I'm sure them critters is a sight too sensible

to care for flounces and fol-de-rols !

"

" But when the effect is so charming, Mr.

Ward, one feels inclined to think the extra-

vagance quite excusable," was the reply,

with a bow which pointed the compliment.

" Oh, that's all very well for you young

chaps that haven't got to pay for it ! But all

the same, it's extravagance, one way or

another—in dress as much as anything else

—that keeps this country back. I wonder,

now, how much we pay a year to British

merchants just for women's clothes, for silks

and muslins and all such frippery ! We im-

port a great sight too much, sir, for a young

country ! If the women would wear more

home-made clothing, as they used, and I'm

sure there's none like it for wear—the men

are beginning to wear our Canadian tweeds

now ; and if folks would try to do with fewer

luxuries that they don't need, and live more

on what they raise themselves, it would be a

great sight better for the country, sir, and

we'd have a deal fewer mortgages on our

land
!

"

" No doubt, sir, no doubt you're quite

correct," said Mr. Sharplcy ; then, as if

anxious to terminate the miller's distjuisition

on political economy, he turned to Alan,

who had hitherto sat almost silent, taking no

part in the discussion.

" I suppose you belong to this neighbour-

hood? " he said, en<iuiringly, as an opening

remark, adding, " have you always lived out

here in the backwoods?"
" Ever since I can remember, at all

events," replied Alan, quietly.

" Then you're not one of the natives ?
'

said Mr. Sharpley, trying with a little jocu-

larity to thaw down Alan's somewhat haughty

reserve. " You have a tolerably Scotch

name, at any rate."

" I was born within sight of Ben Nevis,"

replied Alan, "but as I remember no country

but this, I consider myself a Canadian. I

think a man always feels himself a native o

the country in which he has been brought

up."

" I approve of your sentiments," was the

gracious reply. " It's all nonsense the sort

of old national feeling people keep up here,

and the sentimental stuff they talk about

history and associations, et cetera. Talk of

Canada ' having no history,' indeed ! I

should like to know when history and associ-

ations ever put a cent into a man's pocket

!

Why, there are more fortunes to be made in

this country yet, sir, than in all that barren

Scotland at any rate. I don't know about

England, with its coal and commerce. So

all that we've got to do is to set to and make

the most of the country we're in."

It is to be presumed that these were Mr.

Sharpley's true sentiments, as they were

uttered without any particular object in view.

But when he had to address an audience

strongly influenced by any particular national

feeling, he could be glowing, and even touch-

ing on the elevating influences of a far-reach-

ing national history, on the endearing associ-

ations of the "ould sod," or the sj^irit-stirring

memories of the " land of the mountain and

the flood."

Alan did not take up the discussion, but

a somewhat contemptuous expression lurked

about his lip as he rose from the tea-table

and walked to the window. " Of what use

would history and associations be to a man

wiihoui a heart or soul?" was his private

commentary on the lawyer's speech, for



LOST AND WON.

Alan, though truly, as he said, a Canadian,

was pretty thoroughly imbued with Highland

feelings and associations.

To his great satisfaction, Mr. Sharpley

went off with the miller to inspect a plan for

some new and improved machinery for the

mill, in order to procure which Mr. Ward

was negotiating a loan from Mr. Leggatt.

And now Alan could have the pleasant tete-a-

iete with Lottie, to which he had been im-

patiently looking forward. So, while Mrs.

Ward bustled away to look after the supper

of the men in the outer kitchen—the mill-

work being over for the day—he drew Lot-

tie out of the house towards the path which

led down the slope to their favourite evening

resort, a little nook sheltered by rocks and

bushes, at the foot of the httle waterfall,

cooled and dewy by the spray from the

dashing water, where it was pleasant to sit

as the heat of the day cooled off, and watch

the crimson and amber glories of the set-

ting sun.

Lottie complied with her lover's desire,

without, however, either feeling or manifest-

ing any of the shy, maidenly pleasure which

girls are usually supposed to feel in similar

circumstances. Truth to tell, the miller's

pretty daughter, on her return from her year

at boarding school, during which time she

had bloomed out into the full charms of

young womanhood—had made so easy a

conquest of her former boy-admirer, Alan

Campbell, that, sure of an affection she had

so lightly won, she took his attentions rather

too much as a matter of course. Indeed,

now that the novelty had worn off of being

" engaged " to the best looking young farmer

in the township, and claiming, as her especial

and devoted property, one whose attentions

she knew had been eagerly coveted by half

the girls in the neighbourhood, who now en-

vied her in proportion, she sometimes felt a

little tiresome the long tete-a-tetes with Alan,

whose affection did not easily find expres-

sion in words, who liked to talk about things

in which she was not in the least interested,

and who had certainly no aptitude for mak-

ing the pretty speeches and compliments

indulged in so freely by the heroes of her

favourite novels, and seeming to come so

readily to the lips of her new acquaintance,

Mr. Sharpley. She could not help following

with her eyes that young gentleman's re-

treating form as he walked with her father

towards the mill, and internally comparing

his spruce figure, town-made attire and brisk

walk, with Alan's country air, figure, and

hair certainly wanting in trimness, and gar-

ments manufactured of home-made material

by the patient, busy fingers of Mrs. Camp-

bell, who, while she had cut and stitched

with all due motherly care, had certainly

not been able to communicate to them the

air of relative fashion which distinguished

those of Mr. Sharpley. The comparison in

Lottie's mind was, it must be confessed,

somewhat disparaging to her betrothed,

though a truer taste and more cultivated' eye

would have much preferred the tall, well-

formed, well knit figure of the young farmer,

though clad in coarse, russet garments, and

characterized by the lack of precision of

movement which a country training, com-

bined with a somewhat slow and thoughtful

temperament, is apt to foster.

Alan's eye had caught the direction of

Lottie's, and it may be had half-divined its

meaning. As they silently approached their

rocky seat, his suppressed irritation broke

out at last in the exclamation

—

" What can that priggish puppy be want-

ing here ?
"

Lottie pouted, but more for effect than

from any real annoyance.

" If it's Mr. Sharpley you mean, I think

he's a very nice young man, and I'm sure

he's a sight civiller than you are, Alan !

"

she said, in a tone not calculated to soothe

Alan's ruffled feelings.

" Well, he's certainly cultivated the art of

paying compliments, and you needn't feel

particularly flattered by them, for of course

a fellow Hke that makes it his business to
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pay them wherever he goes. If that's the

sort of thing you like, Lottie dear, I'm

afraid you'll never get it from me ! Don't I

think a thousand times more of you than

that fellow possibly can ? But for all that,

and all the more for that, I couldn't, to

save my life, make the fine speeches he

does, and I don't think you ought to need

them from me, Lottie I

"'

No girl of ordinary feminine composition

could have helped being mollified and

touched by the loving look in Alan's dark,

earnest eyes, and the caress with which lie em-

phasised his speech ; and Lottie's rather shal-

low heart was, for the time, impressed by the

genuine, honest glow of real aftection, and

willing to dismiss, for the present, the ob-

noxious subject of Mr. Sharpley. But, for

all that, the interview did not progress very

favourably. The pleasant flavour of the

compliments, conveyed in the studied im-

pressiveness which characterized Mr. Sharp-

ley's conversation, made Alan's sober talk

seem insipid, and her mind was continually

reverting to the thought of how much more

deferentially that gentleman would have

conducted himself in a similar interview, and

how profuse and emphatic would have been

his protestations of devotion, "just like

those in the books," she thought. But she

did not speak her thought again, and sat, in

rather a silent mood, tossing little bits of

moss and sticks into the brown, foaming

water, and watching them eddy and whirl in

the mimic whirlpools among the rocks, while

Alan tried to interest her in his earnest talk

about his plans ; how, by and by, he hoped

that his father, now somewhat failing in

strength, would surrender the management

of the farm to him, and how he hoped in

time, with the aid of good crops, to build a

new house in which Lottie and he might

begin that new and sweet double existence

which was at present the goal of all his

hopes.

" You'll be so near home, Lottie, you

know, that your mother don't mind sparing

you to me, and you'll be able to run over

any time and see her. She said to me the

other evening that she'd sooner have me for

a son-in-law than any young man in all

Radnor."

Lottie perhaps thought the conversation

had gone far enough in this direction, for

she caught the thread of it up with the irre-

levant remark

—

" Oh, I forgot to tell you ; she wants me
to go and gather raspberries in the marsh

to-morrow. Can Jeanie go, too, if it's

fine?"

" Yes, I'm sure she can. I know she hasn't

got any raspberries yet, and she'll be de-

lighted to have you to go with. And I'll

see if I can't manage to go and help you in

the afternoon. And, of course, you'll take

tea at our house, and I'll drive you home
;

I'd come for you in the morning, only
"

" Oh, don't trouble yourself," said Lottie,

a little pettishly ;
" we can manage, Hannah

and me, very well by ourselves."

" Lottie," said Allan, " you know how

glad I'd be to come for you and stay with

you all day. But there's some hay yet in

the low meadow ; it didn't seem quite dry

enough to take in to-day, but I must get it

in the first thing to-morrow, for there's no

saying how soon we may have rain."

" Indeed, then, I think we're going to

have it to-night !

" exclaimed Lottie, start-

ing to her feet.

And even while they had been talking

—

Alan engrossed in watching Lottie's down-

cast face—one of the sudden changes had

come over the sky which are not unusual in

our hot midsummer days. Dark blue

clouds, beginning in the horizon, had

rapidly extended towards the zenith, and

were branching out in all directions. The

temperature had suddenly fallen, and a

breeze, rapidly increasing to a wind, was

crisping the recently calm waters of the

river into a thousand ripples. Just as they

observed the change, the sky above them,

overspread with clouds that caught the
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reflection of the setting sun, glowed out in

a brilliant flush of intense crimson. Even

Lottie could not help stopping to admire

the startling effect ; and Alan forgot every-

thing else in gazing at it, until a heavy drop

of rain, falling on his forehead, recalled him

to the shower that was immediately impend-

ing.

" Come, Alan, quick," cried Lottie, im-

patiently, hurrying on before. " Don't you

see we'll get wet through, and my new dress

will be ruined ! What a goose I was to

come down here in it !
" she muttered, fret-

fully.

Alan hurried after her, but she would not

wait for his assistance, and rushed fleetly on

to the house, which she reached in time to

prevent a soaking, but not before the pre-

cious dress had received a good many rain-

drops, and " would never," she declared,

" look the same again." Indeed she was so

engrossed in caring for it, that she did not

even seem to remember the two good miles

which Alan had yet to traverse before he

could reach home, or join in her mother's

entreaties that he should give up the idea of

going home that night ;
" for I know," she

said, " it's closin' in for a night's steady

rain."

"Thank you," he said, " I'll just wait till

the worst of the shower's over, and then

start. I don't mind a little wetting, and I've

got the beasts to see to yet to-night ; besides

mother would be anxious, and think {some-

thing dreadful had happened to me."

Moreover, in his heart Alan shrank from

a renewed encounter with the stranger, who

was still away at the mill, and was only

anxious to get away before his return. He
only waited, therefore, till the heavy, hiss-

ing violence of the raindrops had some-

what abated, and the shower, which had

changed the busy farm-yard into a blank

space traversed by meandering rills, had

almost ceased. Then, bidding an affection-

ate farewell to Lottie, expressing a sympa-

thizing hope that the damage to her dress

might not be so great as she supposed, Alan

was off, his long figure being rapidly lost to

sight in the distance.

He had not gone very far, however, when

a vivid flash of lightning and the distant

rumble of thunder made him doubt his pru-

dence in hurrying on. He disliked the idea

of returning, however, and, having gained

the shelter of the woods, where the road ran

through their deep shadow, he thought he

could brave with comparative impunity the

shower, which would he hoped soon pass

over, or delay its heaviest downpour till he

had reached home. Not more than half the

way had been traversed, when, just as he

emerged from the partial shelter of the drip-

ping boughs, a crash of thunder broke almost

overhead, and the rain came down in a

white hissing sheet that almost blinded him,

and made the grey muddy road before him

gleam with the torrent of water that over-

flowed it. There was nothing for it but to

make for home at a run, and he was hasten-

ing along, making good time with his long

vigorous strides, when the sound of approach-

wheels behind him made him stop and turn

round to see if they belonged to the vehicle

of any friendly neighbour, who might offer

him a lift homeward. It was a small light

buggy that appeared, drawn by a light-footed

fleet Canadian pony. Its occupants were

completely hidden by the umbrella under

which they were trying to find some scanty

shelter from the downpouring torrents, and

it was not till they were close upon him that

he could make out that it was driven by a

young man, not much older than himself,

whose merry blue eyes seemed to gleam out

from under his umbrella in laughing defiance

of the weather, as he cast a half-amused,

half-compassionate glance at Alan's dripping

figure. Close to him nestled a small, slight

female form, like himself completely enve-

loped in a waterproof cloak, from which the

rain poured in streams. The young man

reined in his pony as he overtook Alan, and

called out

:
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" How fur are we from Hollingsby's tav-

ern, and is this the right road ?
"

'' Straight on, about two miles and a half,"

said Alan, somewhat out of breath with his

race.

" If we're going your way, won't you jump
on behind," rejoined the other. " You'll

get home quicker ?
"

The friendly offer was not to be refused.

In a second Alan had swung himself up on

the projecting back of the vehicle, holding on

to the back of the seat occupied by the

others. No farther words were spoken as the

vehicle rattled rapidly on, till, at the gate of

Braeburn Farm, Alan sprang lightly off, say-

ing, " Many thanks— I stop here," adding,

as the driver again drew rein for a mo-

ment, '' Won't you come in and wait till

the rain is over ?
''

" Thanks, no," said the other, " we're

about as wet as we can be, and I think the

rain is going off a little now. Don't you

think so, Nora ? " he added, turning to his

companion.

The figure at his side seemed to assent,

but, withdrawing the cloak she had drawn

almost over her face, bent forward to acknow-

ledge, with a courteous bow, the offer of

shelter, and Alan had a momentary glimpse

of a pale, delicate, girlish face, looking

paler, perhaps, than its wont, in the wet

dusky twilight, and of large dark grey eyes

that gleamed from under wet stray locks of

dark brown hair with^a strange wistful look,

which at once gave Alan the impression

that he had seen it somewhere long

before. Just then another, though paler,

flash of lightning illumined the landscape

for a moment with its white unearthly radi-

ance, intensifying the impression made upon

him by the half-startled face, still bent for-

ward with a smile of courteous acknowledg-

ment.

Long afterwards, that stormy twilight

scene flashed back on his memory, with its

back-ground of heavy grey clouds, wet fields,

farm-buildings, and distant woods. And

then it seemed to him as if, before one page

of his life had closed, he had unwittingly

turned over another a good deal Airther on,

and thus unawares had read, in advance, some

of the characters in which was %vritten that

future, which to him, as it mercifully is to

us all, was a sealed book, whose i)ages the

slow fingers of the " strong hours '' were to

turn by only a hair-breadth at a time.

CHAPTER III.

A CLOUD RISES.

"Strive ! yet I do not promise

The prize you dream of to-day

Will not fade when you think to grasp it,

And melt in your hand away."

AS Alan, rushing rapidly up the short

lane that wound beneath the drip-

ping orchard boughs, up to the house door,

stood wet and dripping on the threshold, two

female figures came eagerly forward to meet

him in the little rustic porch.

" My boy, how wet you must be ! What
a rain to be out in," exclaimed one of them,

a tall, elderly woman with strongly marked

features, which, even in the dim twilight,

showed a considerable resemblance to those

of Alan, and speaking with a decided High-

land accent. " Run up directly, Alan, and

change yourself, and Jeanie and I will get

you a cup of warm tea to keep you from

taking cold."

" What made you come in such a shower,

Alan?" asked the other. "If I had been

Lottie I wouldn't have let you."

" Why, child, it's likely to rain all night,

and do you suppose I'd let a few drops of

rain keep me from coming home? No,

mother, I must go and sec that the beasts

are all right. It would never do for those

two foals to be left out all night, and I don't

suppose any one has thought of them. Are

Dan and father at home? "

Mrs. Campbell rejilied in a tone thai

seeemed to breathe through a repressed
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sigh :
" Your father and Dan went up after

tea to see Mr. Holhngsby about a letter Dan
brought from the post-office—a letter from

Carrington, that your father wanted to con-

sult him about."

" Well, I wish he could have found some

one else to consult with. I hate that old

Hollingsby, and I don't see why father

should trust him so," said Alan in a vexed

tone, his annoyance seeming to overpower

any curiosity he might have felt as to the

subject of the important letter.

" Alan, if it's only the foals you needn't

mind, for I got them in myself before the

rain came on," called out a voice from within.

" What you., Hugh
;
you're a brick ! How

came you to think of them ?
"

** Oh, I was down looking at them when

the sky began to cloud over, and I thought

the poor little things would be better under

shelter."

" Well, I'm glad you did. It's a load off

my mind. I was afraid they'd had a wetting

already that would hurt them. It was one

thing that made me hurry home so fast. But

still I'd like to go and take a look round

and see that nothing is out that shouldn't be.

I'll be back in a few minutes, mother."

" My poor dear Alan ! He is so thought-

ful about everything," said Mrs. Campbell,

as she turned to get lights, rekindle the fire,

and take all motherly precautions against

Alan's taking cold, in which she was assisted

by Jeanie, an energetic, thoughtful-looking

maiden, combining with the most perfect

simplicity of manner an unconscious air of

innate refinement rather unusual in country

girls, and which was a great contrast to

Lottie Ward's little airs and graces, diligently

cultivated at boarding-school. Hugh, the

invisible speaker in the matter of the foals, sat

in a corner of the wide window of the room
which served the Campbells both as dining

and sitting-room on all occasions, for they

owned no " best parlour." He was a rather

delicate-looking boy of some fourteen years,

who had evidently been strainmg his eyes

over the book that lay beside him to the last

moment the daylight would serve him,

" wearing out his eyes," as his mother said,

" before his time."

" I wish / could mind things like Alan,"

he said with a sigh, " he's always minding.

But I am glad I thought about the foals !

"

Hugh was the student of the family, a boy

with so decided a talent for " book-learning"

that he was destined to go to college, if the

family finances would ever permit, to be

educated for a profession. At present he

was pursuing a rather desultory course of his

own, devouring all the chance literature that

came in his way, and occasionally getting a

lesson, or a catechising on his lessons, from

Mr. Abernethy, the good old Scotch minis-

ter, whose church the Campbells attended.

" And what was the letter, mother, that

father had to go to Hollingsby's about?"

enquired Alan when, having obeyed his

mother's injunction of " changing himself,"

he was sitting with her and Jeanie at the

table, swallowing the prescribed cup of hot

tea which was Mrs. Campbell's unfailing

panacea and prophylactic.

" I didn't understand it exactly," she said

uneasily. " I only know that it was some

communication from that Mr. Leggatt your

father borrowed the money from, something

about the mortgage and paying up, and your

father seemed afraid it might give us some

trouble. But he'll tell you all about it when

he comes in."

Alan's brow clouded over with anxiety.

He did not understand the exact circum-

stances of the mortgage which Mr. Leggatt

held on his father's land, though its very ex-

istence had always made him uneasy. But

his father had told him, the very last time he

was in Carrington. that he had made it all

straight with Leggatt for a year or two at

any rate. It was unpleasantly startling, there-

fore, to find that some new trouble about

it had arisen.

In the meantime the first violence of the

storm had spent itself, and the rain had
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diminished to a faint drizzle. Ere long ap-

proaching footsteps were heard outside, and

Mrs. Campbell, who had been sitting listen-

ing, started to her feet with a nervous, anxious

expression which Alan had long since learned

to interpret. The door was impetuously

thrown open, and Dan entered, dashing the

raindrops from his wet hair, and followed by

an elderly man, whose hair once black

—

now nearly grey—and deeply furrowed,

strongly marked countenance seemed to

bear witness to a life of trial, care, and per-

haps suffering. It might have been the

glare of the light as he came in from the

darkness, but his eye seemed to have a

dazed, half-bewildered expression, and his

large, sinewy frame to sway rather unsteadily

as he came forward. Dan, too, looked

flushed and somewhat excited, and the heart

of the wife and mother sank. HoUingsby's

tavern, so near, so insinuating, so inevitable,

seemed to her the Upas tree of her life.

" Are you very wet, Archie," said his wife,

going up to him, and drawing forward his

easy chair, trying, poor woman, to show no

trace of her inward disquietude.

" Ay, am I, about the feet, that is. The

roads are just running in streams. Here

Jeanie, lass, get my slippers, " he said, tak-

ing off his boots, with a great effort to con-

ceal the unsteadiness of both hand and

voice.

Then, looking over at Alan, who, almost

as uncomfortable as his mother, was bend-

ing over the weekly Carrington paper,

brought by Dan from the post-office, and

professedly reading a long column of adver-

tisements, he said somewhat unsteadily :

" I had a letter to-day, Alan, from that

fellow, Leggatt, I don't know what to make

of it, but HoUingsby says it'll be all

right, he's sure. Will you take a look at

it?"

Alan sprang to his feet and came forward

to look at the letter, which his father found

some difficulty in selecting from a number

of other papers and letters, and when it was

selected, still farther trouble in taking it out

of its envelope and unfolding it. Alan stood

by waiting, with difficulty restraining the im-

patient impulse to expedite matters by tak-

ing it out of his father's trf'mulous hands.

At last, however, it lay straightened out on

the table before him, and he read it two or

three times over before he could fairly take

in the meaning.

It was a business letter—bare enough

—

though not wanting in the ordinary civil ex-

pressions with which people in our en-

lightened age soften down in appearance the

most hostile intent. Mr. Leggatt " hoped

that it might be convenient " for Mr. Camp-

bell to pay up the full amount, principal and

interest, due on a certain day, in terms of

the mortgage, otherwise he should be com-

pelled to place the matter in the hands of

his legal adviser, R. Sharpley, Esq., to whom

he would refer him.

" R. Sharpley, Esq.," Alan repeated over

and over again to himself the name, which

seemed to dart through him a presentiment

of coming ill, as well as to justify, to some

extent, the unpleasant impression the stran-

ger had made upon him. And no doubt

his visit had some connection with this

matter, he thought.

"Well, Alan, what think you of it?

What can he mean?" asked the old man.

anxiously, looking into his son's troubled

face.

" I'm sure I don't know, father, except

that it means mischief ; that's evident ! But

you know best how you stand, and what ar-

rangement you made with old Leggatt."

" He said he wouldn't press me ; he said

it would be all right, and I could pay him

by instalments as it suited me. Yes, I'm

sure he said that, and HoUingsby was by,

and heard it all ; and he says
"

"Well, what does he say?" said .Mm.

eagerly.

" Oh, he just says to make my mind easy

and it'll be all right. He says the letter is

only a formality ; that people send letters
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like that now and then, just to keep up their

claim, you know."

But Alan felt far from set at ease by this

explanation of Mr. Hollingsby's. He un-

derstood enough of such things to make him

feel that the situation might be a grave one

;

his mind was not so easily tranquillized as

his father's had been, with the assistance of

Mr. Hollingsby's Scotch whiskey. He
deeply regretted, now, having been con-

tented to remain so long without an exact

knowledge of the state of his father's affairs

and liabilities, a subject which he had

always shrunk from entering upon. But he

did not wish to alarm his mother unneces-

sarily, and he was conscious of her grave,

sad eyes, earnestly watching him.

" Well, father, we must hope it will all be

right. That Sharpley he speaks of is out

here just now. I saw him down at the

mill." And he went on to describe his ren-

contre with the young lawyer.

"Ah, well, then, we'll just see him about

it before he goes back, and put it all right,"

said Mr. Campbell, who was evidently try-

ing to soothe himself by his own asser-

tions.

Then, as if it was a relief to change the

subject, he went on :
—" I saw a gentle-

man from Carrington up at Hollingsby's,

a very nice-like young fellow. He's one of

the Arnolds, the lumberers down there.

He knows Sandy McAlpine, he says, and he

tells me Sandy's getting on finely. He came

in the middle of all the rain, and a soaked-

like figure he was ! But a stiff tumbler of

Hollingsby's whiskey-toddy warmed him up,

and we had a fine talk together. He's go-

ing farther up the river to-morrow, to see

after a new saw-mill he's talking of putting

up there."

" I suppose that was the young fellow I

met, or rather who overtook me as I was

coming home," said Alan, his mind reverting

to the occupants of the buggy. " He asked

me the way to Hollingsby's, and gave me a

lift in his buggy. At least I hung on be-

hind. There was a lady with him, and he

was driving a black pony with a white face."

"Yes, that would just be the one, though

I didn't see the lady. But I heard him ask-

ing for a room for her with a fire in it, be-

cause he was afraid for her taking cold.

But I know the pony had a white face, for

I heard them talking about it," said Mr.

Campbell, with the gravity and importance

which people in the country, where incidents

are few, attach to ascertaining every particu-

lar about a passing stranger.

" And you never told us, Alan, about your

meeting them," exclaimed Hugh. "Why, it

was quite an adventure ! I only wish it had

been me. What was the lady Hke?"
" You goose ! " said Alan, smiling, " do

you suppose I could see in all that rain.

Do you mean to go about the world looking

for adventures and Dulcineas, like your

friend Don Quixote?"
" 1 say, Alan," interrupted Dan, coming

round to his brother, as the rest were pre-

paring to leave the room, and speaking in a

cautious half-whisper, " Who do you think

I saw down at Dunn's Corners, and what

do you think I was offered for Beauty?"

" I'm sure I couldn't guess in the least,"

said Alan, absently, thinking of other things,

as he lighted his candle.

"Why that old Vannacker, the Yankee

horsedealer, you know, he's going about

buying up horses for the Northern army
;

and he said Beauty would be just the thing

for that. And he offered me—just think !

—

two hundred and fifty dollars for her. • But

I told him I wouldn't sell her for as much

again ; and neither I would. However, he

said I'd better think of it, and he'd be round

again in a month or two, and we had a re-

gular horse talk, and he was real friendly
;

and I told him of some good horses he

could get round here, and then he insisted

on treating me before he'd let me away."

" Dan ! " exclaimed Alan, sternly, " didn't

I beg you to keep out of that wretched

'treating;' that's the ruin of so many a fel-
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low ! I can't see why people should show their

friendliness by insisting on making others

swallow a slow poison at their expense ; for

that wretched stuff' they sell at Dunn's Cor-

ners is neither more nor less. And it's

mean, Dan, to take a 'treat' from a stranger

who owes you nothing, and whom you don't

show any hospitality to."

" But he did owe me something. Didn't

I tell you I put him in the way of getting

some first-rate horses, and I told him all

about them, and just what they were fit for.

It takes me to tell a good sound horse when

I see him," he added, with a little boyish

pride.

" Well, all the same, Dan, you shouldn't

have let him treat you. You know very

well how it vexes mother, and I think we've

all had trouble enough already through that,"

he half muttered, for Mr. Campbell's in-

firmity was never openly discussed among

his children. " And I suppose you had

some toddy at Hollingsby's, too ?" he added,

glancing at his brother's flushed and excited

face.

" Ah, just a tumbler to be sociable, you

know. I couldn't sit by and take nothing

when HoUingsby and father and the other

young fellow were all at it."

" Yes, you could, as I've done many a time.

Now Dan," he said more earnestly, "if you

go and get into the habit of taking that stuff,

you'll just break poor mother's heart."

"Why, I'm not going to get into any

habit. You know I haven't got any money
to treat people with, and it is not often that

anybody treats me ; mayn't happen for ever

so long again, so you needn't look so solemn

over it. I say, wasn't Lottie good to you,

that you seem so out of sorts, Alan?" he

asked, half waggishly, half to divert his

brother's thoughts to a different channel.

" Wasn't she looking handsome this after-

noon ?
"

" You be off" to bed !
" said Alan, wearily,

turning off to his own little room, close to

the one where his brother slept. He was

not in the humour for responding to his bro-

ther's badinage, or for discussing Lottie, and

he wanted to think quietly over the present

juncture of affairs. It was nothing new to

Alan to feel the pressure.of care and anxiety.

Before he had fairly emerged from boyhood

he had felt the chief direction of the farm

resting upon him, and had been obliged to

think and plan and execute more and

more on his own responsibility, as year by

year his father, originally somewhat incapa-

ble, became more and more so, under the

combined influence of advancing years and

of the unfortunate tendency to " take a

little too much," as it was euphemistically

termed by his neighbours. Archibald Camp-

bell had been a younger son of a poor but

proud Highland family. He had once been

in the army, but had sold out at the instance

of anxious relatives, who saw how his weak,

kindly nature was fast becoming a prey to its

manifold temptations, and had invested his

small property in the purchase of a Canadian

farm, where they and his young wife fondly

hoped he would be out of the way of evil.

But to what remote region does not the

tavern-keeper penetrate, with his " bitters
"

and whiskey bottles ; and where is the inno-

cent Arcadian district which does not

abound with temptations to that insidious

poison which, like a cankerworm, destroys

both the flower and the fruit of many an

otherwise happy and useful life ? Not in

Canada, at all events ! Archibald Camp-

bell could not go for his letters to the Post

Ofl^ce, placed in the same building with a

tavern, without being inveigled into " treat-

ifig," and being "• irfated ;'' he could not

visit the little market town without stopping

to water his horse at a way-side tavern,

where he was expected, at least, to " take a

horn " for himself, if not for a friend in addi-

tion ; he could not meet a friend on busi-

ness, at the hotel in Carrington, without the

same social hospitality being expected of

him, which exjiectation his proud, genial

Highland nature would have found it im-
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possible to disappoint, even had the custom

not been too much in accordance with the

bent of his own inchnation. And in Mr.

HoUingsby, whose tavern was so near, and

so frequented by sociable individuals of sim-

ilar tastes, and who was himself so friendly

and neighbourly, he had, of late years, found

a still more constantly recurring source of

temptation. So that it was little to be won-

dered at if poor, facile, kindly-meaning

Archie Campbell, after various attempts to

break off his prevailing habit—attempts

chiefly made out of regard for the entreaties

of his wife, to whom he was devotedly at-

tached, should again and again fall back

helplessly into the toils of the destroying

vice.

Moreover, he had no practical training as

a farmer, and his easy-going, procrastinating

nature ill-fitted him for contending with the

difficulties of Canadian farming, especially

in the backwoods, where the land to be

tilled had, first of all, to be cleared and put

in working order. How he had managed to

overcome these preliminary difficulties, and

get his house up, was a standing wonder,

and those who knew best declared it was

chiefly owing to the helpful and encourag-

ing energy of his brave, patient wife, who,

coming from a home of comfort and refine-

ment at least, if not of luxury, had borne the

roughness and drudgery of a backwoods

life with a fortitude and " spirit " worthy of

the old Highland ancestors whose blood

she was proud to feel in her veins. But a

woman with an increasing family of young

children cannot, however great may be her

energy, continue to cope with the exigencies

of farming, and supply her husband's de-

fects. He was so constantly behindhand

that, whatever the peculiarity of the season

might be, he was sure, from not being ready

to seize the opportunity as it passed, to

suffer more than his neighbours from a late

spring, or a wet season, or a drought, or an

early frost. Nor had he been able by

judicious cultivation to make the most of

his not very fertile land, so that " light

crops," except in very exceptional seasons,

were the rule rather than the exception at

Braeburn, and, naturally enough, the family

were always " in difficulties," had been so

ever since Alan could remember—were so

still, notwithstanding the unremitting labour

and persevering exertions of Alan, who in-

herited his mother's spirit, to free them from

embarrassment. Mr. Campbell had been

obliged from time to time to borrow money,

at one time to replace stock lost by disease,

at another to rebuild a burned-down barn or

renew decaying farm- buildings and fences,

at another still, to meet the pressing needs

of his growing family. And as one creditor

after another became importunate and de-

manded payment, fresh loans had to be

negotiated, each of which was larger than

the last had been. Mr. Campbell was

rather close about these money transactions

of his ; it was the only matter of business •

which he kept entirely in his own hands,

and Alan, who had always dreaded enquir-

ing into them, knew only that it was no

easy matter to raise the sum annually needed

for interest, which, do what he could, was

always falling behindhand. Having ex-

hausted all his sources of credit in Radnor,

Mr. Campbell had of late years had recourse

to the money-lenders of Carrington, last of

all to Mr. Leggatt, to whom he had been

obliged to give a mortgage on all his farm

stock and property. It was this mortgage

that now imposed on Alan's heart a crushing

load of anxiety such as he had never before

felt ; and bitterly did he reproach himself

for not having sooner taken pains to ascer-

tain its conditions, and his father's real posi-

tion. He resolved that he would remain in

the dark no longer. Mr. Sharpley would

probably call next day about this business,

and he would come to a clear understanding

of what needed to be done.

And then ? He lay long, sleeplessly con-

sidering possibilities. The day by which

the payment must be made was an early day
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—only a fortnight intervening. In case the

money could not in the meantime be raised,

and at present he saw no likelihood that it

would be, what then ? He shrank from con-

templating the answer to this question. He
was young, and hope suggested that there

might be a thousand ways of avoiding any

irretrievable calamity. To the young and

inexperienced anything seems possible ex-

cept a hopeless misfortune !

Just before he fell at last into an uneasy

slumber, his mind reverted to Lottie. She

was always in his last thoughts at night, as

in his first in the morning. It seemed days

or months, instead of hours, since he had

gone up to Blackwater Mill that afternoon,

longer still since he had been enjoying the

dolcefar nientc of his reverie in the wood.

The contrast of the wet cheerless night—of

drizzling rain, heavy dark sky, moaning

wind and swaying branches, with the sunny

calm, glowing brightness of the summer

afternoon—was not greater than the change

that had come to his own mental condition,

the change from day-dreaming and castle-

building to being brought face to face with

some of the hardest realities of life.

The thought of Lottie, by a natural asso-

ciation, suggested that of the face he had

momentarily seen half-shrouded by the

heavy cloak, and as he fell asleep he vaguely

wondered who she might be, and hoped she

might not have taken cold. She seemed

such a fragile, delicate creature to be ex-

posed to the violence of such a storm, for

even in the momentary glance he had

caught she had given him the impression of

one who should be shielded from the rough-

nesses of life. And then, just as the little

birds were beginning to stir, and chirp,

and twitter among the dripping leaves, and

the cocks in the farm-yard were crowing

their first morning salutations, he fell into a

troubled slumber, full of painful and per-

plexing dreams, in which Mr. Sharpley, and

Lottie, and the fair unknown, and Mr. Hol-

lingsby were blended, with the strange in-

congruity of dreamland, into a confused and

shifting phantasmagoria of dissolving views.

( To be continued.

)

ON OPENING LETTERS.

I
NEVER ope a letter but I pause

To think what joy or grief it me may bring
;

What cause for laughter that afar shall tling

All brooding thoughts as they were wind-borne straws

:

For tears and weeping what all potent cause,

I tremblingly bethink, as on dark wmg
Of death or woe, their baleful accents ring

Aloud their summons, like discordant daws.

(Jf all epistles, none can be so sweet

To him who loves, and is beloved as well.

As that of her whose words so fondly greet

That they seem fashioned by some cunning spell,

So full are they of raptures all complete

—

Of happiness and bliss innumerable.

ICdwakI) Jamksdn, in \\\i:Goldai A^e.
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ATOMISM AND THEISM.

BY J. CLARK MURRAY, LL.D.

THE recent Address of Prof. Tyndall

has raised anew the question : What

progress has been made, in the light of con-

temporary science, towards an explanation

of the universe on purely physical grounds ?

In the following remarks it is proposed to

notice two prominent points in the Address :

(A) The Atomic Theory; (B) the acknow-

ledged impossibility of completely solving,

by this theory, the problem which the uni-

verse presents.

(A) In connection with the Atomic The-

ory one is tempted to question some opinions

expressed in the historical sketch, which

forms a large portion of this Address. It

was natural that a sketch of the history of

speculation in such a connection should have

touched with special lustre the names of

those who have contributed most to the dis-

tinct conception and intelligible application

of the Atomic Theory. Now there seems

no doubt that the first achievement of im-

portance in this direction was the work of

Democritus. It is true that the other prin-

ciples which Prof Tyndall attaches to the

philosophy of Democritus had been clearly

thought out and enunciated long before his

time ; it is true that the way had been pre-

pared for Atomism by the whole course of

previous Greek speculation from the first

conjectures of the Ionian physicists, and

that an Atomic Theory of a cruder character

had recently before been suggested by Em-
pedocles ; it is, moreover, possible that

Leucippus, the companion of Democritus,

has been unfairly jostled out of view by the

crowd of subsequent Atomists. Still we can-

not overlook the special greatness of Demo-

critus in grasping a magnificent idea while

yet unfamiliar, and shaping it, probably by

many unrecorded years of fervid intellectual

toil, into that luminous form which has

made it a light upon the path of many a

subsequent inquirer into the physical consti-

tution of things. But it is not incomprehen-

sible that the fame of Democritus should have

been eclipsed by that of Plato and Aristotle.

Nor to comprehend this is it necessary to

form the supposition which Prof. Tyndall

adopts, that the heavier metal of his philoso-

phy sent it to the bottom of that ocean of

barbarism with which Europe was inundated

during the middle ages, while the lighter

stuff, composing the philosophies of Plato

and Aristotle, floated with ease. Whatever

maybe the inanities of temporary popularity,

the voice of ages is, after all,

"The proof and echo of all human fame,"

and is never heard ringing from generation

to generation the praise of what is worthless

in preference to that which is of real worth.

This is evidently the explanation of the

subordinate position which Democritus occu-

pies in the history of speculation on the

ultimate origin of things. The haze of en-

thusiasm seems to make the Atomic Theory

loom so vastly before his mental vision as

to hide everything else from his view. Now,

valuable as that theory is in the explanation

of the physical universe, it brings us not a

step nearer to the discovery of the primal

origin of that universe. Yet to Democritus,

Atomism apparently afforded the key to the

solution of all problems ; and it is precisely

because we find in him no glimpse of that

great region which his theory cannot touch,

that, though he may rightfully claim a chief

place in the history of science, he cannot

take the highest rank among those who have
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inquired into the fundamental principle of

all things.

To return from this historical criticism,

we proceed to consider the Atomic Theory

both from a scientific and from a philoso-

phical point of view.

I. Even looking at the matter from the

standpoint of science, we are tempted to

demand whether the confident tone of the

Alomists is justified by any results which

can stand the tests of scientific proof. For

I. The very existence of atoms is acknow-

ledged to be a mere hypothesis. It is true

that the hypothesis has proved marvellously

fruitful in its applications. Still, in view of

many recent utterances of physicism, it can-

not be too earnestly repeated that the real

e.xistence of atoms has not only never been

proved, but that, in the present state of

knowledge, it is impossible to conceive any

instrument of discovery by which their ex-

istence can be made evident. It is unneces-

sary to discuss whether this should not

render the hypothesis illegitimate, which it

would be considered by some of the most dis-

tinguished expounders of scientific method ;*

but it is perhaps worth observing that the

hypothesis would be discarded by the rigid

application of a criterion on which Prof.

Tyndall strongly insists for testing the value

of scientific theories. It is essential, he

holds, to a true physical conception, that it

should be " capable of being placed as a

coherent picture before the mind." Now,

this is precisely what the conception of an

atom does not admit. It has been long

pointed out that we cannot imagine (vor-

stellen) any quantity of matter which is ab-

solutely indivisible. The minutest particle

we are compelled to represent as divisible

into particles minuter still. Even when the

Atomic Theory is applied to render intelli-

gible processes which cannot be otherwise

represented in thought, it is not absolutely

indivisible, but only indefinitely minute par-

* See Mill's Ugic, Book III. chap. 14, § 6.

tides, that are- conceived. This is not urged

as an insuperable objection to Atomism, for

nature is not limited by the capacities of

human thought. But the inability to form

a mental picture of an atom ought to be a

reminder of the purely hypothetical charac-

ter of the fundamental conception, by means

of which the Atomist pretends to unlock the

most hidden mystery of things. However
useful, therefore, the Atomic hypothesis may
be for guiding the labours of scientific inquir-

ers, it becomes a pernicious hallucination

when it is applied, as if it were a known fact,

to reveal the primeval constitution of all

things. If the physicists would accept from

metaphysical literature a term by which the

scientific value of the Atomic hypothesis

would be correctly expressed, it should be

described, in Kantian phraseology, as a regu-

lative^ not a constitutive^ hypothesis. In other

words, the hypothesis would be regarded as

fulfilling its iegitimate function in merely

regulating the inquiries of scientific students,

so that they may conduct their inquiries as

if the hypothesis were true, while they avoid

making the hypothesis a constituent fact in

the real system of the universe.

2. Still, supposing the existence of atoms

to be demonstrated, one is forced to ask

further, whether all the phenomena of the

universe have been, or are likely to be, in-

terpreted in terms of Atomism.

{a) Even when this question is limited to

the physical world, it reminds us of the in-

completeness of Atomism as an explanation

of physical phenomena themselves. It is in

the region of chemistry that the hypothesis

has been especially applicable. When it is %
found that a composite substance, however

often analyzed, yields invariably the same

constituent elements in the same propor-

tions ; when it is found that the quantity of

any body which combines with others bears

a uniform proportion to the quantities of

these others, as estimated by their weights :

these and other rudimentary facts of chemis-

try become more intelligibly represented to
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the mind by the supposition that all bodies

are composed of indestructible particles

which remain unaltered amidst all possible

combinations. But in other departments of

physical investigation the theory does not

admit of an equally obvious application.

To take only one example, the phenomena

of light become intelligible, by the Atomic

hypothesis, only when that hypothesis is sub-

sidised by the additional hypothesis of an

ethereal form of matter, the relation of which

to other matter cannot be established by

weight, the existence of which cannot be

made evident to any of the human senses
;

which is, in short, imagined to exist merely

to make the agency of light conceivable in

harmony with the Atomic hypothesis.

These remarks are not intended to invali-

date the Atomic explanation of the physi-

cal world, or to cast doubt upon the service

which it has rendered in physical science.

Our object has been merely to show that,

even in reference to the physical world,

Atomism is as yet only an hypothesis—an

hypothesis, indeed, which renders a large

number of physical phenomena more clearly

imaginable, and which may perhaps render

all physical phenomena equally intelligible.

But while admitting all legitimate value to

the hypothesis, we protest against accepting

it as an established fact—as if it were a fact

which has been already applied to all physi-

cal phenomena, and has already explained

all their mysteries. And much more do we
protest against the assumption that such an

hypothesis can dispel the mystery of a// phe-

nomena, whether physical or not.

(b) For it seems as if it were necessary to

remind our physicists that there are other

than physical phenomena in the universe.

Occupied exclusively, in their professional

researches, with physical phenomena, many
of them seem to become incapable of appre-

ciating phenomena of any other order,

or they interpret them by the ideas and

terms of physical science. Surely nothing

but this professional tendency could lead

3

any man to suppose that the phenomena of

our conscious life can be explained in the

language of Atomism. It is quite possible,

every year seems to render it more probable,

that all the phenomena of organic and inor-

ganic bodies may be due to the various

combinations of atomic particles of which

they are composed. The physiologist may
yet explain on the Atomic Theory every pro-

cess in the human organism, every tremor

of a nerve about the periphery, through the

spine, in the brain ; but what do all his ex-

planations to render intelligible the simplest

act of consciousness ? Can a thought or a

feeling, can the memories and reasonings,

the joys and griefs, the loves and hates of

the human soul be represented, without ab-

surdity, as formed by any combinations or

movements of material atoms ? My thoughts

and feelings may be—there is good ground

for believing that they are—uniformly re-

lated to certain molecular movements of

nervous tissue ; but a thought or feeling

—

is

it a molecule, or any combination or move-

ment of molecules ? And yet these pheno-

mena of the inner life exist ; our feelings and

thoughts are, to us all, realities of the most

stern character. Nay, are they not, in truth,

the only realities which we know at first

hand ; while your atoms, and compounds of

atoms—are they not known merely at second

hand—hypothetically assumed to exist in

order that we may account for those feelings

and thoughts whose reality we cannot doubt,

and which, we suppose, cannot be accounted

for except on some such hypothesis ?

II. But we come to look at the Atomic

Theory from a philosophical, rather than

from a scientific, point of view. Now, what

is an atom ? To the mere physicist this

may seem a question too simple to be asked.

But, unhappily for physical science and for

all science, this question brings us face to

face with the radical defect in all purely

physical theories of the universe.

What, then, is an atom ? For the use of

physical science a definition of atoms is
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easily enough obtained :—An indivisible par-

ticle of matter ! Yes ; that definition will

carry you through all the uses of atoms in

physical science. Give it unlimited oppor-

tunity to open the doors by which the light

of human knowledge may flood every cranny

in the material universe, to show that it is

governed by the law of a divine order, and

by no demon's caprice. But your key

snaps in your hand when you put it to the

lock of any other mystery, even the ultimate

mystery of the material universe itself. For

an indivisible particle of matter is some-

thing definite enough for him to whom
matter forms a starting point of inquiry—

a

datum, a given fact which he need not ques-

tion. But to the metaphysician the nature

of matter is the most perplexingly proble-

matic of things. Do you attempt to dis-

pel this perplexity by defining matter as a

substance occupy'nig space ? True ; but what

is substance ; and what is space ? If we can

tell what substance is, we shall hesitate to

say whether matter is a substance or not ; if

we can tell what space is, we shall question

whether it is imposed by things upon our

thoughts, or imposed by our thoughts upon

things. So that, instead of supposing that

the mind has been beaten into the fire of

emotion and the light of thought by sub-

stances in space, it is likely that we shall,

with more truth, see the forces of the

universe fa.shioned into substances in space

by the fire and the light of the human soul.

Yet, again, what is meant by an atom,

supposing such to exist ? It is implied

that, if the minute nerve-network of the re-

tma were subdivided into infinitely finer

threads, we should be able to discriminate

sensations of light, I don't know how many

millions of times more minute than the pre-

sent minimum visibile ; while a similar in-

tensification of tactile and muscular sensi-

bility would enable us to discriminate cor-

respondingly more minute contacts and

pressures. Perhaps also—though this " per-

haps" is not encouraging—some fact, of

which at present we can form no conception,

might enable us to discover that minuter

points of light or touch or pressure are ab-

solutely incapable of being discriminated.

Perhaps, we have said ; but our physicists

are the very men who refuse to let us look

on anything as absolute, as absolutely neces-

sary or absolutely impossible. Suppose,

however, we could make evident the exist-

ence of atoms, all that we should make evi-

dent would be that, under the supposed cir-

cumstances, the supposed immeasurably re-

fined sensations of light and touch and pres-

sure would take place. But would this

bring us a whit nearer the solution of the

problem how these sensations are pro-

duced ? It is, after all, only the sensations

that we know immediately : the belief that

these sensations are produced by any partic-

ular means is only an inference from the

sensations ; and it is a very big stride which

steps to the inference that these sensations

are produced by indivisible particles of a

thing called matter, which is prior in exist,

ence to the sensations it creates. I know

that these sensations are produced by no

voluntary eflfort of my power : I recognise,

therefore, the presence of powers, forces,

wills, or of a Power, Force, Will, which is

not I. But that these forces reside in an

unknown thing like an atom or a combin-

ation of atoms, is what no philosophic or

scientific principle compels us to suppose,

is perhaps but one of those guesses, with re-

gard to the origin of things, which scientific

thought has not been able to emancipate

from the vulgar notion of a material world,

and which may be relegated by a subsequent

age to the limbo of crudities into which

have been packed the theories of the early

physicists among the Ionian (Ireeks.

(B) To the narrow specialist in physics

these objections might be no novel, if intel-

ligible ; but Prof Tyndall is too profiiund a

thinker to l)e blind to the fact that .Atom-

ism, even if admitted for the exi)lanation of

the physical world, can c;irry us but a part
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of the way to the fundamental principle and

origin of things. Accordingly, although,

" abandoning all disguise," he confesses

that he " discerns in matter the promise and

potency of every form and quality of life,"

yet he entreats us to avoid haste in the in-

terpretation of his words, lest we misunder-

stand his " materialism." Let us, therefore,

wait for his explanation. " We can trace,"

he says, " the development of a nervous

system, and correlate with it the parallel

phenomena of sensation and thought. We
see with undoubting certainty that they go

hand in hand. But we try to soar in a

vacuum the moment we seek to comprehend

the connection between them. An Archi-

medean fulcrum is here required which the

human mind cannot command ; and the

effort to solve the problem, to borrow an

illustration from an illustrious friend of mine,

is like the effort of a man trying to lift him-

self by his own waistband. All that has

been here said is to be taken in connection

with this fundamental truth. When ' nas-

cent senses ' are spoken of, when the ' differ-

entiation of a tissue at first vaguely sensi-

tive all over ' is spoken of, and when these

processes are associated with ' the modifica-

tion of an organism by its environment,' the

same parallelism, without contact, or even

approach to contact, is implied. There is

no fusion possible between the two classes

of facts—no motor energy in the intellect of

man to carry it without logical rupture from

the one to the other." Another explanation

is also worth quoting: "All we hear, and

see, and touch, and taste, and smell, are, it

would be urged, mere variations of our own
condition, beyond which, even to the extent

ofa hair's breadth, we cannot go. That any-

thing answering to our impressions exists

outside of ourselves is not z.fact, but an in-

ference, to which all validity would be denied

by an idealist like Berkeley, or by a sceptic

like Hume. Mr. Spencer takes another

line. With him, as with the uneducated

man, there is no doubt or question as to the

existence of an external world. But he dif-

fers from the uneducated, who thinks that

the world really is what consciousness re-

presents it to be. Our states of conscious-

ness are mere symbols of an outside entity

which produces them and determines the

order of their succession, but the real nature

of which we can never know. In fact the

whole process of evolution is the manifesta-

tion of a Power absolutely inscrutable to

the intellect of man. As litde in our time,

as in the days of Job, can a man by search-

ing find this Power out. Considered funda-

mentijlly, it is by the operation of an insolu-

ble mystery that life is evolved, species dif-

ferentiated, and mind unfolded from their

prepotent elements in the immeasurable

past." After this, if we were allowed to put

our own interpretation on it, not only do we
agree with Prof. Tyndall, that "there is no

very rank materialism here," but we wonder

why he should have " discerned in matter

the promise and potency of every form and

quality of life," or indeed any promise or

potency at all ! Let us, however, examine

more closely this explanatory concession to

the anti-materialists.

I. This concession admits that the only

facts immediately known by us are certain

mental impressions, all our notions with re-

gard to the source of these impressions being

mere i?iference. It admits, however, or

rather it contends, that there is something

beyond these impressions—something by

which the impressions are produced. In

this admission or contention Prof Tyndall

is the mouthpiece of the whole school of re-

cent philosophical physicists. Mr. Herbert

Spencer, for example, is never weary of re-

peating that this is the one point at which

the otherwise diverging lines of religion and

science inevitably converge, the ultimate

teaching of both pointing to a Great Reality

behind all phenomena. We are, therefore,

not asked to face an extreme Phenomenal-

ism, which recognises nothing beyond phe-

nomena, which is content with the fact of
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mental impressions, and declines to assert

whether there is or is not anything besides.

This, indeed, is the only consistent doc-

trine for the Positivist, as was long ago

pointed out

—

impliciily by Hume, explicitly

by Kant. For the theoretical philosophy of

Kant, as represented by the "Critique of Pure

Reason," is truly the most systematic Posit-

ivism ever taught ; and according to its

teachings the Causal Judgment—the judg-

ment by which we assert that every event

must have a cause—is valid only within the

limits of experience, but wholly impotent to

leap beyond ; valid to connect the different

phenomena which experience presents, but

invalid to connect the totality of these phe-

nomena with any cause. Even the recogni-

tion of a mere Reality, as Spencer and

others call it at times, without asserting any

causal connection of that Reality with phe-

nomena, implies still that we know some\ki\ng

of It, that we know at least that It exists—is

real ; unless we make no difference between

existence or reality, and non-existence or

unreality.

But, in truth, thorough Phenomenalism is

a position in which no human thought can

find rest. All the Phenomenalists, from

Heraclitus and the Sophists down to Comte

and the Positivists, have explicitly or im-

plicitly refused to admit the possibility of

the phenomenal universe being produced

by fetishes or the beings of mythology, by

an antagonistic Ormuzd and Ahriman, by

the gods of an Olympus or an Asgard, or by

any other " mob of deities." But we cannot

be wholly ignorant of the source from which

this universe has sprung, if we know that it

is not the manifestation of any of those

causes which are assigned to it in the poly-

theistic creeds.

At all events the Phenomenalism of Prof

Tyndall does not i)rcvent him from admit-

ting the existence of something beyond

those mental impressions, which he recog-

nises as being the only facts that arc imme-

diately known. Let us sec what further

assertions he ventures with regard to the

origin of our mental impressions.

II. From the general drift of the address

we should have expected to be told that

these impressions which make up our con-

scious life, are due to the operations of

material atoms. But the ultimate cause of

this phenomenal world, which floats in the

consciousness of man, is declared to be one,

" the nature of which we can never know,"

to be " a Power inscrutable to the intellect

ofman,"to be "an insoluble mystery." Now,

1. After this, what meant all the talk

about atoms and the potency of matter ?

If the external cause of the world of con-

sciousness is absolutely unknowable—if the

endeavour to connect that world with a

cause outside of itself is like " the effort of

a man to raise himself by his own waist-

band," or the attempt " to soar in a va-

cuum,''—then what are we to understand by

the greater part of this address, which as-

sumes not only that matter is known to

exist, but that it is known to be composed

of atomic particles, and that in it may be

" discerned the promise and potency of every

form and quality of life ? " The dilemma is

unavoidable : either there is no meaning in

the solemn phrases in which Prof Tyndall

describes the irremovable mystery which

veils the source of our conscious life ; or it

is inconsistent to speak of discerning in

matter the potency in which life has its root.

2. But, further, if the origin of conscious-

ness be beyond human ken, what right have

we to speak of it as the manifestation of a

Power ? Prof Tyndall and others, who re-

present the philosophical position of pure

physicism, never hesitate to use language of

this purport. It is seldom, indeed, very

clear what meaning they attach to the terms,

power, force, cause, and the other exi)ressions

by which they represent the same idea. But

whatever their meaning—and it would be

unworthy to charge them with attaching no

meaning at all to their words —then to the

extent of that meaning at least they must
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hold that the source of life is known ; they

must admit that this at least is known re-

garding the Great Reality behind all phe-

nomena, that It is related to these pheno-

mena as their producing cause. It is not

necessary to weaken this argument by any

such slight attempt as could here be made

to settle the delicate metaphysical problems

connected with causality. But settle these

problems as we may, it must be acknow-

ledged that an important step is taken be-

yond mere Phenomenalism, in the admis-

sion that there is a power of which all that

appears in the consciousness of man is a

manifestation.

3. But there is yet another contradiction

of the assertion that the source of conscious-

ness is absolutely inscrutable, in the doc-

trine which is implied in thorough-going

physicism, that the Power which originates

consciousness is not itself conscious. Prof

Tyndall, indeed, does not make this asser-

tion in so many terms. His most explicit

declaration on this point is to be found in a

couple of sentences near the close of his

address. " On the one side," he says,

" we have a theory (if it could with any

propriety be so called) derived, as were the

theories referred to at the beginning of this

address, not from the study of nature, but

from the observation of men—a theory

which converts the Power whose garment is

seen in the visible universe into an Artificer

fashioned after the human model, and act-

ing by broken efforts as man is seen to act.

On the other side we have the conception

that all we see around us, and all we feel

within us—the phenomena of physical na-

ture as well as those of the human mind

—

have their unsearchable roots in a cosmical

life, if I dare apply the term, an infinitesi-

mal span of which only is offered to the in-

vestigation of man." Whatever objections

may be taken to the statement of the first

theory here described as an expression of

modern philosophical theism, the drift of the

second theory, interpreted in the light of

the whole address, seems evidently to ex-

clude the conception of consciousness or

intelligence as an attribute of the "cosmical

life " which evolves all phenomena, at least

in any sense in which we can think of a be-

ing as conscious or intelligent. Now, if

there are any means by which we can know
that the Supreme Power in the universe is

not a conscious or intelligent being, then

there is no ground for the assertion that

that Power is absolutely unknowable.

Mere Phenomenalism, therefore, or abso-

lute Positivism, breaks down on every side-

In refusing to attribute the phenomena of

the universe to the " mob of deities " by

whose operation they were explained to the

popular mind of the heathen, the Positivist

claims to know so much with regard to the

region beyond phenomena, that it is not

peopled with such a mob. In recognising

a Reality beyond phenomena, he admits that

knowledge transcends phenomena so far as

to discover at least the existence of some-

thing besides. In calling this Reality a

Power, Force, or Cause, he assumes the fur-

ther knowledge of the relation between this

ultimate Reality and the phenomena which

It produces, or in which It is manifested.

And, last of all, in the vehemence with

which it is contended that this Power does

not act with intelligence, a vast but wholly

unjustifiable claim is put forth of acquaint-

ance with the nature of this Power, and with

Its mode of operation.

It is impossible, then, to maintain that

the Primal Cause, from which this universe

originates, is absolutely unknowable ; and

the question is obtruded on us by the recent

physicists themselves, whether that Cause

may be known to be an unconscious force

or thing ? Let us consider the grounds on

which this daring knowledge is claimed.

I. It is maintained that all phenomena

are found to be due to movement—to the

movement of masses or the movement of

molecules. It is further maintained that all

this movement is the result of force draw-
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ing or pushing in the Hne of least resist-

ance ;* and it is consequently inferred to be

unnecessary to suppose that the production

of phenomena has been directed by plan,

by intelligence. In reply to this,

1. It is worth while to be reminded that

the whole phenomena of the universe can-

not be interpreted in terras of motion

—

that, while nervous and cerebral action may

be merely the play of the molecules of

which the nerve-tissues are composed, our

thoughts and feelings cannot be so de-

scribed. But it is unnecessary to dwell

upon this again. It is also unnecessary to

dwell upon the fact that it is impossible to

represent motion and force except as con-

ceptions of some mind, and that we only

delude ourselves when we suppose that they

can be imagined, except as apprehended by

some mind.

2. Let it be supposed that everything

may be explained as resulting from the tug

of a force in "the line of least resistance,"

does that render it inconceivable that every-

thing is directed by intelligence? It cer-

tainly excludes the conception of a capri-

cious will, guided by no permanent princi-

ple ; it certainly excludes, moreover, the

conception of a defective intelligence or a

feeble will, incompletely acquainted with, or

incompletely master of, the forces at his

command ; but are we thus prevented from

attributing the universe to an Omnipotent

Will directed by an Omniscient conscious-

ness—a will and a consciousness limited

only by the reason of things ? Are we to

suppose that such a Will should select clum-

sier processes in preference to the simplest

means for the attainment of His ends ?

There is, in fact, but one conception with

regard to the movements of the universe,

which is in harmony with their direction by

Supreme Reason, and that is the conccjition

of tliesc movements as following " the line

of least resistance."

'Spencer's First Principles, Part II., chap. 9.

II. It is held by some, though apparently

by but a small number of recent philoso-

phical physicists, that the Universal Force,

though following " the line of least resist-

ance," produces results whicfi are incompat-

ible with the guidance of Perfect Reason.

We shall not dwell upon this, as Prof. Tyn-

dall does not venture such an assertion, and

the strongest replies to the assertion have

come from the materialists themselves. Prof

Tyndall, too, would probably affirm the ex-

planation which has been generally accepted

by theists in reference to those otherwise in-

explicable phenomena, that only " an infi-

nitesimal span " of the great cosmical life is

offered to our view, and that, if we could see

the whole, we should probably discover the

harmony of every part with a Supreme

Reason.

III. It is commonly contended that the

theistic explanation of the universe is one

of those anthropomorphisms which the pro-

gress of science has been gradually elimin-

ating from our views of things. This is a

favourite line of argument with Mr. H. Spen-

cer ; and it is this argument that is indi-

cated in Prof. Tyndall's description of the-

ism as " derived, not from the study of na-

ture, but from the observation of men," and

as involving the conception of " an Artificer

fashioned after the human model, and acting

by broken efforts as man is seen to act."

We feel justified in taking these words as in-

tended to describe explicit theism. At least

they express the only alternative off"ered from

the creed of " Know-Nothing," in reference

to the source of the universe. Now, in the

explanation of nature, human nature, as well

as physical nature, must be taken into view
;

and it does not necessarily follow that mere

physical force is a worthier or a truer con-

ception of the Universal Cause than human

force stripped of all human imperfections.

Such aconcoi)lion does not involve what is

usually understood h)' anlliroponioiphism
;

for an anthroi)oniorpiuc rcprcscnlalion of

the Supreme Being implies the ascrijjtion to
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Him of human attributes which are incom-

patible with perfection. But there is no

such incompatibiHty in Perfect Reason ; nor

is it Perfect Reason that the progress of

science has been gradually eliminating.

WTiat science has gradually dispelled from

our views of the Supreme Cause is the idea

of that caprice which we ourselves rise above

the more we learn to govern ourselves by

Reason alone ; and we come to recognise

more fully the perfection of the Reason

which governs the universe, the more we

discover what the old Hebrews expressively

styled " the faithfulness " of God in evolv-

ing similar results from similar antecedents.

Modern physicism, therefore, has ad-

duced nothing to interfere with the ancient

faith of man, that the Lord of all " by wis-

dom hath founded the earth, by understand-

ing hath established the heavens.'' This

does not contradict, but rather implies, the

belief that it is impossible for the finite un-

derstanding of man to fathom the plans of

that Infinite Understanding ; and, therefore,

many of the expressions used by modern

Positivists to describe the inscrutability of

the Supreme Being, have formed familiar

commonplaces in the language of theism.

It is true that the common talk of religious

men implies much impious assumption of

familiarity with the intentions of the Uni-

versal Mind in the minutest details of His

administration. But we cannot insult the

philosophical physicist by supposing that he

is unable to separate these immaturities of

popular thought from the fundamental faith

of the theist. It may be questioned, indeed,

whether any literature surpasses the Bible of

Christendom in the variety and oriental

splendour of imagery with which it describes

the "unsearchable greatness" of the Power

that " worketh all in all ;" while the " In-

scrutability of the Divine Decrees " has

formed a prominent article in all Christian

theologies worthy of the name.

Still there is one region in which all

theistic systems must contend that we do

know the Supreme Will which governs the

universe, and that is the only region with

which all men in common are essentially

concerned—the region of ethical practice.

The demand that we shall do to others what

we would have them do to us—tlie Moral

Law, as it is called, in whatever terms ex-

pressed—is meaningless if there is any

doubt of its unconditionally imperative obli-

gation ; and there is doubt if our knowledge

is limited to what has been and is likely to

be, if we do not know what must be by the

very nature of the Will which rules through

all things. It would take us too far to enter

on the theme which is thus opened up. Let

it be enough to point to the light with which

it illumines the faith of those who look to

Jesus of Nazareth as the Word of God to

men, because He revealed, not great scien-

tific or philosophical truths, but that har-

mony, after which ethical practice endea-

vours, of the human will with the divine.

He, too, recognises the unfathomable se-

crets of the Supreme Will which directs the

processes of the phenomenal universe. " Of

that day and that hour knoweth no man,

—

no, not the angels which are in heaven, nei-

ther the Son, but the Father." And yet He
does not hesitate to declare that the great

p roblem of modem philosophy, as to the

possibihty of knowing the Infinite Being,

is solved so far at least as the blessedness

of human life requires a solution :
" Blessed

are the pure in heart, for they shall see

God."
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"SPEED THE GOING GUEST."

OLD year, so furrowed and hoar, thy reign is over,

Even now soft snow descends thy grave to cover
;

.\nd we forbear to praise thee, or contemn.

While the wild north wind blows thy requiem.

Perchance thou hast not left an engraven name.

Or set on the world's page the seal of fame
;

'Twas thine to sow, perhaps, not garner, grain,

Yet who dare say that thou hast sown in vain !

III.

Twas thine to leave unroofed what thou didst build
;

To make the frame for other years to gild
;

And yet, perhaps 'twas less thy fault than ours

That all thy grimy bulbs were not sweet flowers.

IV.

Thou hast grown tender grass upon bare graves
;

Hast taught to many lost the prayer that saves :

Hast crowned some hopes while wrecking other some,

And put some homeless on the road to Home.

Trusted for twelve months with our destinies.

The counsels of God, life and death's mysteries,

To her who from the mist comes veiled, thou must

Yield now thy diadem and holy trust.

And lightly, as the world forgets her friends,

From thee we turn to greet what Heaven sends
;

And to the new-comer, expectantly,

Open our arms ere we have buried thee !

Alice Ht rton.

Ottawa.
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THE OTTAWA VALLEY: ITS HISTORY AND RESOURCES.

BY JOHN GEORGE BOURINOT.

I. THE OLD REGIME.

FROM its remote sources in the wilder-

ness region that Hes to the South-

east of Hudson's Bay, down to its union

with the waters of the St. Lawrence, the

Ottawa River flows through a country

abounding in timber and minerals of the

most valuable kind, and presenting the most

varied and picturesque scenery of this con-

tinent. Its total length is some seven hun-

dred miles, and the area it drains comprises

eighty thousand square miles. Some of its

tributaries are themselves ofgreater size than

many of the historic rivers of the empires

of Europe. Much of the country through

which it runs is still a wilderness, where the

lumberman wields the axe or the hunter sets

his traps ; but a large and valuable territory

has been reclaimed within a few decades,

and is now making a progress in all the ele-

ments of prosperity not inferior to that of

many parts of that Great West to which we

are always wont to point when we would re-

fer to the most remarkable national develop-

ment the world has ever seen.

The history of this region is the history of

the American pioneer. It illustrates the in-

domitable enterprise of that race which has

everywhere hewn down the forest and built

up new Britains, to show how free and dis-

creet government can develop the strength

and manliness of colonial communities. It

is just three quarters of a century since a

bold adventurer left his home among the

hills of New England and made the first

clearing within sight of the tumultuous

Chaudiere. Before that time the Ottawa

Valley was the home of the Indian and the

fur-trader. In the days of the French re-

gime, bands of the Ottawas, a tribe of that

great Algonquin family which contended so

long for the mastery against the Huron-Iro-

quois, had their camps by the banks of the

Great River. The coureurs des bois and voy-

ageiirs passed frequently over its rapid cur-

rent in quest of fur and game, and gave to

many of its rapids and lakes the names

which they still bear. The river itself, in

old times, was frequently called La Riviere

des Prairies, La Riviere des Algonquins,

and La Grande Riviere ; but it came gradu-

ally to be called after the tribe that has so

long dwelt upon its banks, La Riviere des.

Outaouais. Even now the Indians frequent-

ing the Valley call it Kitchi-Sippi, which

means the Great River. I have seen it

stated that Outaouais means, in the Algon-

quin tongue, " a human ear ;" but why it

should have been so called is a question

which no one, however learned in Indian

lore, seems prepared to answer. Lakes Te-

miscamingue and Temangamingue, the

Rivers Keepawa-Sippi and Petawawee, are

among the memorials of Indian occupation.

But French names, always appropriate, are

even more frequently met with as we pass

up the Great River. The Long Sault has-

clung from the earliest times to an impetu-

ous and dangerous ' rapid. The Carillon

illustrates the fancy of some voyageurs that

they heard a peal of bells as they came

within hearing of the rushing waters. The

Rideau is an appropriate title to one of the

most graceful of Canadian falls. The Chau-

difere is but a translation of the ancient In-

dian name, as we shall presently see when

we refer to Champlain's voyage up the river.

Les Chats refers no doubt to an adventure

of some voyageurs or traders with the wild
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cats that abounded in the neighbourhood of

those picturesque falls. Les Erables points

to a grove of maples ; Rocher Fendu, to a

romantic cleft-rock ; Bonne Ch^re, probably

to a jolly feast of a French-Canadian party
;

Calumet, very likely to the fact that Cham-
]ilain smoked a friendly pipe with the In-

dians at that particular place.

The adventurous Chamjilain has left us a

very minute, and, in its way, graphic account

of his two voyages up the Ottawa, in the

early part of the seventeenth century. His

first knowledge of the existence of the river

was derived from a chief of the Ottawas who
came to Quebec, in the autumn of 1608, to

ask him to join an expedition against the

Iroquois, the cruel and hereditary foe of the

Canadian Indians. In the following spring,

accompanied by his Huron and Algonquin

allies, he made his famous voyage up the

Richelieu into the Lake to which posterity

has given his name. Four years later he

made his voyage of discovery up the Otta-

wa River, under the idea that it was to lead

him to the North Sea, and open up a short

route to the riches of China and Japan.

Previous to this voyage one Nicholas de

Vignau had gone up the river, and after re-

maining for some months among the Indians

of the Upper Ottawa, had come back with

a wonderful story of having reached the

shores of the sea, and seen the wreck of an

English ship.* Champlain, like all the

great adventurers down to very recent times,

believed that a short route to Asia might be

found by way of this continent, and set out

enthusiastically in search of that geographi-

< al will-o-the-wisp which has led so many
brave men to death or to countless dangers

and privations among the icebergs of the

Polar Seas.

When Champlain started on this adven-

turous voyage, two hundred and sixty years

* He had prKhahly heard of the voyage of Henry
Hidson to l)ic r..iy now known hy the name of iliat

inirepid niarititnc ad vrntiirrr.

ago, European civilization had only a slight

foothold in the Ainerican wilderness. A little

English community was struggling to estab-

lish itself in Virginia ; the Spaniards were

stationed at St. Augustine ; and a handful

of Frenchmen at Quebec and Port Royal re-

presented French ambition. On all sides,

as he moved up the river in a bark canoe,

he saw a primeval solitude. Rapids and

falls tumbled impetuously over their ancient

rocks, under the shadow, here and there, of

gigantic pines that had stood the storms of

ages. A camp-fire, at distant intervals, was

the only sign of human occupation. No
unsightly gaps marred the wide expanse of

foliage ; but the pines, the maples, the

birches, the beeches stood around him in all

the sublimity of a virgin forest, such as we
may still see far away from the settlements,

in that remote country where the lumberman

has not yet ventured.

Champlain did not accomplish this voy-

age without incurring some dangers and dif-

ficulties. He nearly fell a victim to the

rushing waters of the Long Sault, into which

he stumbled whilst dragging his canoe

through the boulders. At last he reached

the present site of Ottawa, of which he has

given us a minute description : " At the

mouth of this river (the Gatineau) there is

another (the Rideau) which comes from the

south, and has a beautifiil fall at its entrance;

for it descends with great imjietuosity some

twenty or twenty-five fathoms {brasses), and

forms an arcade of perha]>s 200 jiaces, un-

der which the Indians are accustomed to

pass for amusement, without wetting them-

selves except by the spray of the surroimd-

ing waters. In the middle of this river is an

islet, covered, like all the surrounding coun-

try, with pines and white cedars. When the

Indians wish to enter the river, they carry

their canoes u|) the heights, and for about

half a league by land. The country is full

of game, which is one rea.son why the In-

dians stop here so frc(|ucntly. The Iro-

quois also come up from time to time to



THE OTTAWA VALLEY. 43

take the Ottawa tribes by surprise. About

a league distant we passed another fall, a

half league in breadth, and some six or

seven fathoms {brasses) in height. Here

are a number of islets, very rocky and dif-

ficult of access, and covered with a growth

of stunted wood. The river falls at one

point with such impetuosity upon a rock,

that it has formed a deep basin, where the

waters toss and boil so tumultuously that

the Indians give it the name of Asticon,

which means a chaudiere, or cauldron.

This fall makes so great a noise in the basin

that one can hear it for a distance of two

leagues."

On the verge of the cataract the Indians

performed a ceremony which they never

forgot to observe at this particular spot.

After they had invoked the guardian of the

fall, they placed a quantity of tobacco on

a dish, and threw it into the boiling flood.

Nowlabouring over rocks and through thick-

ets to avoid some impassable rapid, then

cheerily paddling over a placid reach of

river, where the luxuriant foliage of the vir-

gin forest waved on every side, where the

moose and deer stood for an instant in

amazement on the brink of the stream, and

then darted wildly into the trackless woods,

the dauntless Frenchman at last reached the

Indian settlements on the Upper Ottawa.

At the first village, the Indian chief, Naba-

chis, gave him a guide as far as the Lower
Lake des AUumettes, which was subse-

quently known as Lac du Borgne, from a fa-

mous one-eyed chief of that name—where

he found Tessouat's setdement, consisting

of some rough clearings, chiefly growing

maize, and of a few rudely constructed

bark huts. Here he had an example of the

respect shown by many of the Indian tribes

to their dead. A platform of wood was
erected above the grave on posts, and at

one end was placed a tablet, on which

were roughly carved the features of the de-

ceased. A plume was given to a chief ; a

sliield, lance, or club to a warrior ; a paddle

or some article of domestic use to a girl ; a

little bow and arrow to a boy.

The Indians received their illustrious vis-

itor with every demonstration of respect.

Tessouat immediately invited all the Indians

within many miles to a tabagie ox gxt^X feast,

where there was the usual amount of gross

feeding, not particularly relished by Cham-
plain. Then followed a council, which re-

sulted in the chief promising to give Cham-
plain the assistance of canoes and men as

far as the settlements of the Nipissings, an-

other member of the Algonquin family, who
had their camps by the lake of the same

name. But Tessouat and his compeers,

who were very jealous of the Nipissings, and

by no means anxious that the French should

enter into intimate relations with them, sub-

sequently changed their mind, and in the

course of the explanations that necessarily

followed, De Vignau's lies were exposed. It

appeared from the statements of the Indians,

and subsequently from his own confession,

that he had never made any such voyage as

he had described, but had remained all the

winter in Tessouat's hut. Deeply disap-

pointed, Champlain turned homeward, and

reached Montreal on the seventeenth of

June, after an absence of about three weeks.

In another voyage which he took two years

later—in 1615—he passed successfully over

the river, and came to the tributary waters

of the Matawan, thence he passed to Lake

Nipissing, and eventually reached the Mer

Douce, the great fresh-water sea of the

Hurons.*

But another Frenchman had preceded

him on this adventurous voyage, and Cham-

plain has not the honour of having been the

first European who indicated what must be,

sooner or later, the great highway of traflic

between the great lakes and the sea. One

* Several relics, supposed to belong to Chatn-

plain, have been picked up on the banks of the river.

Dr. Grant, an enthusiastic antiquarian and geologist

of the Valley, has an old rapier. An astrolabe has

also been found.
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of a band of devoted men always ready to

brave the dangers of the untrodden wilder-

ness, Father Joseph Le Caron, a Recollet

friar, was the first Frencliman to venture by

the Ottawa River and Nipissing to Lake

Huron, and preach to its tribes the blessings

of his faith. In a description of his adven-

turous voyage he tells us : "I should find it

difficult to tell you how tired I got when

paddling with all my strength the whole day

in company with the Indians ; now wading

the river a hundred times and more, through

mud and over pointed rocks which cut my
feet ; then carrying the canoe and luggage

through the woods to avoid the rapids and

fearful cataracts. I was half starved all the

time, for we had only a small allowance of

sagamite, made of water and pounded maize,

every morning and night. But I must per-

force tell you what great consolation I found

in all my troubles ; for when one sees so

many infidels needing nothing but a drop of

water to make them children of God, he

must feel an irrepressible desire to toil for

their conversion, and sacrifice to it his re-

pose and his life."

During the early days of the French re-

gime, the Lower Ottawa was the scene of a

very memorable episode in the history of

New France. In 1660, when Montreal

and Quebec were little more than villages,

the French learned that the Iroquois were

collecting their warriors for a determined on-

slaught upon the St. Lawrence settlements.

This news caused a panic among the French

habitans, many of whom sought the shelter

of the fortified town.s. Among the ofticers

of the little garrison that then protected

Montreal, was Daulac, Sieur des Ormeaux,*
who obtained leave from Maisonneuve, the

Governor, to lead a party of volunteers

against the Iroquois, who were wintering in

large numbers on the Ottawa, whence they

proposed to swoop at a convenient season on

• Parkman, in The Old R/^ime, has described

(his mcmoralflc- timfliii in l)is s|iii'ited slyle.

the French settlements. Sixteen brave fel-

lows took a solemn oath to accept no quar-

ter, and after settling their private aflfairs, and

receiving the holy sacrament, ,they set out

on their heroic mission. History has done

fulljusticetothecourageous litde band whose

self-.sacrifice saved the fortunes of the strug-

gling colony. Daulac and his companions

went up the river, and reached the foot of

the Long Sault, destined to be their Ther-

mopylae. There among the bushes they

found a circular enclosure of logs, which

had been built by the Indians for defensive

purposes. This afforded but a wretched

bulwark, but the Frenchmen were in such a

state of high enthusiasm that they were quite

satisfied with the protection it gave, and

only proceeded to strengthen it when they

heard that the Iroquois were coming down
the river. The first attacks of the Indians

were repulsed, and the Iroquois sent out

scouts to bring up a large force of some five

hundred warriors, who were awaiting their

arrival at the mouth of the Richelieu. In

the meanwhile they kept tormenting tiie

French, who were suffering for food and

water, and nearly worn out by their heroic

defence. A band of Hurons, who had joined

them before the arrival of the Irocjuois, now

deserted them, with the exception of their

chief, who, as well as four Algonquins, re-

mained faithful to their allies. The sur-

rounding forests soon resounded with the

yells of the Iroquois reinforcements, and the

French felt that their fate was sealed. But

Daulac and his dauntless compatriots never

swerved an inch, but day after day beat back

the astonished assailants, who knew the

weakness of the garrison, and anticipated

an easy victory. Some of the Irocjuois were

beginning to think of returning homeward,

but shame kept them a while longer at the

Long Sault. At last a general assault was

made, and in the struggle Daulac fell dead.

Still the survivors kept up tlie fight, until

the Iro(iuois found no one within the walls

to continue the battle. Four Frenchmen.
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still alive, were picked up among the heap

of corpses. Three of these were instantly

burned to death, while the fourth was re-

served for more prolonged tortures a day or

two later. The faithless Hurons gained no-

thing by their desertion, for they suffered

death with the exception of five, who took

an account of the conflict to the French set-

tlements. The Iroquois decided at once to

give up their project of a combined attack

on the French, and returned homeward, dis-

pirited and bewildered at the courage of the

foe they wished to destroy. This episode

in the history of New France gave the colo-

nists an opportunity of strengthening them-

selves. It was a long time before the Iro-

quois forgot the lesson taught them by Dau-

lac des Ormeaux and his dauntless band.

No exciting events like that we have just

very briefly related again occurred in the

history of the Ottawa. From time to time,

a French priest or trader met his death while

travelling with the Algonquins on the river.

The Lower Ottawa was never safe whilst the

Iroquois were in the plenitude of their

strength ; for they were accustomed, as

Champlain tells us, to lie in ambush for the

Algonquins. The history of the French

missions on the Ottawa is full of accounts

of the perils and privations of the French

priests while engaged in christianizing the

savage tribes of the river.

No class of men were more frequently

found on the waters of the Ottawa and its

tributaries than the adventurous coiireurs de

botsdir\d.voyageurs. From the earliest times

in the history of the French colony, the forest

enticed many of the boldest and bravest of

the colonists. The fur trade was the only

source of wealth in those days, and naturally

attracted these men, tired of the dulness of

farm life or the sluggishness of the towns.

The Government endeavoured time and

again to repress the roving tendencies of the

youth, but no regulations sufficed to prevent

- them disappearing into the forest fastnesses

and seeking a home and wife in Indian wig-

wams. Their songs of old France were often

heard on the headwaters of the Ottawa, by
the shores of the .Matawan and the Gatin-

eau. Stories and legends of their adven-

tures have come down to us, but these hardly

fall within the strict province of the histori-

cal writer, and I shall only refer to one that

is well-known. At the foot of the island of

the Grand Calumet, near a lofty mountain

situate in the middle of the portage of the

Seven Chutes, is the tomb of Cadieux

very recently, probably now, surrounded

by a wooden railing. Some two centuries

ago, so the story runs, Cadieux, a roving

French Canadian, took a forest bride and

home among the Algonquins. He and a

party of Indians were preparing to descend

the river as far as Montreal, with a load of

furs, when a scout brought the startling tid-

ings that a party of the Iroquois were in

ambush below the falls. The Ottawas de-

cided, as their only means of escape, to run

the rapids, while Cadieux and a comrade

went into the woods and sought to divert

the attention of the enemy. The moment
the Ottawas heard firing in the woods, they

launched their canoes on the foaming cur-

rent, and went rushing down the cataract
;

" I saw nothing during our passage over the

rapids," said Cadieux's wife, " but the form

of a tall lady in white hovering over the

canoes and showing us the way."—(Ste.

Anne, whom they had invoked, according to

the superstitious Indians.) The strategy

was quite successful. All the canoes escaped

safely, while Cadieux and his companion

kept the Iroquois at bay. Some days later

the Indians sent out a party to search for

Cadieux, of whom no tidings had been re-

ceived. At Portage des sept Chutes they dis-

covered his body, partly covered with boughs,

and on his chest, clasped in his hands, a

piece of birch bark, on which he had scrib-

bled a lament. " This chaunt,"* says a

* Mr. Lemoine, of Quebec, a well-known Cana-

dian antiquarian, called by Mr. McGee "The Old

Mortality " of the ancient capital.
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French-Canadian writer, " by its simplicity,

is very attractive ; it is much in the style of

the old Norman ballads imported into the

colony by the first settlers. The dying bard

addresses himself to the objects which sur-

round him, telling them of his regret for

quitting life; then, physical pain wrings from

him a groan of anguish, which is followed by

a sorrowful thought at the loss of those

nearest and dearest to his heart. He then

expresses his fears on witnessing smoke rise

from his hut not far distant ; then tells of the

intense joy he experienced on recognising

the features of friends in the party sent out

to rescue him ; of his utter inability to shout

out where he is ; and of the pang which their

final departure cost him. Cadieux next sees

a wolf and crow prowling around his emaci-

ated frame ; the ardour of the hunter and the

backwoodsman fires his eye for a second

;

he threatens to shoot one ; to the other he

cries ' Avaunt, go and feast on the bodies

of the Iroquois I have slain near by.' He
next charges the song-sparrow (the Ros-

signol) to convey his adieu to his wife

and 'his well-beloved' children, and then

closes by an invocation to the Virgin Mary."

The piece of bark on which Cadieux's Com-

plainte was written was brought to the foot

of the Lake of Two Mountains, and subse-

quently set to a plaintive melody, which the

voyageurs of the Ottawa often sing as they

pass by the old grave. The last verse illus-

trates the religious spirit of many of these

old voyageurs :

" C'cst done ici que le mondc m'abamlonne,

Mats j'ai secours en vow, Sauvcur des hommes !

Trds Sainte Vierge, ah ! iie ni'abandonnez pas,

Permeltez-moi d'inouiir cntrc vos bras,"

II.— URITISH SETTLEMENT.

The black-robe, the voyageur, and the red

man passed up and down the river in bark

canoes. The cannon thundered around Que-

bec, and then the news came to the Indian

tribes of the (Jttawa that their French allies

were no longer the masters of Canada. A

deep silence long brooded over valley and

river. An adventurous settler now and then,

during the latter part of the eighteenth cen-

tury, made a little clearing between the Long
Sault and St. Anne's, but the Canoes of the

now decimated Ottawas, or of the North-

west fur trading companies, alone cleft the

waters of the Great River. It was not until

the year 1796 that the first pioneer of the

settlement of the Ottawa Valley came to this

country and took steps to reclaim the wil

derness. Philemon Wright, a wealthy farmer

of Woburn, in the State of Massachusetts,

came to Montreal in the course of that year

with the view of buying up a large tract of

land somewhere in Canada. Mr. Wright

was a type of that class of resolute, enterpris-

ing men who have built up so many pros-

perous states on this continent. Montreal

in those days was only a comparatively in-

significant town of some six or seven thou-

sand souls, and presented a very desolate

appearance on account of the ravages made

by fire. Mr. Wright obtained what he be-

lieved to be a good title to a large tract on

the Ottawa, but he soon ascertained that he

had been deceived. Subsequently, however,

he obtained the promise of a patent of lands

from the Quebec Government. In 1798 he

proceeded up the river with a couple of

men for the purpose of reporting on the

resources of the new region. For the first

forty-five miles they found a few settlers in

very poor circumstances ; but the rest of the

country, as far as the Chaudiere, was a wil-

derness. Favourably impressed with the

capabilities of the Township of Hull, he re-

turned to Woburn, and determined to make

his new home on the banks of the Ottawa.

On the 2nd February, 1800, all his prepar-

ations were completed, and he left his New
England home with 25 men, and a large

quantity of tools and stores, as well as a

number of horses and oxen. It was now

the middle of an intensely cold winter, but

the band of pioneers pushed resolutely up

the valley. ' In ,an account of his voy.ige
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up the river* Mr. Wright says :
—" Then we

cleared away the snow, and cut down

trees for fire for the whole night, the women
and children sleeping in covered sleighs,

and the men with blankets round the fire,

and the cattle made fast to the standing

trees. In this situation about thirty of us

spent the night—and I must say that I

never saw men more cheerful and happy

in my life than they seemed to be—having

no landlord to call upon us for our ex-

penses, nor to complain of our extrav-

agance, nor no dirty floor to sleep upon,

but the sweet ground which belonged to

our ancient Sovereign—observing to take

our refreshments and prepare sufficient for

the day so as to lose no time on our jour-

ney when daylight appeared; always taking

care to keep our axemen forward, cutting

the road, and our foraging team next the

axemen, and the families in the rear ; and

in this way we proceeded on for three or

four days, until we arrived at the Long

Sault. From that place we travelled the

whole of the distance upon the ice, until

we came to the intended spot, which is

about sixty-five miles." Mr. Wright made
his first settlement on the Hull side, not far

from the Gatineau, on account of its near-

ness to the magnificent water-power of the

Chaudi^re Falls. The present site of Ottawa

city—a gloomy mountain of impending firs

and cedars—was not likely to prepossess a

settler in preference to the lower and more

accessible country on the opposite side of

the river. The Indians of the Two Moun.
tains were not long in making their appear-

ance and questioning the right of the new-

comers to the lands. Mr. Wright soon

came to terms with the claimants, and always

found them thereafter peaceable neighbours.

The pioneers proceeded to clear the forest

and were well satisfied with the crops they

raised from the virgin soil. In iSoi he took

*To be found in the Journals of the House of As-
sembly of Lower Canada for 1820.

his men back to Massachusetts, in accord-

ance with his contract, but the greater num-
ber returned, " finding," as he tells us, "that

the lands were much better in the Town-
ship of Hull than in the State of Massa-

chusetts." In the second year of his set.

tlement Mr. Wright had " one hundred
acres of the best wheat he ever saw "—some
3,000 bushels, which could not be crowded
into the large barn he had erected. The
next thing he did was to build saw and grist

mills, and clear additional tracts of land in

the neighbourhood of Hull, which was after-

wards, and ought still to be, called Wrights-

town. He surveyed the Township of Hull,

—then a part of the district of York, which

extended on the whole north side—which

contains 82,429 acres, out of which he had

20,000 acres, besids grants in the adjoining

township. By the end of six years Hull

contained a number of fine mills, and stores,

and dwelling houses, and Mr. Wright had
cleared a large breadth of land, which pro-

duced quantities of wheat, oats, and potatoes,

besides hemp, which he believed, with

reason, was well adapted to the climate and

soil. Then he formed the project of taking

lumber down to Quebec by the route on the

north side of the island of Montreal. After

encountering many difficulties, he succeeded

in getting down the first load in 1807—

a

memorable year consequently in the history

of the Ottawa lumber trade. By 1824 he

had cleared 3,000 acres, made annually

1,100 tons of hay, and had 756 acres in grain

and roots, while the value of his buildings,

stock, and farms was over $200,000. He
had opened up roads in the township, built

a fine village, with a neat church and

hotel, and other public buildings. By 1828

Hull had a population of some 1,100 souls,

chiefly Americans ; three schools, two tan-

neries, twelve lime-kilns, four saw-mills, two

distilleries, and some other manufactories.

Mr. Wright died at a very advanced age in

1839, leaving behind him a large number of

descendants, all of whom occupy influential
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positions in the community. A tall granite

shaft rises above his grave in the picturesque

cemetery on the Aylmer Road, and over-

looks the country of whose prosperity he

was the pioneer. No longer a village of a

few hundred souls, Hull counts its popula-

tions by thousands, and promises to be the

Brooklyn of Ottawa.* Mr. Wright's old

residence, which stood on a rising ground

above the creek which crosses the Aylmer

Road, just as you leave Hull, was burned

down a few years ago. Mr. McTaggart, one

of the engineers of the Rideau Canal, who

knew him well, hits off some points of his

character in these words :
—

" He has a kind

heart, and will differ from none, unless an

infringement be attempted on his lands. He
is about six feet high ; a tight man, with a

wonderfully strange, quick, reflective, wild

eye. No one is more the father of his

countr)' than he; when he has been from

home at any time, on his coming back

guns are fired, bells rung, and flags waved.

He is now about seventy years of age, but

quite healthy, and can undergo any fatigue

;

the most severe cold is nothing to him, and

as for the heat he minds it as little. Talk

of schemes of the wildest enterprise, and he

is then in his glory ; and if he can get any

one to meet his views, how happy he is."

While Mr. Wright was working so ener-

getically to colonize the Township of Hull,

a few settlers were coming year by year into

other parts of the valley. In 1817 a large

number of immigrants, chiefly oflricers and

soldiers of British regiments, settled on the

Rideau. It was while on his way to inspect

the new townships that the Duke of Rich-

mond, then Governor-General, was seized

with hydrophobia, from which he died in

fearful agony at Chapman's tavern, at the

place now known by his name. The Coun-

ties of Lanark and Renfrew were settled

•The present prosperity of Hull depends in a

great measure on tlie mills and factories of Mr. E.

B. I'xldy, who established himself there a few years

ago.

during the second decade of this century by

a large influx of settlers from Scotland,

chiefly from Perth. Among them was the

McNab, whose pretty lodge was situated on

a prominent point overlooking the pictur-

esque lake of the Chats. Here he lived in

patriarchal state, illustrating the hospital-

ity of the Scottish chiefs of old. Bouchette

gives a pleasing glimpse of a visit he made

to the old chieftain :
—" ' The sun was just

resigning to the moon the empire of the

skies,' when we took our leave of the noble

chief to descend the formidable rapids of the

Chats. As we glided from the foot of the

bold bank, the gay plaid and cap of the

noble Gael were seen waving on the proud

eminence, and the shrill notes of the piper

filled the air with their wild cadences. They

died away as we approached the head of the

rapids. Our caps were flourished, and the

flags (for our canoe was decorated with

them) waved in adieu, and we entered the

vortex of the swift and whirling stream."

The old chief was very tenacious of his

dignity. A friend once addressing him as

"Mr. McNab," he replied indignantly :
" Sir,

I thought you had known better ; nothing

but McNab if you please ; Mr. does not

belong to me."

While the stream of immigration was com-

mencing to flow with a gentle ripple into

the Ottawa Valley, the foundations of the

present Capital were being laid. The experi-

ences of the war of 1812 proved to the

British Government that it was absolutely

necessary to provide some safer means of

communication between the sea-board and

the lakes than that which the St. Lawrence

above Montreal afforded. The Duke of

Wellington, it is said, pointed out the Ottawa

and Rideau route, andconseiiucntly in 181 5,

Colonel Nichols, then commanding the

Royal Engineer Corps in Canada, was in-

structed to send an ofticer to re]iort on the

practicability of a canal between the Ottawa

and Kingston. The first survey of the route

was made by Captain J ebb, R. E., but no
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action was taken for some years. In the

meantime theChilte-^-Blondeau and Carillon

Canals were designed, and the Grenville

Canal actually commenced on the Lower

Ottawa. In September of 1826 Colonel

By, of the Royal Engineers, came out to

build the Rideau Canal. At that time the

land on which Ottawa now stands was

owned by Mr. Nicholas Sparks, Captain Le

Breton, L. Besserer, D. Munro, Judge Sher-

wood, and Mr. McQuin. The first grant

had been made to a Mr. John Burroughs,

who subsequently sold it to Mr. Nicholas

Sparks, then in the employ of Mr. Wright,

for some eighty pounds. The country at

that time was nearly all covered with great

pines, stripped, blackened with fire, and

pointing, needle-like, far into the sky. But

the building of the canal soon changed the

desolate aspect of the country. Property,

hitherto considered valueless, went up in

price, and Mr. Sparks, who sold to Colonel

By the land required for the mouth of the

Canal, found himself on the high road to

fortune. The works were executed in a

very short time in a country where forest and

flood, silence and shadow, had for centuries

reigned undisturbed.

In a very few years Bytown began to at-

tain the dimensions of a considerable town.

Mr. Bouchette describes it, even as early as

1828, in these words:—''The number of

houses now built is not far short of one

hundred and fifty, most of which are con-

structed of wood, frequently in a style of

neatness and taste that reflects great credit

upon the inhabitants. On the elevated

banks of the Bay, the hospital, an extensive

stone building, and three barracks stand

conspicuous ; and nearly on a level with

them, and on the eastern side of the Bay,

is delightfully situated the residence of

Colonel By. From his verandah the most

splendid view is beheld that the magni-

ficent scenery of the Canadas affords. The

bold eminence that embosoms Entrance

Bay, the broken and wild shores opposite,

beyond which are seen part of the flourish-

ing settlement and the church of Hull, the

verdant and picturesque islands between

both banks, and the occasional canoes,

barges, and rafts plying on the broad surface

of the Grand River, or descending its

tumultuous stream, are the immediate ob-

jects that command the notice of the be-

holder. In remote perspective the eye

dwells upon a succession of varied and

beautiful bridges,* abutting upon precipi-

tous and craggy rocks, and abrupt islands,

between which the waters are urged with

wonderful agitation and violence." The

first house of any pretensions was built on

Rideau street out of logs, by a Mr. Coombs,

who was afterwards gaoler. The first stone

house was put up by Colonel By, out of the

surrounding boulders. The Methodists were

the first to worship in a building of their

own, which has long since disappeared.

St. Andrew's, on Wellington street, was

opened for divine service in 1828, and

Christ's church was built a year or two later.

Both were enlarged subsequently, until they

assumed the proportions we all remember.

But these memorials of the early history of

the capital have also disappeared beneath

the wheels of the Juggernaut of progress,

which has very slight veneration for anti-

quity. The old barracks and officers' quar-

ters, of Avhich only a few relics remain, long

stood on the picturesque heights, overlook-

ing so noble a panorama of rapid river and

wooded hills. By 1840 the population had

reached over 5000 souls, and the first news-

paper was puplished, under the title of

the Bytown Independent., by a Mr. James

Johnston, in a little wooden building which

stood, until very recently, at the north-west

corner of Wellington and Banks streets,

and presented a somewhat quaint appear-

*B ridges over the Chaudi^re were constructed

soon after the Canal. The structure over the Falls

tumbled more than once, and caused a loss of life.

The present Suspension Bridge was erected in 1843-4

under the superintendence of Mr. S. Keefer

.
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ance on account of two small windows in

the eastern gable, compared to a pair of

spectacles, which gave light to the workroom

of an eccentric old shoemaker of the name

of Latimer. Ottawa increased in wealth

and size according as it became the head-

quarters of the lumbermen. For some

years the principal firms on the river were

Hamilton & Bro., of Hawkesbury ; Gil-

mour &: Co., Egan & Co., Bareille & Au-

mond, and one or two others. The two

former still compete in this branch of in-

dustry with Messrs. Eddy, Perley & Pattie,

J. B. Booth, Bronson & Weston, Hon. James

Skead, McLaren & Co., Currier & Batson,

and the other well-known manufacturers of

the valley.

/ For many years Ottawa was under the

control of a very dangerous class of roughs,

who drank, gambled and fought continually,

and were the terror of all well-disposed

citizens. Any one who incurred the wrath

of " the Shiners " or other desperadoes, was

in daily danger of his life. Many a murder

was committed in the low taverns that

abounded in Lower Town. The Bacchana-

lian orgies of the roughs ever disturbed the

sleep of the quiet residents. Letter " O,"

we are told, was the headquarters of this

lawless class. The " Battle of Stony Mon-

day " will be remembered by the oldest

inhabitant of proverbial memory. In the

autumn of 1 849 a public meeting was called

in the Market House, York Street, for the

purpose of getting up an address to Lord

Elgin, inviting him to visit Bytown. This

was an exciting period in the political his-

tory of Canada, for the whole country was

agitated by the Rebellion Losses Bill, Party

spirit ran high in Bytown, like everywhere

else, and " the Shiners " set to work before

the meeting was fairly organized. A young

man of the name of Borthwick was mortally

wounded, when the roughs resorted to fire-

arms, liullets and paving-stones were soon

flying between " the Sinners " and the

Rifles, who had been immediately called

out. Some days passed before peace was

reinstated, and the city restored to an

orderly state. When Lord Elgin visited

Bytown, three years later, he was quietly re-

ceived—the wisdom of the 'policy he had

sanctioned had become apparent by that

time. /

In 1854 Bytown had a population of

9,000, and the Ottawa & St. Lawrence Rail-

way was opened for traffic as far as Kempt-

ville. Events were now preparing a great

change in the fortunes of Bytown. The seat

of Government question was already per-

plexing the politicians, Upper and Lower

Canada each zealously working to outwit the

other. The Macdonald-Cartier Adminis-

tration, in 1857, after meeting with the most

strenuous opposition, succeeded in carrying

a resolution in the Legislature for an ad-

dress to Her Majesty, praying that she

would select some place as the permanent

seat of Government. Governments rose and

fell on the question, but the political strategy

of the enemies of Bytown was unable to pre-

vent the carrying out of the selection made

by Her Majesty's Government. It is an in-

teresting fact that, from the very foundation

of the city, her great future was prophesied

by able and far-seeing men. When tiie

Rideau Canal was contemplated, the Duke
ofWellington pointed out the site of Ottawa

as the military key to Canada. " Sir," said

Colonel By to an individual who wnnited to

purchase land from him ;
" this land will

be very valuable some day ; it will be tiu-

Capital of Canada." Sir John Franklin e.\-

pressed a similar opinion on the occasion of

laying the foundation stone of the locks.

" I know of no situation in any part of the

world so fitting for a grand city," wrote an

English traveller some years later. " What

a site for the capital of an empire ! "' In

1 86 1 the Prince of Wales, amid great rejoic-

ings, laid the foundation stone of the

pointed Gothic buildings which crown the

bold bhilT overlooking the CJrand River, and

on their completion in 1865, at a cost of
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over four millions of dollars, the Public De-

partments were removed to Ottawa in the

autumn of the same year.

The progress of the Ottawa Valley within

thirty years can be best illustrated by com-

paring the statistics of 1844 with those of

the present time. In that year the value of

the ratable property of the County of Car-

leton, known as Dalhousie District, was only

$700,000 against $3,250,000 in 1874 ; but

the population of this county has made very

slight progress—large numbers having gone

off year by year into adjoining counties.

The Ottawa District, now Prescott and Rus-

sell, had a population of 9,000, and a rat-

able property of $400,000 against 36,000

and $2,000,000 at the present time. Bathurst

District, comprising Lanark and Renfrew,

had a population of 25,000 and a ratable

property estimated at $1,000,000, against

70,000 and about $4,000,000 in the present

year. The total population ofOttawa County

was only 10,000 against 50,000 in 1874.

The principal towns and villages in the

Ottawa Valley were Bytown, Aylmer, Hull,

Pembroke, L'Orignal, Hawkesbury, and

Perth. Pembroke had a population of 250

souls. Perth, which had been laid out by

the Government in 18 16, was the most im-

portant settlement in the Ottawa Valley

after Bytown and Hull, and had a population

of some 2,000 souls. Ottawa, in 1844, had

7,000 inhabitants against 21,545 in 1871,

and has now over 30,000, including the

suburbs. The value of assessed property

was $245,496 in 1864 against $8,000,000 at

the present time. Its ratio of progress is

now greater than that of any other city in

the Dominion. Its public buildings—not-

ably Parliament Buildings, Court House,

Christ's Church, St. Andrew's, Knox's,

French Cathedral, Post Office, and Custom

House—and its private mansions, illustrate

the growth of wealth and taste among us,

while the water-works and sewers attest the

spirit of civic progress.

III.—RESOURCES OF THE VALLEY.

What has been the principal source of the

prosperity of the country watered by the

great river? The answer must be sought

amid the great forests of pines that wave

their lofty tops for many hundred miles far

and wide by the Ottawa and its tributary

streams. Since the days, now six decades

ago, that Philemon Wright hewed the timber

for the first raft to Quebec, enormous

wealth has been won from the forest. The

history of this branch of industry has yet to

be written from its adventurous as well as

economical point of view. To those living

amid the whirr of the mills, within sight of

the ever-moving rafts, the subject may seem

prosaic ; but it has its deeply interesting and

romantic elements, apart from the money-

making feature. The history of a log, from

the day it is cut from the tall pine until it

reaches the wharves of Liverpool or other

great emporium of trade, may be as replete

with interest as that of any ship that sails to

many lands.

The spirit of enterprise for the past twenty

years has been steadily encroaching on the

solitude of the forests, and now the lumber

.

man is found on the furthest waters oftheUp -

per Ottawa. Go where you will, you see his

batteaux shooting impetuous rapids, or glid-

ing over some placid lake in search of the

best vein of timber. In the deepest recesses

of the forest, where the stately white pines

tower above the beech and maple, or where

the red pines with their smooth, copper

-

coloured shafts, wave their bushy tops, we

see the smoke of the shanties curling in the

pure, clear air of a Canadian winter.

When the "limits" have been secured

from the Government, suitable log build-

ings have to be erected, supplies forwarded,

men and teams engaged, roads construct-

ed into the bush and towards the nearest

stream. By the time the ice is strong and

the snow well laid, the shanties are full, and

the forest resounds with the cries of the

teamsters, with the whirr of the keen axe.
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and with the thud of the falling giants. In

full panoply of red flannel shirts, strong

moccasins, and fur caps, visages bronzed

with exposure, and hands hardened to toil,

the loggers attack the tallest trees with a

deftness which is wonderful in the eyes of

the green immigrant who finds himself for

the first time in the woods. During the

winter the logs are hauled to the riverside,

and then, as soon as the ice has disappeared

beneath the genial influences of spring, and

all the streams are full, the " drive " com-

mences. The timber is taken down in

" cribs,"* or separately, according as the

river is easy or difficult of passage ; and the

boom is eventually reached. Day after

day the timber is sorted ; some is made up

into rafts for the Quebec market ; or the

logs are floated into the insatiable maws of

the huge saws of the Chaudiere and other

famous mills of this region.

If there is an unspeakable pleasure in

working amid the fragrant pine forests, in

smoking and chatting by the bright fires of

the shanty, in whirling down the rapids and
" the slides," in running races with rival

raftsmen, the life has its perils also. Many a

mangled body has been dragged from be-

neath a fallen pine or carried away by the

tumultuous waters. The logs float tran-

quilly along the river, propelled by the

hand of the ever-watchful driver, until a

rapid is reached, and here the foremost

logs stick between some jagged rocks, and

form a barrier which the rapidly following

timber cannot pass. Log rushes on log,

until all get entangled in a bewildering

maze. The waters foam and rush more

furiously than ever, as if they would over-

whelm this im])cdiment to their onward

progress, but the tangled mass laughs all

their efforts to scorn. That is a moment

of danger and perplexity to the lumber-

man. The " jam" must he broken, happen

what may. The pluckiest driver volunteers

• Small rafts intended to run the " slides."

to unfetter the mass, and, axe or pike in

hand, ventures among the logs, around

which the trammelled waters fret and storm.

In nine cases out of ten a single log is the

key to the whole difficulty, and it requires a

keen eye, a skilful hand, a steady foot, and

a courageous heart to start the mass. A
false step, a careless stroke, may precipitate

the driver into the rushing waters. Or if

he is not fleet of foot, the moment he feels

the mass ready to start, he may be tossed

instantaneously under the logs and crushed

into a helpless mass.

All nationalities are to be found among

the hardworking, careless, and often reck-

less gangs that fill the shanties of the Ottawa

:

but the greater number is made up of the

Canadian French. The voyageurs and

coiireurs de bois of old times are still repre-

sented in the gay and careless French Cana-

dian forester of the lumbering regions. By

temperament and inclination he is well

fitted for a life in the shanty or on the river.

It is a bright starlight night in midwinter.

You are passing rapidly over the crisp snow,

beneath the shadow of giant pines, by the

Bonnechere or the Coulonge. Perhaps you

feel lonely in that wilderness of soughing

trees, when suddenly comes the music of

merry voices slowly floating from the dis-

tance. The voices come closer and closer,

until at last, mingling with the merry jingle

of the bells, we recognise the refrain of

some French Canadian song, often heard in

the forest and on the river, wherever the

Canadian voyageur and lumberman are

found. Or perhaps you are an inmate of a

shanty, on business or pleasure, and as the

pipes come out, after the supper of pork and

strong tea, Jean Baptiste is called upon for

a song or story. He will give you the fa-

vourite of all the ballads, A la dairefontainc,

or Par derrifre chcz mon p^rf, or En rouiant

ma boule. This is a version of the first of

these well-known French Canadian songs :

Of yonder crystal fount.iin.

As 1 went o'er the lc;i,
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I found so fair the waters

That there I bathed me.

Thee long time I've been loving,

Ever remembering thee.

I paused to dry me near it,

'Neath a tall oaken tree
;

The nightingale was singing

—

On topmost branch sang he.

Sing, nightingale, sing gaily,

Thy heart is glad in thee
;

My heart is fall of sorrow,

While thine is filled with glee.

I've lost my darling mistress

—

That by no fault in me

—

All for a spray of roses

To her I would not gie.

Fain would I that the roses

Once more were on the tree.

And that my mistress bore me
Same love as formerly.

Thee longtime, etc.

The last couplet is sometimes given in

these words, as a reference to the French

version* below will show :

And that both thee and roses

Were cast into the sea.

* A la claire fontaine

M'en allant promener,

J'ai trouve I'eau si belle

Que je m'y suis baigne.

II y a longtemps que je t'aime,

Jamais je ne t'oublierai.

J'ai trouve I'eau si belle

Que je m'y suis baigne
;

Sous les feuilles d'un chene

Je me suis fait secher.

Sous les feuilles d'un chSne

Je me suis fait secher
;

Sur la plus haute branche

Le rossignol chantait.

Sur la plus haute branche

Le rossignol chantait
;

Chante, rossignol, chante,

Toi qui as le cceur gai.

Chante, rossignol, chante,

Toi qui as le coeur gai

;

Tu as le cceur a rire,

Moi je I'ai a pleurer.

La boule roulante is a disconnected jingle,

which is set to a very lively air, which chimes

wonderfully well with the music of the pad-

dle or oar. But probably the most beauti-

ful of the French Canadian ballads is

Par derrilre chez mon pere

:

Behind my father's dwelling

—

Bound, my light bark, bound on

—

Behind my father's dwelling,

There is an apple tree.

There is an apple tree, my love.

There is an apple tree, etc.

Behind my father's dwelling.

There is an apple tree
;

The leaf thereon is green, green,

The fruit like gold to see.

It was a king's three daughters

Asleep beneath the tree,

The youngest said :
'

' My sisters.

The light of day I see."

Then up and spake the eldest

—

" 'Tis not the dawn you see

—

'Tis but a star that lighteth

Our loves to victory.

'

' Our loves have gone to battle.

For us across the sea.

And if they wm the battle,

Our love their meed shall be."

Tu as le cceur k rire,

Moi je I'ai a pleurer
;

J'ai perdu ma maltresse

Sans I'avoir merite.

J'ai perdu ma maitresse

Sans I'avoir merite
;

Pour un bouquet de roses

Que je lui refusal.

Pour un bouquet de roses

Que je lui refusal

;

Je voudrais que la rose

Ffit encore au rosier.

Je voudrais que la rose.

Flit encore au rosier
;

Et moi et ma maltresse

Dans les m§mes amities.

Or this

:

Et que le rosier mdme,

Ftit a la mer jet^.

II y a longtemps, etc.
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Then up into the heavens

They looked, those maidens three!

" Let them win or lose it, always

Our love their meed shall be."

Some of the French Canadian ballads also

refer in very eulogistic terms to Bytown as

the paradise of the lumberman, but none of

them are worth translating as they are very

commonplace and coarse. One of them

commences

:

A Bytown, c'est une jolie place,

Ou il s'ramasse bien d'la crasse ;

Oil y a des jolies fiUes,

Et aussi des jolis gar^ons.

Dans les chantiers nous hivemerons.

The growth of the lumber trade of the

Valley since 1840 has not been surpassed

by that of any other branch of industry on

this continent. In 1844 the value of the

timber brought down the Ottawa was a little

over a million of dollars, while at the present

time the value of the timber cut and sawed

on the Ottawa and its tributaries may be

estimated at between $10,000,000 and

$15,000,000. The Valley furnishes annu-

ally some 100,000,000 feet of sawn deals,

and 300,000,000 of sawn boards. The great

mills of the Chaudiere get out generally

from 120,000 to 275,000 logs each, and

manufacture from 20,000,000 to 40,000,000

of pine lumber each, besides sending rafts of

square timber in some cases to Quebec. A
large firm like Perley & Pattie will employ

diuing the winter from 600 to 1,000 men,

and from 200 to 300 teams, and in the sum-

mer time from 400 to 600. The value of the

mills of the Valley may be estimated at

$10,000,000, and the number of men directly

or indirectly employed in the business can-

not be less than 30,000, who receive some

$10,000,000 annually in the shape of wages.

The value of the supplies necessary to get

out 1 50,000 logs is given by a good authority

at over $50,000. At least 1,500 or 2,000

tons of agricultural produce are re(|uired to

supply the shanties of a firm largely engaged

in lumbering operations. Tlie farmer of the

Valley has consecjuently a stimulus to pro-

duction which other parts of the Dominion

do not enjoy.

For the accommodation of the enormous

traffic of this region an expensive system of

public works has been constructed within

thirty years. Private enterpris<^ first moved

in the important work of facilitating the pas-

sage of timber down the river and its tribu-

taries. The first slide, on the north side of

the Ottawa, was built in 1829 by Philemon

Wright, and was subsequently purchased by

the Government for $40,000. The cost of

the splendid system of slides, booms, and

other works has been over three quarters of

a million of dollars. These works now exist

for 300 miles above the Chaudiere—as far

as the Blanche and Des Quinze. A well

managed line of steamers now takes the place

of the clumsy little contrivance called the

6^//w//, which plied on the Lower Ottawa some

fifty years ago ; while the staunch boats of the

Union Forwarding Company afford splendid

faciUties on the Upper Ottawa, where, a few

years ago, the Greyhound supplied all the

wants of the trade. The Grenville, Chute-

a-BIondeau, and Carillon canals, and other

works on the Lower Ottawa, have cost some

$300,000 up to the present time. The On-

tario Government alone derives a revenue of

over $300,000 for the timber dues on its

side of the river.

But immense inroads have been made on

the forest of late years, and the experience

of Maine tells us that the time may not be

very distant when we shall see the lumber

trade of this valley comparatively insigni-

ficant in importance. A vast amount of

forest wealth still lies by the Ottawa and its

tributaries, but we know full well what havoc

the axe and the bush-fire can make in a

decade. Nature has been so lavish with

her forest gifts that Americans can hardly

understand the necessity of economizing and

protecting the woods as far as practicable.

But in view of a de])letion of our forests, it
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is satisfactory to know that there are other

sources from which the people of this valley

can draw prosperity in the future. Wheat

can be raised, forty bushels to the acre, while

oats, barley, corn, and potatoes are equally

prolific. The farming population has been fos-

tered by the demands of the lumbering trade,

and is steadily carrying on a better system

of agriculture. Apples, grapes, plums, cher-

ries, and pears, all the hardy varieties, can

be grown in the valley, if agriculturists only

devote the proper attention to their cultiva-

tion. The magnificent water-power of the

river, and a growing population, encourage

the establishment of cotton, woollen, fulling,

flour, and other manufactories. The mine-

ral wealth of the country is abundant, though

its actual value and extent have yet to be

developed. Rich veins of marble crop out

of the rocks as we pass up and down the

river. The superior quality of the Arnprior

and Portage du Fort marble is illustrated by

the graceful pillars that adorn our legislative

halls. The sandstone and limestone quar-

ries afford inexhaustible quantities of build-

ing materials of varied texture and beauty,

and there is no doubt that we shall yet dis-

cover a stone just as beautiful as the Ohio

sandstone, which now enters so largely into

our architecture. Plumbago, lead, cobalt, and

soapstone, are also found in quantities suffi-

cient to repay working. Within an hour's

walk from the Parliament Buildings, among
the Laurentian Hills, on the Hull side of the

river, are deposits of iron as valuable as any

to be found in the world ; and it is earnestly

to be hoped that the efforts now being made

to develop these mines will be crowned with

success, for a great deal of the future prospe-

rity of the valley undoubtedly rests on the

immediate expenditure of capital in the way

of establishing new enterprises, and render-

ing this section less dependent on a single

branch of industry.

If we consider the relation that the Ottawa

River bears to the wheat and corn-producing

region of the West, and with the sea-board

cities of the St. Lawrence, we must see that

it has a splendid future before it, as a great

artery of inter-communication. Sooner or

later we must see the St. Lawrence sys-

tem of inland navigation supplemented by

the opening up of that shorter route—shorter

by 300 miles—which Le Caron and Cham-

plain were the first to travel more than two

hundred and fifty years ago. But in the

meantime the people of the valley must wait

until the exigencies of commerce demand

the commencement of this work, and should

devote their energies to the accomplishment

of what is certainly just now more practica-

ble, and that is, the completion of those

lines of railway which are necessary to con-

nect them immediately with the great cen-

tres of Western and Eastern trade, and to

develop an immense extent of now dormant

natural wealth. It should be the chief ob-

ject of all those interested in the future of

Ottawa, to make it the headquarters of the

commerce of the valley, by pushing railways

as soon as possible up the river into the

Nipissing country. On railways and manu-

factures depend the prosperity of a region

which is still in the infancy of its develop-

ment. A great deal has been accomplished

within a few decades. Enterprise and capi-

tal have now to complete the work com-

menced by those hardy pioneers who came

into the valley with brave hearts, and laid

the foundations of its prosperity deep and

sure among the pines.
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THE SLAVE TRADE ON THE UPPER NILE.

" Ister ! to thee, and Tanais fleet,

And Nile that will not tell his birth ;

To thee the monstrous seas that beat

On Britain's coast—the end of earth,

To thee the proud Iberians bow,

And Gauls that scorn from death to flee
;

The fierce Sygambrian bends his bow.

And drops his arms to worship thee."

WHEN Horace—whom, for the be-

nefit of some of our readers we pass

through the alembic of Professor Conington

—

wished to flatter his Imperial patron, he knew

of no more extensive sway from south to

north, which he could even poetically attri-

bute to Augustus, than that which reached

from the source of the Nile to Britain. The

two names thus accidentally brought together

in one stanza nearly nineteen hundred years

ago, are to-day still strangely connected. The

mysterious river still conceals his source, but

the " remote Britons " have made its investi-

gation their specialty, and to them the secret

must soon be surrendered. The great dis-

coveries of Burton, Speke, Grant, and Baker

have almost solved the problem, and the

something which may still remain unknown

after the publication of Dr. Livingstone's

journals, will probably be finally settled,

directly or indirectly, by Colonel Gordon's

expedition. In all probability the present

generation will see the White Nile basin

rendered accessible to travellers and trade
;

steamers will soon be ])lying on the great

equatorial lakes, the examination of whose

affluents will then be a matter of comparative

facility. Whisked along by railroads, ren-

dered independent of stream and wind by

steamboats, and remaining hourly in con

nection by telegraph with his European

home, will the tourist give due credit to

these plodding pioneers who, bravely fighting

their way for the sake of science or the love

of adventure, through immense obstacles and

in the face of the gravest discomforts, have

brought about such wonderful results ?

When the Khedive of Egypt was fired l)y

the laudable desire of suppressing the slave

trade on the White Nile, and the natural am-

bition of annexing a large portion of Central

Africa to his own domains, he could not have

found any more suitable agent than Sir Sam-

uel Baker, the record of whose expedition is

now before us.*

His former discoveries on ".he line of the

White Nile, his years of patient investigation

and laborious travel in the African tropics,

his capacity for fatigue, his keen insight into

native character, and his undoubted pluck,

marked him out as pre-eminently well quali-

fied for the post of Commander of such an

expedition as the Khedive contemplated.

The position which he accepted was at once

as novel as its responsibility was extensive.

The Egyptian Government meditated the

annexation of a huge and indefinite tract of

country over which its influence and its

power was to be extended. At the same

time the Slave Trade—the curse of Central

Africa—was to be abolished. To carry out

these intentions a foreigner was selected, and

not only a foreigner, but in their eyes an

infidel, was promoted to the rank of Pasha,

and of Major-General, and was given " the

absolute and supreme authority overall those

countries belonging to theNile Basin south of

Gondokoro"—a despotic power such as had

* Ismailia ; a Narrative of the Expetlition to Cen-

tral Africa for the suppression of the Slave Trade
;

organized by Ismael, Khe<live, of Kg>'pt. Hy Sir

Samuel W. Baker, Pasha, M.A., F.R.S., F.R.G.S..

&c., &c. &c. New \'ork : llarpeis. Toronto,

Adam, .Stevenson .i: Co.
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never before been entrusted by a Mahom-

medan to a Christian. We will defer con-

sideration of the Khedive's motives in orga-

nizing such an expedition, until events shall

have thrown some light on the subject as we

proceed ; suffice it here to say, that the chief

objects to be obtained were declared in the

official firman to be " to subdue to our au-

thority the countries situate to the south of

Gondokoro ; to suppress the slave trade ;

introduce a system of regular commerce
;

to open to navigation the great lakes

of the Equator ; and to establish a chain

of military stations and commercial de-

pots, distant at intervals of three days

march, throughout Central Africa, accepting

Gondokoro as the base of operations.''

Havuig accepted his commission, Sir

Samuel Baker lost no time in preparing for

the undertaking. Knowing exactly what

was most valuable, most highly prized, and

most necessary in the countries to which he

was bound, he carefully selected every item

himself, from the 250 ton steamer down to

the gaudy beads of traffic. His stores in-

cluded not only provisions and outfit for the

whole European party for four years—the

term to which his command was limited

—

but clothing for a force of 2,000 men, all

the implements and tools that could possi-

bly be required, a large selection of Man-

chester goods for establishing a system of

regular commerce with the natives, all sorts

of cheap and gaudy articles for presents,

medicine, and an unlimited supply of arms

and ammunition—every thing, in fact, "from

a needle to a crowbar, or from a handker-

chief to a boat's sail." These multifarious

stores were transported from Cairo by two

routes, the greater portion being sent up by

the river to pass the first cataract, and then,

where the Nile takes a great bend to the

west, to cross the Nubian Desert from Ko-

rosko to Abu Hamed, and thence again by

the Nile to their ultimate destination, where-

ever that might be. The second route was

by the Red Sea to Souakim, thence across

the desert to Berber, a point on the Nile just

above the fifth cataract. By this route the

boats and steamers from England were sent,

for fear that in the ascent of the cataract

one or more of the transports might, as

often is the case, be lost, and then with any

section of the steel vessels missing, the

whole expedition would be paralyzed.

Though, of course, we all are supposed to

know something about the Nile, yet there

may be a few of our readers to whom a few

statistics and a very short geographical ex-

planation will not be unacceptable, as tend-

ing to a more satisfactory comprehension of

the interesting narrative of Sir Samuel

Baker's exploits.

Briefly then : Egypt proper extends as far

South as Assouan, where is the first cata-

ract, in lat. 24° North, about 1300 miles

from the Mediterranean. Nubia extends

thence, we may almost say, indefinitely. It

is possible for vessels at certain seasons to

ascend the Nile past all the cataracts ; but,

as a rule, trade and passengers avoid the

long detour made by the river to the West

at Korosko, in which are included the se-

cond, third and fourth cataracts, and travel

by land for some 400 miles across the Nu-

bian desert to Abu Hamed. Shortly below

Berber, where the route from Souakim

strikes the river, is the fifth cataract, and

shortly above it the Atbara carries into the

Nile the drainage of the northern highlands

of Abyssinia. Some two hundred miles

further South, at the junction of the Blue

and White Niles, is Khartoum, which has

hitherto been, practically, the limit of Egyp-

tian authority, the last outpost of civiliza-

tion, and the ultima Thule of our accurate

geographical knowledge. The Blue Nile

comes from a south by east direction, and

drains the southern mountains of Abyssinia.

The White Nile is the main stream of the

grand old river, and with it we now have to

do. Six hundred miles above Khartoum is

Fashoda, a post held by the Egyptians m
the Shillook country. Seventy miles farther



53 THE CANADIAiV MONTHLY.

the Sobat brings in a large volume of water

from the east, and a few miles further south

there commences that extraordinary dam of

vegetable matter, which was described in

Baker's former book, " The Albert N'Yanza,"

By some accident an accumulation of float-

ing vegetation extended across the river

where the stream was sluggish. The ob-

struction once formed, its growth was rapid

by accretion from above, and by the marvel-

lous fecundity of marsh plants under a tro-

pical sun, until at last the river was not

only closed, but actually disappeared in a

labyrinth of marshes. From the Sobat the

distance is about 750 miles to Gondokoro,

a station formerly frequented by ivory trad-

ers and slave hunters—the two are almost

synonymous—and which some Austrian

missionaries had made their home. Above

Gondokoro there are several obstructions in

the channel of the river, about which, how-

ever, very little precise information has

been obtained ; but this much is known.

At a distance of 120 miles calm water is

again reached. Striking the river at this

point. Sir S. Baker says :
" The grand AVhite

Nile lay like a broad streak of silver on our

right, as it flowed in a calm deep stream di-

rect from the Albert N'Yanza—at this spot

above all cataracts. No water has as yet

been broken by a fall ; the troubles of river

life lay in the future ; the journey to the sea

might be said to have only just commenced.

Here the entire volume flowed from the

.\lbert N'Yanza, distant hardly one degree.

* * * This point is destined to become

the capital of Central Africa. It is a curious

fact that a line of 120 miles of railroad

would open uj) the very heart of Africa to

steam transport between the Mediterranean

and the Equator, when the line from Cairo

to j Khartoum shall be comiiletcd." This

digression over, we will return to our story.

Six steamers and thirty vessels were or-

dered to leave Cairo in June, 1870, for

Khartoum, where three more steamers and

twenty-five more vessels were t(j !)e in readi-

ness. As a matter of fact, the flotilla did

not start till the end of August. By the time

that it reached the second cataract the water

had fallen so much that the steamers could

not pass up, and were detained there a whole

year, and when Sir Samuel reached Khar-

toum, 7'ia Souakim, not one single vessel

had arrived, and not one single new vessel

had been engaged ! There he fully realized

the fact that, though the Khedive was hon-

estly impressed with the desire to put down

slavery, the expedition was excessively unpo-

pular, and would meet with the open or covert

opposition of everyone in the Soudan, for

there everyone, from the Governor down-

wards, was interested in perpetuating the

traftic in slaves. Hence every possible ob-

stacle was thrown in the new Pasha's way.

The high officials, while professing the high-

est respect for the Khedive's orders, were

secretly in alliance with the slave-dealers;

and as they, like all Orientals, were adepts

in the art of "How not to do it," they had

no difficulty in displaying, consistently with

their ostensibly cordial help, such an amount

of passive indolence as would have eft'ectu-

ally thwarted any man less energetic than

Sir S. Baker. As it was, their opposition,

aided by unforeseen natural obstacles, did

so far triumph that a great part of the pro-

posed objects of the expedition were left

unaccomplished. But so far from this com-

parative failure being chargeable upon the

writer of this interesting volume, no one can

rise from a perusal of it without a high ap-

preciation of the marvellous pluck, uner-

ring tact, and indomitable perseverance

which, in spite of such apparently insur-

mountable obstacles, did bring about such

wonderful results.

Without waiting I'or the arrival of his

flotilla and stores, without obtaining half the

ve.ssels and assistance which he reijuired,

and after tleclining the ut^eless cavalry con-

tingent which was offered him. Baker left

Khartoum, Feb. 8th, 1871. On the 18th

the small tleet reac hed the mouth of the Bahr
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Giraffe, a branch of the White Nile, by

which a passage was said to exist less

obstructed by vegetation than in the main

river. But now the troubles began in ear-

nest. The river was even at first exceedingly

narrow, winding through a flat, marshy

country, but its channel soon became choked

at places, through which a canal had to be

cut ; and in a few days the course was

entirely closed. "The reputed channel,"

the diary says, on March 8th, " is only

denoted by a stream three or four feet broad,

concealed by high grass, and, in places,

choked by iheP/stia Stratiotes. These surface

plants, which resemble floating cabbages,

with fine thready roots, like a human beard,

of sixteen inches in length, form dense

masses which are very difficult to clear. Our

guides are useless, as we cannot depend

upon their contradictory statements. We
are in a deplorable position— the whole fleet

in a cul-de-sac ; the river has disappeared
;

an unknown distance of apparently bound-

less marsh lies before us, there is no wood

for the steamers, and there is no possibility

of clearing a channel. March 9th.—The

men worked famously, but I much fear they

will be laid up with fever if kept at this

unhealthy task. To-day a force of seven

hundred men cut about a mile and a half.

They are obliged to slash through with

swords and knives, and then to pull out the

greater portion of the grass and vegetable

trash ; this is piled like artificial banks on

either side upon the thick floating vegetation.

Thirty-two men reported in the sick-list last

evening. March nth.—Frightful stinking

morass. All stopped at a black muddy
pond in a swamp. The river is altogether

lost. We have to cut a passage through the

morass. Hard work throughout the day.

One soldier died of sun-stroke. No ground

in which to bury him." And so on for days

and weeks. The paddles were dismounted

from the now useless steamers, and they,

like the other vessels, had to be laboriously

towed through the narrow channel which

closed again almost as soon as cleared, so

that the rear vessels often became jammed

as though frozen in an ice-drift in the Arctic

regions. In such a miserable state of

affairs, even the sport of shooting hippo-

potami, crocodiles, occasionally elephants,

that rare bird the balceniceps rex., antelopes

and ducks, was but small compensation for

the tedium, the worry, and the waste of pre-

cious time. To the men, whose hearts were

not in the expedition at all, the work was

most dispiriting, and the extraordinary thing

is that they worked as well as they did.

"March 21.—We have now been at work

thirteen days with a thousand men, during

which time we have travelled only twelve

miles! March 22.—Wind foul. The people

are all lazy and despairing. The work is

frightful, and great numbers of my men are

down with fever. Thus my force is physi-

cally diminished, while morally, the men are

heart-brokeii. Another soldier died, and no

dry spot to bury him. March 26.—The

ditch is completely blocked up with vegeta-

tion; thus we made only 250 yards. Before

us, as usual, is the hopeless sea of high

grass. How many days or months we may

require to reach the White Nile is a problem.

One hundred and fifty men on the sick list."

And so on till April 2nd, when every possi-

ble channel became so shallow that it was

absolutely impossible to proceed at all, and

after 43 days of most exhaustive and useless

labour the order was given for a retreat.

This was successfully accomplished, and in

three weeks the force had got through the

impediments and again reached the open

water of the White Nile, where the Pasha

formed an encampment which he named

Tewfikeyah, after Tewfik Pasha, the Khe-

dive's eldest son. Here the lines were drawn

with European precision ; buildings rose on

all sides ; iron magazines were put together
;

steam saw-mills set up, and an extensive

system of cultivation inaugurated. Here the

whole force remained until December.

Let us take advantage of this pause in
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the onward march of the expedition to say a

few words upon the slave trade. Although

the Egyptian Government exercise no

effective authority south of Fashoda, about

lat. lo'^ N., yet it assumed the right to lease

to traders the whole country which could

be reached from Khartoum. No vessel was

allowed to leave that place for the South

without a trading permit, for which, of

course, a heavy fee was paid. But, having

got their money, the Government did not feel

bound to take the least pains to see that

the trade practised was a legitimate one.

True the contract stipulated in words that

no slaves were to be taken, and that the

traders were to behave themselves decently;

but, as a roatter of fact, every expedition

that left Khartoum, ostensibly for trading

purposes, really consisted ofbands of ruffians,

whose ideas of commerce consisted solely in

paying in one country for ivory tusks by

slaves and cows which they obtained by

making razzias on villages in another district.

Instead of cargoes of merchandize suitable

for traffic with the natives, the vessels bound

south never started with any freight but am-

munition. This was perfectly well known

\'i the government, but it was understood

.:11 round that if the license fees were paid

punctually no questions would be asked ; and

there is not the slightest doubt that, despite

the Khedive's proclamations, and his really

honest endeavour,to put down slavery, every

official in the Soudan was interested in main-

taining it. \.i a firm government and regu-

lar trading stations were established in the

tracts now leased to the ivory merchants,

their occupation would be gone and slavery

would cease. Hence the natural and relent-

less opposition which Sir Samuel Baker

encountered from all (juarters. Here is an

instance of the extent to which the highest

officials were interested in the existing traffic.

Fashoda, the most southerly (iovernment

Station, is peculiarly well situated for con-

troliir>g the traders, as it is situated at a

narrow part of the river along which all the

vessels must pass. The Governor, with eflfu-

sion, assured Sir Samuel Baker that slavery

was now rigidly abolished. However, on the

unexpected return of the expedition from the

Bahr GiraflFe, this Governor was discovered

far to the south of Fashoda " collecting taxes,"

as he said. Complaints, however, having been

made to Sir S. Baker by some villagers of the

proceedings of His Excellency, an examina-

tion was made of his vessels and camp, and no

fewer than 150 slaves were discovered, kid-

napped by the very official specially ap-

pointed to put down slavery ! It is due

to the Khedive to say that immediately on

receiving Baker Pasha's report he dismissed

the Governor of Fashoda from the service.

On other occasions traces were found of

great atrocities committed by one Kutchuk

Ali, a noted slave-hunting ruffian, who was

actually sent out in command of a govern-

ment expedition. During the encampment

at Tewfikeyah a vessel belonging to this

man was overhauled. Ostensibly she was

loaded with ivory, on the top of which was

corn. The latter seemed to the inspecting

officer to be unusually high, so drawing a

ramrod from a rifle he probed the cargo, and

soon extracted a fine negro. On this boat

no fewer than 150 slaves were packed away

in an incredibly small compass. On all

such occasions the vessel was seized, the

captain and super-cargo put in irons, and the

slaves released ; and this was done although

this district was not in the territory under

Sir S. Baker's control. The chief offender

however, was one Sheik Achmet Agad, who,

under the pretence of legitimate trading,

actually held a lease of ninety thousand

miles of territory, over which he exercised

unlimited authority. His agent and factotum

was Abou Saood, a name tiial figures pri)nu-

nently in this volume. He is pre-eminently

the villain of the piece. Wherever the

natives were hostile, wherever sui)i)lies were

withheld, wherever treachery was plotted,

Abou Saood, strong in protestations of

fidelity, and overflowing with pious ejacula-
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lations, was at the bottom of it. The won-

der and the pity is that Baker did not shoot

the scoundrel out of hand. We will now

return to the expeditionary force which we

left at Tewfikeyah.

An exploration of the White Nile made it

evident that an advance by that river was

out of the question, the channel being

hopelessly obstructed and the stream itself

absolutely lost in marshes. It was there-

fore determined to make another attempt

by the Bahr Giraffe, in the hope that last

year's work might have somewhat improved

the channel. The first boats left Tewfikeyah

on Dec. ist, and in a few days the whole

camp was taken down, stowed away, and

carried off. Owing to most provoking delays,

the marshes were not reached till January

8th, and then began the old story of the

previous year. In some places the channel

then cut was tolerably clear, in others it was

as densely choked as if it had never been

opened. In 20 days they reached the spot

where they had turned back last year. As

they advanced, the work became even harder

than before : channels had to be dug in the

sand and mud as well as cut through the

grass and weeds ; the vessels had frequently

to be unloaded to lighten them over a shallow

;

the men became thoroughly disheartened,

and nothing but the assurance that if they

failed now they would have to wait in the

marshes until the next rainy season, kept

them to the work at all. For two dreary

months this continued, until, on March 9th,

a channel was at last discovered leading into

the true White Nile. " I can't," says Sir S.

Baker, " describe my joy and thankfulness
;

my men shared my feelings. We all drank

water from the turbid river, so unlike the

marsh-filtered water of the swamps, and as

each man washed his hands and face in the

noble stream, he ejaculated from his heart,

' El hambd el Illah ! (Thank God !

)' " But

even then the goal was not reached without

difficulty. The cut made by the pioneer

vessel had drained the water off, and the

rest of the fleet were left high and dry. An
artificial dam had to be made before suffi-

cient water could be obtained to float them

over the banks, but in ten days more the

obstructions were all passed, and the entire

convoy was once more in the clear Nile

channel. It is satisfactory to find that the

labour spent in opening up the passage

through the Bahr Giraffe was of something

more than ephemeral value, for on Sir S.

Baker's return, two years later, he found the

channel much improved by the current, and

comparatively clear ; so much so that he

made the voyage from Gondokoro to Khar-

toum, 1,400 miles, in a steamer, in 28 days.

On the day before entering the White Nile,

an encounter was had with a hippopotamus

which is, perhaps, worth condensing. " The

night was cold and the moon clear and bright.

I was suddenly awoke by a tremendous

splashing quite close to the diahbeeah, ac-

companied by the hoarse wild snorting of a

furious hippopotamus. I jumped up and at

once perceived a hippo, which was appar-

ently about to attack the vessel. Before the

affiighted Suleiman could bring a rifle, the

hippo dashed at us with indescribable fury.

With one blow he capsized and sank the zinc

boat. In another instant he seized the dingy

in his immense jaws, and the crash of splint-

ered wood betokened the complete destruc-

tion of my favourite boat. Presently as he

charged straight at the diahbeeah, I stopped

him with a No. 8 Reilly shell. To my sur-

prise he soon recovered, and again com-

menced the attack. I fired shot after shot

at him without apparent effect. The diah-

beeah rocked about on the waves raised by

the splashing of so large an animal, this

movement rendering the arm uncertain ; at

length, apparently bedly wounded, he retired

to the high grass \ there he lay on a bank,

snorting and blowing. Thinking he would

die, we went to bed, but in about half an

hour we were wakened by another tremend-

ous splash, and once more this mad beast

came charging on us a& though unhurt. In
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another instant he was at thediahbeeah, but

I met him with a ball on the top of his head,

which sent him rolling over and over, some-

times on his back, kicking with his forelegs

above the surface, and again producing waves

which rocked the diahbeeah. In this help-

less manner he rolled about 50 yards down

stream, and we all thought him killed, but

to our amazement he recovered and we heard

him splashing as he moved slowly along the

high grass, where he remained snorting and

blowing. In a short time I heard a louder

splashing. I again got up and perceived

him about 80 yards distant, walking slowly

across the river in the shallows. Having a

fair shot at the shoulder, I fired right and left

with No. 8 Reilly rifle, and I distinctly heard

the bullets strike. He nevertheless reached

the right bank, when he presently turned

round and attempted to recross the shallow.

This gave me another good chance at the

shoulder, and at this time he fell dead in the

shallow water. In the morning I made a

post mortem examination. He had received

three shots in the flank and shoulder ; four

in the head, one of which had broken his

lower jaw ; another had passed through his

nose, and passing downward had cut off one

of his large tusks. I never witnessed such

determined and unprovoked fury as was ex-

hibited by this animal ; he appeared to be

raving mad. His body was a mass of fright-

ful scars, the result of continual conflicts with

the bulls of his own species. He was evi-

dently a character of the worst description,

but whose madness rendered him callous to

all punishment. We raised the zinc boat,

which was fortunately unhurt ; the dingy had

lost a mouthful, as the hippo had bitten out

a portion of the side, including the gun-

wale of hard-wood, with the same ease as

though it had been a slice of toast."

Arrived at Gondokuro, Sir S. I'.akcr found

that station entirely deserted, while the

Baris, the warlike tribes adjacent tliereto,

were, to say the least, uncivil. " The

country," he says, "is sadly changed; for-

merly pretty native villages in great num-

bers were scattered over the landscape, be-

neath shady clumps of trees, and the land

was thickly populated. Nt>w all is desolate,

not a village exists on the mainland ; they

have all been destroyed, and the inhabitants

have been driven for refuge to the low

islands of the river. * * The Austrian

missionaries had abandoned the Baris as

hopeless, after many efforts and a great ex-

penditure of time and energ)-. The natives

had pulled down their neat mission-house,

and had pounded and ground the red bricks

into the finest powder, which, mixed with

grease, formed a paint to smear their naked

bodies. Thus, the only results of many

years' teaching were, the death of many

noble men, the loss of money, and the

failure of the attempt; and instead of the

enterprise leaving a legacy of inward spirit-

ual grace to these ' men and brethren,' the

missionary establishment itself was convert-

ed into an external application for the skin :

the house of God was turned into ' pomade

divine.'"

The new encampment was soon laid

down and strongly fortified, and then the

whole force set to work to cultivate the soil.

Besides the general farm, the men had sepa-

rate gardens, and prizes were promised for

the best vegetables, &c. These operations

served many purposes. They kept the

troops in health and good humour ; they

provided partially the necessary food ; they

proved the Pasha's intention of remaining

for some time in the countr}', and they

could not but eventually have a civilizing

effect upon the natives. The Baris, being

the most warlike tribe of those parts, did not

fear to incur the hostility of all their neigli-

bours, and therefore they closely allied

themselves with Abou Saood, and constitut-

ed the chief portion of his i)redatory bands

of slave-hunting ruffians. To such jieoj^lc

the promise of a settled Government w:is

anything but agreeable, and thi-y soon took

active measures lor conipcliing the Khedive's
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expeditionary force to vacate the country.

They positively refused to sell cattle or sup-

ply provisions. But, after a time, they con-

tracted to do so, though this was only a ruse

to prolong the inactivity of the troops, as

they never intended to carry out their con-

tract. More open hostility, however, soon

gave Sir S. Baker the opportunity of not only

teaching the Baris a lesson in civility, but

also of supplying his troops with cattle.

Taking, therefore, a small flying column, he

started for his camp one night, so as to reach

the Belinian villages, in which the offend-

ing Baris lived, by daylight. Storming the

central stockade—a place that, if held bymen

armed with rifles, would be almost impreg-

nable—he captured in it 600 cattle, which,

after clearing the adjacent ground by skir-

mishers and a few shots from his eight-

pounder, he succeeded in driving back to

Gondokoro. The Baris then for some time

pursued the tactics of wearing out the un-

welcome soldiers by incessant night attacks
;

but owing to the vigilance manifested by the

officers, and the discipline of the small crack

corps, "The Forty Thieves," they never gain-

ed much advantage, and at length desisted

altogether.

Soon, however, another difficulty arose.

Corn began to run short. None was, of

course, to be bought from the Baris ; so,

when the harvest was just ripe, another at-

tack was made on Belinian ; several villages

were occupied for a week or two, and the

crops harvested. It was, however, with

great difficulty that the corn could be con-

veyed back to camp. The soldiers were as

much interested as the Baris in the supply

running short, for both parties imagined

that, when that continued for a certain time,

a retreat to Khartoum would be necessitated.

But both reckoned without their host. How-
ever little the heart of the subordinates

might be in the expedition, the Commander
was determined to carry through the work

he had undertaken. Some successful forays

on villages on the river disclosed abundance

of corn, which was without difficulty convey-

ed to headquarters by water. Then the dis-

satisfaction of the men came to a head, and

a demonstration was made that threatened

to develop into an alarming mutiny. But

even this was suppressed. Sir S. Baker's

position, however, was an awkward one. He
had established himself at Gondokoro ; he

had taught the Baris the advisability of not

attacking his camp ; and he had found

means to provide his men with food ; but

this was all. No civilizing influence had

been brought to bear on the fierce native,

and no effect whatever had been pro-

duced beyond the range of the Snider rifles.

It was absolutely necessary to advance fur-

ther south. But how to advance was the

question. The whole country was hostile.

No carriers could be obtained. It may

here be repeated that it is at present

impossible, so far as it is known, for

boats to ascend the Nile for many

miles above Gondokoro—a series of rapids

is there met with, which seem to ex-

tend at intervals for about a hundred and

fifty miles, until the point is reached where

the defile ends and the mountains trend away

from the river bank. It was Sir S. Baker's in-

tention to transport to that point from Gon-

dokoro, on camels, the sections of the steam-

ers which he had brought from England.

Once launched there they could ascend to

the Albert N'yanza, and would give him con-

trol of the inland lakes, as well as afford a

base of operations. But no transport had

been provided at Khartoum for camels, and

if it had been, no animals could have

been brought through the obstructions

of the Bahr Giraffe. Just at this moment

the expedition received a nearly fatal blow

from one of its own officers. During his

absence on a corn-collecting expedition,

Baker sent instructions to Colonel Raouf, at

Gondokoro, to ship the invalids off to Khar-

toum. That officer, who was evidently in

league with Abou Saood and the slave

dealers, sent oft' 1,100 men, including a great



04 THE CANADIAN MONTHLY.

numberwho were in sound health.The whole

force was therefore suddenly reduced to

500 men. Even this, however, did not

daunt the Commander, who announced his

intention of pushing on South at once, and

a curious incident facilitated his intention.

While engaged in collecting corn from the

Hari granaries, he was most unexpectedly

\isited by a herd of 12 bull elephants. Two
out of the herd fell to his rifle—more

'. ould, no doubt, have fallen, had not his

servant forgotten the ammunition— in the

sight of a large concourse of natives, some

of whom were allowed to take flesh from the

carcases. The desire to obtain meat, and

the reputation of the effect of the breech-

loading rifles, brought about some wonder-

ful results. The neighbouring Sheiks at

once sent in their allegiance, and peace was

cemented over the bodies of the elephants.

A promise being made at the same time of

carriers for his stores,Sir Samuel lost no more

time in preparing for a new start.

With about 250 men he left Gondokoro,

and disembarked at the foot of the rapids.

Here the chief, who had promised to supply

porters, not only played him false, but soon

manifested open hostility. The only chance

of advancing was for the soldiers to drag the

carts on which the steamer was packed as

far as Lobore, where among a friendly popu-

lation assistance could be reckoned on. At

the last moment the men flatly refused to

become beasts of burden, and nothing could

be done but send the sections of the steamer

back to Gondokoro and give up the idea of

navigating the great lakes. It became ne-

cessary, under these circumstances, to leave

a strong detachment with the magazine of

stores, and eventually Sir S. Baker marched

away to the south, to carry out the mission

with which the Khedive had entrusted him,

at the head of one hundred men ! Reach-

ig Lobore, the detachment was called uj),

and the advance was made with the whole

force, which then only numbered two hun-

dred and ten. In a few days more the beau-

tiful open country was reached, in which

"the grand White Nile lay like a broad

streak of silver, as it flowed in a calm deep

stream direct from the Albert N'yanza ; at

this point above all cataracts.'' Regret was

useless ; but deep must have been the

mortification of the man who, having so far

carried out his intentions in the face of enor-

mous difliculties, just missed a great and

splendid success by the impossibility of con-

veying his steamers over those 100 miles of

country, and launching them on the waters

of the Albert N'yanza.

Pressing on through some tribes that were

comparatively friendly, and many that were

hostile, and leaving a detachment at Fatiko,

in lat. 3° N., he crossed about 2° 10' N. the

Victoria Nile, which connects the Victoria

and Albert N'yanzas, and again went for-

ward in a south-west direction towards the

latter lake, until he reached Masindi, a large

town, the capital of the Unyoro country, and

the seat of the king Kabba Rega. Here he

established himself for some weeks, and

apparently made some progress in conciliat-

ing the natives and establishing a regular

trade. But the young king was a drunken

cunning scoundrel, who was played upon by

the agent of Abou Saood, the slave-dealer

and evil genius of the expedition, and it soon

bcame evident that no trust could be placed

in his word. Matters at last came to a crisis.

The king sent to the troops a present of

cider which was heavily poisoned. The me-

dicine chest and strong remedies fortunately

prevented any fatal effects; but the next

morning, when all who had drank of the

cider were hopelessly prostrated, a grand

attack was made on the camp. It is mar-

vellous how the whole force escaped mas-

sacre ; but the Snider rifles told fatally on

the enemy, and the town being fired, the

natives were driven ofl with terrific loss.

"In about an hour and a cjuarter the

battle of Masindi was won. Not a house

remained of the lately extensive town. A
vast open space of smoke and black ashes,
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with flames flickering in some places where

the buildings had been consumed, and at

others forked sheets of fire where the fuel was

still undestroyed, were the only remains of

the capital ofUnyoro." The fight, however,

cost the lives of four valuable men, who

could ill be spared in that little force. " My
heart was very heavy. God knows I had

worked with the best intentions for the

benefit of the country, and this was the

lamentable result. My best men were

treacherously murdered. We had narrowly

escaped general massacre. We had won the

battle and swept Masindi firom the earth.

What next?" To add to the complications,

there was good reason to believe that prepa-

rations had been made to massacre on the

road the detachment which had been called

up from Fatiko. Only one course remained

open, and this involved the crowning dis-

appointment of all. Having arrived within

30 miles of the Albert Nyanza, and within

I^ degree of the Equator, the expedition's

only chance of safety lay in a retreat. And
that retreat, continued for 14 days through a

hostile country, and along a narrow jungle-

path, was a wonderful feat, replete with in-

cessant danger and hardship to all concerned.

It ought, perhaps, to have been mentioned

before that Lady Baker accompanied her

husband throughout the expedition, and this

was the only occasion on which her strength

at all gave way. Fortunately the natives

never attacked at night, or it would have

been impossible for the little band to survive.

As it was, ten were killed and elevenwounded

before Foweera was regained, which was in

the country of a chief named Rionga, on

whose friendship in former years Sir S. Baker

now relied. This chiefhe formally installed

as head of the Unyoro vice the treacherous

Kabba Rega, whose deposition seems to

have been cordially approved of by all parties.

Peace was now re-established in that district,

but there was still uncertainty as to the fate

of the detachment left at Fatiko. The retreat

was therefore continued, and the arrival of

5

the Pasha at that place was most opportune;

for, though his men were still safe, the slavers'

parties were there in so strong force as to be

able to domineer over every one as hereto-

fore. They actually made a regular attack

upon Baker's force, but were routed with

great loss ; one of the chief scoundrels was

killed, the whole organization broken up,

and the greatest ruffians fled the country.

" From this date the victory was gained, and

I could only thank God for the great success

that had attended my efforts. The slave

hunting was now at an end throughout an

immense district, as the slave hunters had

ceased to exist south of Gondokoro. Except-

ing Unyoro, the days ofbloodshed were past.

" The Forty Thieves," who had so gallantly

stood by me under every difficulty, never

again had an enemy before them. My task

was now full of pleasure and gratification. I

had established perfect confidence through-

out the large country of Shooli, and we had

friends upon all sides." 'Mtese, the intelli-

gent king of Uganda, the district lying north

of the Victoria Nyanza, sent earnestly to re-

quest Baker to visit him, a request which he

was obliged to decline regretfully, for he con-

siders 'Mtese to be theman above all others on

whom the future prosperity of Central Africa

depends. It is interesting to know that a

letter sent back by his messengers, directed

to Dr. Livingstone, in case he should come
that way, was not only delivered by 'Mtese's

orders to Lieut. Cameron at Unyanyembe,

but that an answer was actually sent all the

way to Gondokoro.

At Fatiko a camp was formed and

strongly fortified, and in it was left a de-

tachment under a faithful officer. Major

Abdullah, who was to represent the Khe-

dive's Government in that far-off" station
;

and then, having at last received reinforce-

ments from Khartoum, and also a mail

from Europe—the first for two and a-half

years, and which brought about 700 copies

of the Times—Sir Samuel Baker turned his

face northwards and reached Gondokoro at
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the expiration of his four years' term of ser-

vice. Much, of course, that was attempted

has not been accomplished, but very import-

ant results must come from this expedition,

followed as it now is by another expedition

under the command of Col. Gordon, R.E.,

who will have found his labours immensely

lightened by the work of his predecessor.

One ominous incident, however, is men-

tioned at the close of this book. Sir S.

Baker telegraphed from Kahrtoum to have

Abou Saood arrested at Cairo, whither he

had gone to lay complaints before the Khe-

dive. On his own arrival there he made

formal charges against Saood of slave-deal-

ing and of conspiring against the Govern-

ment—charges of which there was ample

proof The criminal, however, was not

brought to trial, and was eventually ap-

pointed assistant to Colonel Gordon ! Still,

however unable the Government may be to

act with perfect consistency in these matters,

there is no doubt that a very serious blow

has been struck at the slave-trade on the

Nile. If Baker had retreated without push-

ing beyond Gondokoro, it is 'probable that

no second expedition would have been sent

by the Khedive, and the slave-dealers would

have remained in absolute possession of all

the Nile territory. " But now, fortified posts

extend to within two degrees of the Equa-

tor. The foundation of a great future has

been laid \ a remote portion of the African

race hitherto excluded from the world's his-

tory has been brought into direct communi-

cation with superior and more civilized

races ; legitimate trade has been opened,

and therefore, accepting commerce as the

great agent of civilization, the work is actu-

ally in progress. * * In the end every

opposition was overcome : hatred and insub-

ordination yielded to discipline and order.

A paternal government extended its pro-

tection through lands hitherto a field for

anarchy and slavery. The territory within

my rule was purged from the slave-trade.

The White Nile, for a distance of sixteen

hundred miles from Khartoum to Central

Africa, was cleansed from the abomination of

a traffic that had hitherto sullied its waters."

A DAY DREAM.

ALL thro' the brightly-broidered hours

That pass with song and story.

We sit and dream of fodeless flowers

In far-off fields of glory
;

And catch the rhythmic flow of tunes

That chime with love's own calling,

When into happiest of swoons

The golden days are falling.

But in the land that leancth down

To the eternal river,

Our lives will wear their olden crown

Forever and forever

!

And days will come, and days will go,

And calmful dreams will reach us,

And the life we vainly cry for

God's tenderest love will teach us.

Hester A. Benedict.
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CURRENT EVENTS.

THE Second Parliament of Ontario has

passed away, full of years, if not ripe

in wisdom. The last month of its existence

may be described as a series alternately of

the wild fits of delirium and the stentorous

breathings of nightmare. There were, it is

true, some lucid intervals ; but they were few

and far between, and the process of dissolu-

tion was so rapid that we had no opportunity

of interposing words of soothing or consola-

tion. All is over, and we do not feel dis-

posed to speak evil of the dead. Still we

cannot forget that expectant heirs are already

applying for letters of administration to the

estate, and therefore a few words on its recent

management may seem necessary. To drop

the metaphor—a trite one,we confess—let us

glance, as briefly as may be, at the proceed-

ings of the House during its last brief ses-

sion. It would have been unreasonable to

expect from an expiring Parliament elaborate

and well-considered legislation. The ap-

proach of a general election induces stras-

bismic symptoms in the mental vision.

With one eye on the ballot-box and the

other on the mace, it is inevitable that pub-

lic affairs should seem somewhat asquint.

The legislature becomes a manufactory of

political capital to be expended on the

stump. Individual members feel it neces-

sary to affect a deep interest in the wants of

their respective constituencies. Ministers

are pestered with ad captaridum queries as to

their intentions regarding the erection of

public works and the granting of public

money. Some of this new-born zeal is re-

compensed by ministerial promises, some of

it is not. Some retire from the scene laden

with good things ; others, with a well-feigned

air of vexation, go empty away. In either

case they have done their duty, and are

not slow to claim their reward. It does

not seem altogether clear why a distinction

should be made between bribery in the

singular and bribery in the gross. When a

candidate puts his hand in his pocket, or

lets his agent do it—which comes to the

same thing—in order to corrupt the in-

dividual voter, his act is very justly pro-

nounced dishonourable, as well as illegal.

But let him try to purchase an entire con-

stituency with their own, or other people's,

money, and the transaction assumes another

aspect altogether. We must confess that we
fail to grasp the distinction ; if there be any,

it would seem to be in favour of the former

practice rather than the latter, which is cer-

tainly a meaner form of corruption.

Some twenty-five or thirty years ago a car-

toon in Punch represented Lord Brougham

in the guise of a traveUing tinker, with

soldering-iron and brazier. There was no

mistaking the peculiar twist of the stubby

nose and the inevitable check in the

trowsers. The tinker's cry was, " Old laws

to mend and new ones to repeal." The
pubhc legislation of last session was of the

tinker kind, if we except the extension of

existing machinery, as in the Municipal

Ballot Act, and one or two other measures to

which we may refer presently. An inspection

of the list of ninety ,and nine bills which

received the Lieutenant-Governor's assent,

appears to justify this view. It would seem,

however, that there are those who do not

share it. Ministers, for example, are so well

satisfied with the fruit of their labours that

they feel entitled to congratulate themselves

upon it. In the closing speech from the

Throne, the government manages to work

itself up to the pitch of enthusiasm. In one

paragraph an admiring people is invited to

" recognize the importance of the work which

you (the House) have done," as if they had
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modelled a constitution or laid the founda-

tions of an empire. Then His Excellency

reminds them that " short as the session has

been, it has been exceedingly fruitful in im-

portant, and I trust beneficial, legislation,"

embracing " a wide range of subjects." To
an impartial on-looker this extravagance of

eulogy appears singularly out of place.

Hyperbole is a figure of speech which should

not appear in official utterances, for it tends to

shake public confidence in the veracity of

their rulers. It is quite true that the range

of subjects has been wide ; but on the other

hand, the treatment of them has wanted

depth and fulness. What has been gained

in two of the three dimensions, has been

gained at the expense of the third. It is

true that, in perhaps the longest paragraph

which ever appeared in a speech from the

Throne, petty amendments to the law are

enumerated as though they were master-

pieces of legislative skill. A wider surface

however, does not indicate an increase in

value, so much as poverty and thinness ; and

if the work of the session can be regarded in

any sense as golden, it is only in the capacity

for being hammered out to an almost illimi-

table extent. It is no reproach to Mr. Mowat
that more has not been done, indeed it is to

the credit of his industry that he has done

so much ; but there is no need of calling at-

tention to the poverty of results by mis-

placed eulogy.

That any measure introduced by the Gov-

ernment to change the representation would

meet with the approval of the Opposition

was antecedently improbable. That the

imputation of sinister aims should be made,

was a foregone conclusion. There would

be an end to our inestimable system of party

government if it were once admitted that

any good could come out of the Ministerial

Nazareth. Let the principle of honesty and

the rule of conscience be permitted to super-

sede the ethics of party, and what is to

become of the British Constitution ? It is

nece.s.sary, nay, it is a positive duty, to

cleave to our party, right or wrong. Its

views may conflict with our intellect, its

course on one or more points may be

dubious on the score of morality, but it is

the infallible authority in all matters not con-

cerning faith and morals, and with these

politics are not concerned. That some recti-

fication of the constituencies was needed, we

think will be generally conceded, unless we

are prepared to refuse adequate representa-

tion to the more populous of the counties.

To effect this, an increase in the number

of members was a necessit)', because

to take eight members from existing f
constituencies would have been practically

impossible. The storm excited by the dis-

franchisement of Niagara may serve to give

some faint idea of the whirlwind of indigna-

tion any such proposal would have raised.

The only question remaining was the prin-

ciple to be followed in the distribution. We
agree, in the main, with the Premier, that

any claim the cities may have to increased

representation should be postponed to the

manifest rights of the counties. This posi-

tion is peculiarly correct so far as regards

Toronto, which is represented actually,

though not nominally, by more than its fair

share of members. Perhaps the same may

be said of Ottawa and Hamilton, although

with far less force, and we are inclined to

think that their title to consideration was

not fully weighed ; in fact it was scarcely

mentioned, if at all.

To the scheme as it originally stood there

could be no objection, if we except the

grouping of Townships in the County' of

Grey. We cannot help thinking that more

respect ought to have been shown to the

authorized exponents of public opinion in

the County. If Cornwall was spared, not

on account of any regular expression of its

wishes, but because of a presumed public

opinion informally gathered, why should the

representations of the County and Township

Councils of Grey have been disrt-g.irdcd ?

Why were the Townships of Holland and
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St. Vincent, in spite of the protests of their

Municipal Councils and of the County

Council, placed where they did not want to

be ? As a mere matter of arrangement it

can have made no difference to Mr. Mowat

in which Riding these Townships were

placed. Why then should he have persisted

in reversing their position, and placing each

where the other desired to be ? If public

opinion in Cornwall—probably a delicate

euphemism for the personal pressure of the

sitting member—stayed the Premier's hand?

it ought certainly to have had superior weight

in the case of Grey. Is it possible that in

the distinction there lurks a motive which

does not appear upon the surface, and that

the ghoul of party demanded a departure

from the line of impartial justice? Why,

again, was the original scheme of grouping

Townships with Niagara abandoned ? There

were many reasons, which will readily occur

to the student of Canadian history, why the

old town should have kept its place in the

roll of constituencies, even if its electorate

had been swamped by that of the adjacent

Townships. If Cornwall was preserved be-

cause one righteous man was found to press its

claims, why should popular opinion count

for nothing in Niagara? The excuse that

the Premier could find no constituency in

the East to which the member taken from

Cornwall could be given, is an unsatisfactory

one. It is surely not laid down, as a fixed

principle of public policy, that because a re-

presentative now sits for Cornwall, one shall

sit for it, like Theseus, eternally. If the east

loses in the race, the west should be the

gainer, unless we intend to perpetuate the

wretched localism which caused nearly all our

political difficulties from 185 1 to 1867. In

Mr. Mowat's personal integrity and honesty

of purpose we have unshaken confidence, but

we have none at all in the existing system

of party government, and the thought

forces itself upon supporters of the Gov-

ernment— it requires no forcing on its

opponents—that Cornwall was spared to

save a party member, and Niagara sacri-

ficed to remove an opponent The Globe

makes great professions of a desire to see a

strong and effective Opposition. We are

told that party government is not complete

without it. Hobbes has been improved

upon. He declared war to be the natural

element of primitive man
;
party declares it

to be the normal state of the politician at

the noon-tide of civilization. If this theory

be correct, we are in sore need of an Oppo-

sition in Ontario. Anything less edifying

than the spectacle presented by the loose

organization scattered about in the benches

to the Speaker's left, it would not be easy to

imagine. There are men of respectable

talent on that side, but they are for the most

part mute images of despair. As represented

in debate, the Opposition appears to be a

fortuitous concourse of atoms, without con-

certed aim, without defined principles, with-

out eloquence, without skill—legislative in-

capables wandering half-possessed among the

tombs in the grave-yard of their party. But

if we must have a good Opposition, the way

to it does not lie in the direction taken by

the Government party. There is something

like hypocrisy, therefore, in their affected

anxiety in this matter. If not, why cut the

ground from under the feet of one opponent

by disfranchising Niagara, and send the

Treasurer to defeat, if possible, another?

For it must not be forgotten that these

two gentlemen have had the advantage of

official experience, and are among the most

respectable members of their party.

There is no necessity of referring to other

measures, for measures have not been the

prominent feature of the Session. Le roi

s'amiisait—the House was diverting itself

with the clumsy gambolling of Investigation

Committees. The Model Farm Inquiry is

not a savoury subject, although to some

people it would appear to have been so. We
have not a high opinion of the Commis

sioner of Agriculture as an administrator,

but it is impossible not to feel some sympa-
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thy with him as far as regards one aspect of

this investigation. To this, as it concerns a

lady, we do not care particularly to allude,

except to say that the charge with which her

name was coupled, appears to have been mis-

construed—whether purposely or not we do

not pretend to affirm—in such a way as to give

an opportunity to those seeking it, of airing

a good deal of virtuous indignation. There

were other women whose names were ban-

died about with greater nonchalance, and it

is a pity that some of the indignation could

not have been spared for them. There were

also stories ofboyscominghomedrunk at three

in the morning—in short, a picture of disor-

ganization and want of discipline which

forms a painful phase in the history of that

most luckless of government institutions.

The Committee had not time to pursue the

matter to the end ; still we might express the

hope that we had heard the last of it, if we
did not feel too clear a presentiment that,

during the next fortnight, it will play a con-

spicuous part in election harangues.

Little need be said of the Rykert investi-

gation. On the facts all are agreed, and
there is no need to enlarge upon them. A
curious doctrine, however was propounded

by the minority of the Committee, to which

we at once demur. If a legislator is to be

acquitted of corruption because he receives

his fee as a post facto gratuity, instead of

haggling for it in advance, the evil will never

be checked. Unless we propose Washington
and Albany as our exemplars, the mischief

must be extirpated root and branch. In

order to do so, not only must the recei)tion of

any fee or reward by any member for legis-

lative services be punishable, but partners of

members must be forbidden to lobby on be-

half of private bills. It is absurd to jjrohibit

the former and permit the latter. Any
attorney who hap|)ens to be an M. P. or an
.Ml'. P., may continue to drive a thriving

business under rover of a partner—a business

quite as subversive of public morality, as if it

were avowedly conducted by himself. Wc

would go further, and forbid members of the

local legislatures managing parliamentary

business at Ottawa, and vice versa. This

practice may be lucrative, but it does mis-

chief of a kind peculiar to.i^self. Finally, if it

were possible—and we hope that it will be

some day—we would prohibit lobbying

altogether, and make the mere fact of ap-

proaching a member to solicit his vote for a

particular Bill, punishable. It is constantly

the case that members are button-holed,

teazed, cajoled or, perhaps, coerced into

promising support without any knowledge of

the facts, and with obvious detriment to the

interests of the public. The House did well

in not pursuing this particular case to extrem-

ities. It would have been unwise to make a

scapegoat of the member for Lincoln. The

probability is that he acted, as he often does,

unthinkingly ; ;md, perhaps, if the House

possesses a collective, or perhaps we should

say an "historical conscience," there may

have been other reasons at which we do not

care to hint. Ignorance, however, can no

longer be pleaded, and if a similar case

occur it should be treated with merciless

rigour.

The Ontario Gazette announces that the

nominations are to take place on the nth

instant, and the voting, should a poll be de-

manded, on the 1 8th. This will be the first

general election held by ballot in Ontario
;

and, under ordinary circumstances, the pro-

bable effect of secret voting on the relative

jiosition of parties might be made the sub-

ject of speculation. The result of the ex-

periment in England seemed to indicate that

the ballot was essentially a disintegrating

agent, and had a direct and powerfxil ten-

dency to defeat organization and to loosen

party ties by concealing breaches of party

obligation. That secret voting favours in-

dividual, rather than collective, action, there

can be no doubt. Those who are disposed

to think for themselves and to exercise their

electoral rights according to their own judg-

ment may do so without fear of incurring
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the reproach of inconsistency, or, what is a

more flagrant offence in some men's eyes,

treason to party. Moral courage, as it is

called, is not so ordinary an endowment of

every-day human nature as many people

suppose. Time and again we have met with

Reformers and Conservatives who have ex-

pressed the strongest dislike for the candi-

date put forth in the interests of their

party. At first, they protest that nothing

shall induce them to cast a vote against their

deliberate judgment : they will support the

candidate on the other side. Then the

party organ thunders : they begin to waver,

and will not vote at all. Finally comes the

whipper-in, who has correctly guaged their

capacity for independence, and the end is

that the party must be supported at all

hazards ; so they deliberately vote for the

man they have declared to be unworthy of

election. Every one can recall scores of

similar instances of instability and faint-

heartedness. These weak brethren will, of

course, have protection under the ballot, if

they choose to avail themselves of it. But

is this an unmixed good ? It would seem

not : the men who have thus freed them-

selves from an oppressive yoke are not likely

to stand with credit the questions that are

sure to be put by the zealots of their party.

It is, of course, easier to avow an act after

it is done and cannot be undone than be-

fore, and if they could escape the ordeal of

a previous canvas and avoid making pro-

mises, all might be well with those who pos-

sess ex post facto courage. Party agents,

however, are not easily gulled, and the re-

sult, we fear, would be that, in nine cases

out of ten, the feeble-kneed would take re-

fuge in prevarication, if not in downright

falsehood. Moreover, secret voting opens

the door to the indulgence of personal

pique, and of whimsical fancies, prejudices,

and antipathies of all sorts. It also gives an

advantage to that non-committal class " who
never pledge themselves to any one." With

open voting this herd of political Gallios

may usually be worked into line ; but under

the ballot they may, if they choose, fly off at

a tangent. There are those, too, who are

always ready for change of any sort, and yet

can give no reason for their desire. With

secret voting they can indulge their idiosyn-

cracy with " no questions asked." We are

not arguing against the system of voting by

ballot, because the time for argument on

that subject has gone by, but merely point-

ing out some of the elements of uncertainty

it is sure, sooner or later, to introduce.

The Conservative reaction in England,

because it found expression through the

ballot on its first general application,seems

to have raised a hope in the Opposition

here. It would not be difficult to show a

want of analogy between the cases. It is

not necessary to do so, however, because

the results of the bye or casual elections for

the Dominion Parliament must have con-

vinced every one that no sweeping change in

the position of parties can be hoped for, if

reliance is to be placed on the ballot alone.

In England the reaction would unquestion-

ably have taken place, ballot or no ballot
;

here there is no sign of a general revulsion

of feeling.

We take it, then, that the relative position

of the two parties in the new House will be

much the same as in the old. The Opposi-

tion may, and probably will, gain a few ac-

cessions to its members ; for governments,

as a rule, seldom maintain all the ground

they conquered at the outset. Mr. Mowat's

ministry may be an exception to the general

rule, for there isj nothing less certain than

the aura popularis \ but we are inclined, on

the whole, to predict a slight gain to the

Opposition. For the sake of both parties,

and still more for the sake of the country,

we earnestly hope that it may not prove to

be merely a numerical one. There can be

little doubt that the Government will be sus-

tained, and we see no reason why any one

should wish it to be otherwise. Its persotmel

might be improved, it is true, and some
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blunders have been committed which we

trust it will not repeat ; but, after all, we

might go further and fare worse. The

love of change for the sake of change is a

symptom of fever and not of health, and

even were the electorate afflicted with the

malady, it is difficult to see which way it

could turn for relief. The Opposition lead-

ers are not yet skilled in the duties they

have on hand, and it would be a pity, or ra-

ther a gross injustice, to put a premature

stop to their education. They are yet in

the early stages of their apprenticeship, and

tliey must get a long way in advance of the

chromo and canoe-couch stage of progress

before they can be entrusted, as a body,

with the administration of affairs. The Pub-

lic Works Department is fair game for

them, and the Finances may be so manipu-

lated as to puzzle the public, who care very

little about figures, and wnll not take the

trouble to examine them. Figures are

useful for the purpose of mystification, as

any one who has hurled a shower of the ten

digits at his opponent is awareand this Arabic

warfare with the numerals may be service-

able to them, and is sure to worry Mr.

Crooks.

There is, however, another aspect of the

approaching elections, and it is not a party

one. While Confederation was under dis-

cussion, some of its opponents prognosti-

cated that the local legislature would be

merely a sort of magnified County Council,

aping legislative forms, but otherwise re-

markable for nothing but feebleness and

mediocrity. If we may judge by recent ex-

perience, these prophets ought to liumhlc

themselves before ever}' municipal body in

Ontario— the comparison is so obviously

unjust. In the County Councils there are no

parties ; in the Legislature there arc two

—

which accounts for the difference between

them. The House is divided into Govern-

ment and Opjjosition, Reform and Conser-

vative. They are both parties of purity

—

the old, original one : the new, eager, and

captious one. Under one or other of these

names they are now appealing to the people,

and yet, though they were put to the torture,

neither could indicate the slightest point of

difference between them. They are both

pure, both enlightened, both progressive,

both enterprising, and both economical

;

but each is prepared to deny that the other

possesses any of these estimable quali-

ties. Neither of them has any distinctive

policy—not a shred of principle it can claim

as peculiarly its own. When they change

sides, they change clothes, and both are as

well fitted by the new suits as they were by

the old. The actors exchange parts, but

the play—whether tragedy, comedy, farce

or burlesque—is the same. It is the old

children's game of French and English over

again, in which each party insists on enjoy-

ing occasionally the advantage of serving

the country and receiving its pay. If a man
whose abilities or eloquence would be of

special service to his country, crosses the

House, those he has left set upon him.

Why? Because he has deserted his part}-,

and the welfare of his party is of more im-

portance than the welfare of his countr}-.

Therefore he is a traitor, and the govern-

ment he has joined receives the terrible

name of Coalition. We do not care to fill

in the outlines of the picture ; but if any

one desires to learn what party government

is, when parties have no raison (fetrc, let

him study the debates of the last two ses-

sions of the Ontario Parliament. The sub-

ject is not an attractive one, and we shall

dwell on it no longer. ^Vhat we desire to

ask the people of Ontario is this—shall this

state of things continue ? The remedy is

in their own hands. They have the power

to shake loose the fetters of party ; the

power of choosing representatives of ability,

of enlarged views, of sterling character, and

of honourable and manly instincts, no matter

by what political name they may be called.

We are prepared to submit, for the present,

to the party system aslan evil which must be
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borne, but may also be mitigated. Drastic

remedies in politics sometimes do more

harm than good ; therefore let us try palli-

atives first. If we cannot break asunder

the bonds of party, we may at least give the

captive more ease and greater freedom

—

or rather he can obtain them both for him-

self. To perpetuate the present system of

legislation will be to cast reproach upon the

country, without whose sanction and ap-

proval it cannot survive 'the approaching

contest Mr. Lowe has said that "as the

polypus takes its colour from the rock to

which it affixes itself, so do the members of

the House take their character from the

constituencies." The electors of Ontario

will soon have an opportunity of showing

of what stuff they are made.

Ontario is not the only member of the

Confederacy in which party warfare has

reached the' lowest ebb. In Nova Scotia,

the general elections have terminated in

favour of the Government, by an over-

whelming majority. The cry of corruption

there, as elsewhere, seems to have had no

small share in the result. The prevailing

policy, indeed the only one apparently, ap-

pears to be that which was the boast of the

late Sir Allan McNab—Railways. The

party inculpated in this case is the Opposi-

tion : the charge, corruption in letting con-

tracts for Intercolonial Railway hardware.

The want of distinctive party tenets on this

occasion is accounted for in a somewhat

singular way. The present Provincial Secre-

tary was, until recently, a member of the

Opposition, and had, of course, as members

of every Opposition are bound to do, resist-

ed every measure proposed from the Trea-

sury' Benches. The result is that he will

not give his sanction to the old ministerial

programme, and his colleagues are not pre-

pared to adopt a new one. The political

education of the Nova Scotians must

have been neglected. The " Constitu-

tional " practice at this distressing juncture

would be either to draw a sponge over the

slate, or, better still, to go on where the old

regime left off, and say nothing more about

it. Apologetics in public life are dangerous

ground, and the public memory is prover-

bially feeble.

The result of the Dominion elections, thus

far, has been to re-elect the rejected mem-

bers, with the single exception of IMr. Stuart,

of South Norfolk, who has been defeated

by Mr. Wallace. In one or two of these

cases, the guilty knowledge of bribery by

the successful candidate was morally certain.

The judges appear to have taken a charitable

view, because they did not deem it judicious

to pronounce the extreme penalty of dis-

qualification. They were no doubt justified

in so doing ; but that excuse will not serve

on behalf of the electors who have returned

the men who should have been rejected with

scorn, when theyhad the effrontery to present

themselves again before their dishonoured

constituencies. The course taken by the

electorate in these instances is dishearten-

ing in the extreme. What hope can there

be that the most stringent law will effectually

stem the tide of corruption, if the people

treat the crime of bribery as a venial offence?

It would even seem that some of them re-

gard the expenditure of large sums of money

in this way as a claim upon their support at

a subsequent election. To bribe a consti-

tuency is to have a lien upon it, and the

larger the sum expended, the more valuable

should the security be—the larger the

second majority. One of the most reckless

of these corrupters has as good as told his

constituency so. It is not yet certain whe-

ther the penalty of disqualification is or is

not incurred, where no personal bribery is

proved. That point will be decided by the

Judges on the i6th instant. At present,

therefore, we shall only urge that if it should

appear that the unseated member is eligible

for re-election in such a case, some altera-

tion of the law is imperatively required.

There is always a tacit understanding, which
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sometimes takes the form of a broad hint,

that the candidate is not to know anything

of money expenditure. Everybody knows

that who has had any experience in elec-

tioneering mechanics. Now a man who puts

into the hands of his committee tens of

thousands of dollars, or permits them to

draw on him to that extent, cannot but

know in what channels his wealth is flow-

ing. Notwithstanding this, he may appear

in the witness-box and swear that he knew

nothing of the bribery committed by his

agents—swear it with unruffled countenance,

and with no risk of incurring the legal pen-

alties attaching to perjury. We say legal,

for morality may be left out of the reckoning

here. What, we should like to ask, is the
\

use of a law through which the merest tyro

in the art may drive a coach and six?

It is, of course, difficult to pronounce with

confidence upon a decision for which no

adequate reasons are assigned ; but the

absence of such reasons affords a presump-

tion at least that the decision is indefensible.

The refusal of the Clerk of the Crown in

Chancery to permit a scrutiny of the balJot-

jjapers used in the recent Montreal election,

is a case in point. At the last general elec-

tion, Mr. Frederick Mackenzie was returned

for the constituency by a majority of nearly

four hundred. He was unseated for bribery

by his agents, presented himself for reelec-

tion, and was returned by a majority of five

or six. The corruption at the first election

was of the most unblushing character. Many
thousands (i^ dollars were sjjent, the major

])art being the moneys of Mr. Mackenzie's

firm. Of course, it is among the possibili-

ties that the candidate was not cognizant of

the bribery. As we have already remarked, it

would have been contrary to established

usage if he had ; at any rate, as the Judge

absolved him, wc have nothing to say up

on that head, 'ihe diminished majority,

which came within a little of being trans-

muted into a minority, may be variously ac-

counted for. Either the cle( tors were de-

termined to express their views on bribery,

as honest men should do, or they were

offended because their palms were not re-

greased, as rogues will be. An additional

cause, however, of another sort, may be

traced in the recognized ability and general

popularity of the Opposition candidate, Mr.

Thomas White. It was not likely that the

defeated candidate would rest content with

the announcement of the bare numbers by

the returning officer, who was presumably

a friend of the Government. By Act of

Parliament, a scrutiny of the ballot-papers is

permitted under certain circumstances, and,

in this case, Judge Beaudry, and subse-

quently Judge Berthelot, decided that Mr.

White was entitled to such a scrutiny.

Armed with the judicial order, Mr. White

and his counsel repaired to Ottawa and

presented it to Mr. Pope, the Clerk of

the Crown. This gentleman, after con-

sulting M. Fournier, the Minister of Jus

tice, refused to obey the order and permit

the scrutiny. We have no hesitation in

stigmatizing this as an outrageous exercise

of arbitrary power, for which no adequate

defence, or even excuse, can be offered. If

a safe-guard provided by law against fraud be

taken away because it might make for an

opponent, we are on the high-road to the re-

publican achievement of ballot-box stuffing.

It has been stated by " those who know,"

that Mr. White would be found entitled to

the seat on a scrutiny. This may or may

not be so, and is, after all, nothing to the

purpose. Mr. White is wronged as a candi-

date when a right, to which he has a legal

claim, is denied him ; and the constituency

is wronged because, for years to come, it

may be misrepresented by a candidate

elected by the minority. It would be

curious to learn from M. Fournier what

advice he would liave given had Mr. White

been elected by a majority of half a dozen,

and Mr. Mackenzie had sought a scniiiny

from Mr. Pope. We presume that the Minis-

ter of Justice is ()uite safe in disregarding
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the order of the Quebec bench, Ottawa

being in Ontario ; if that be so, it is high

time we had a Dominion Court which could

compel obedience to its orders. Whether

this unjustifiable violation of the spirit of

the law, as well as its letter, will place an

estoppel upon any attempt at investigation,

we are not advised. At any rate, M. Four-

nier has done his best to prevent it. He has

raised a doubt whether, after all, we shall

reap all the benefit from the ballot its ad-

vocates promised us. It may turn out in

the end that it has closed the door to one

class of evils to let another in by the win-

dow.

President Grant's annual Message calls

for no special remark. It is of the conven-

tional length and more than the conven-

tional wordiness and clumsiness of expres-

sion. There is no mention of the Canadian

Reciprocity Treaty, because it had been

previously sent down to the Senate with a

special message. The only subject on which

the pubhc were anxious to hear the Presi-

dent's views was that of the currency. It

might have been thought that he had ex-

pressed himself with sufficient clearness in

the Veto Message. But he has vacillated

as often as the champions of inflation and

contraction alternately gained his ear. All

through he has been a nose of wax, which,

twisted about from time to time, now ap-

pears to have been frozen into permanent

shape and direction. Some change in his

views was expected on this occasion, in con-

sequence of his chagrin at the November

defeat. A week or two after the result was

known, a semi-official announcement was

made in New York that there seemed to be

no reason why the Republican party should

trouble itself any longer about " hard

money." It is not unlikely that General

Grant, in the first outburst of vexation, may
have resolved to prepare a deluge for his

successor. If so, the idea was abandoned,

for the Message is clear and sound in its

advocacy of an early return to specie pay-

ments.

It seems strange to British eyes to see the

name of General Butler occupying its usual

prominence in Congressional proceedings,

notwithstanding his recent defeat in Massa-

chusetts. The motive which prompted

American statesmen to keep a House of

Representatives alive after it had been slain,

if we may speak Hibernice, was a conserva-

tive one. It was anticipated that the fre-

quent recurrence of popular elections might

be productive of mischievous results. The

broader the basis of the electorate, the more

liable it is to sudden fluctuations of opinion

—the more sensitive to transient impres-

sions. In order to guard, as far as possible,

against the hasty and ill-considered legisla-

tion which might be expected from a new

Congress, deliberating under the pressure of

the moment, the existing plan was adopted.

The theory appears to have been that the

plans of an expiring House would be modi-

fied by the verdict of the people, and that

there would be time for a new one to await

the sober afterthought of the electorate be-

fore committing themselves to action. On
the other hand, this conservative device is

itself the parent of another, and perhaps a

more serious, mischief. Under our Parlia-

mentary system, the last Session of the

House is always passed in courting

popular favour ; in Washington the repre-

sentatives can afford to disregard it. The

consequence is that the last end of every

Congress is worse than the first. Every

one—the defeated members especially—is

absorbed in " feathering his nest," and cor-

ruption reigns unchecked. The November

elections have had their effect upon Con-

gress— that is, upon its public policy. The

Civil Rights Bill has been introduced by

General Butler, but so shorn of the ofien-

sive provisions Mr. Sumner would have

deemed essential, that it is doubtful if it

will encounter any serious opposition from

the South. The disgraceful scenes at Vicks-
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burg and the school troubles at New Or-

leans suggest additional motives for a re-

consideration of the Federal plan of dra-

gooning the Southern people into obedience,

and ruling them by means of carpet-baggers

and " scalawags."

American patience has at length been re-

warded \ they have a real king ^among
ihem. Princes they have entertained before,

and they have also received the visits of

claimants and monarchs retired from busi-

ness. In the person of Kalakaua, they

have the genuine article—a king regnant.

His Majesty of the Sandwich Islands must

have a constitution of iron, for he has had

much to try it. A royal progress from San

Francisco to New York, by way of Chicago

and Washington, must be a terrible draft on

health, strength and temper. When the

King^'s journey was first talked of, American

humourists, in their peculiar vein, chose to

mistake his name, and grew facetious over

the prospect of a visit from King Calico. It

is surprising that the funny people did not

introduce the King of Ashanti by way of

contrast. To associate together the names
of Calico and Coffee would have been a

triumph of humour, which might have been
' onsiderably enhanced by dubbing them

' dry goods " and "groceries ' respectively.

As the monarch approached Chicago his

orrect designation was discovered, and tliat

iiere might be no mistake, the newspapers

ondescended to be orthoepical. At Wash-
ington a cjuestion of etiquette arose : How
ought a real king to be received, and wiio

ought to receive him? Of course it would
l)e inho.spitable to do too little, and undigni-

fied to do too much, (icncral (Jrant at-

'mi)ted thcT'w ;//ft//^/, and failed to satisfy

uiybody, csjjecially Yellowplush of the Nno
York Ileraid. Fred. Grant, the hero of the

(-hic^ago nuptials, was dejjuted to meet
Kalakaua, his august father remaining at

home. This, it appears, was all wrong.

Monarch should meet monarch, and lake

the earliest opportunity of rushing into h;>

arms. Queen Victoria, on account of her

sex, is a privileged sovereign, and when she

sends His Royal Highness to the Charing

Cross Station as her representative, it must

be remembered that he is the heir apparent.

Now Grant, Jr., is nothing of the son,

unless his father designs a coup d'etat; thus

a gross affront was ignorantly passed upon

Kalakaua. The personal appearance and

attire of the King seem to have disappointed

some of his visitors. The crown, the sceptre

and the royal robes were wanting ; there

was nothing but a monarch in undress, and

who could be expected to pay homage to

him ? Some Fifth-avenue belle might have

made love to him, if the proper surroundings

had been there. The legend of Captain

Smith and Pocahontas has been demolished,

but it might have been realized mutatis

mutandis, had the fates been propitious. It

would have been so " nice" to act Parthetua

to a monarch's Ingomar. A spice of savagery-,

though not of the Colonel Jack or Red
Cloud kind, would have been treasure-trove

for the ennuyes, for it would have given

full play to what a strong-minded female

calls " the melting grace of gushing woman-
hood." If any such hopes were entertained

they were doomed to disappointment ; for

what is one to do with a king who is not a

savage, who speaks excellent English, and

appears in regulation evening dress ? It is

a mistake to suppose that American gene-

rosity to strangers is all Hunkeyism ; it is a

national virtue of the heart, and in daily

exercise all over the land. It is one of the

most pleasing of .American characteristics,

but on State occasions too demonstra-

tive, and sometimes in singularly bad taste.

When the New York Board of Aldermen

treated King Kalakaua to the li/aik Crook

on Cliristmas eve, and luinied him off to the

Episcopal Church on Christmas morning,

we cannot helj) suggesting that Christianity

and the can-tan were brought into bewilder-

ing proximity. It is stated thai the King is
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to be the guest of the Governor-General for

a day or two, and he will, no doubt, be gra-

ciously received. We hope that, in the

quiet and unobtrusive hospitalities of Rideau

Hall, he may find the repose of which he

must be sorely in need.

Mr. Gladstone may congratulate himself

on having made what managers call " the

most successful hit of the season "—or more

correctly, out of the season. A little brochure,

not half the size of an ordinary review article,

has put life into what promised to be the

dreariest of Parliamentary vacations. There

seems no prospect that the controversy it

has excited will come to a speedy end.

The weapon came at a white heat from the

hands of the artificer, but the first glow

was beginning to disappear in a dusky red-

ness, when the Roman Catholic bishops

eagerly plied the bellows, brandished the

ecclesiastical hammer, and scattered metallic

sparks on all around. Nor is the work yet

done ; for we have counted at least a dozen

counterblasts just published or to come. Of

these Dr. Newman's will be looked forward

to with the greatest interest. It will be re-

membered by the readers o{\}^& Expostulation

that Mr. Gladstone quoted a sentence from

a letter written by Dr. Newman, to Bishop

Ullathome before the proclamation of the in-

fallibility dogma :—" Why should an aggres-

sive and insolent faction be allowed to make

the heart of the just sad whom the Lord

hath not made sorrowful ? " The explanation

rendered necessary by the triumph of the

'' insolent faction, " and Dr. Newman's

enforced submission, will be attentively

examined. Of the Episcopal strictures on

the pamphlet, that of Bishop Cliflford,

of Clinton, is much the most satisfac-

tory. His pastoral is not denunciatory,

nor is it evasive. Taking up the

gravamen of Mr. Gladstone's indictment, it

meets it fairly and ingenuously. It is said

that the Bishop was originally an opponent

of the new dogma at the Council—a state-

ment we can well believe, for he is certainly

far from satisfied with it even now. His

first step is an appeal to English history

since 1829 ; his second an attempt to define

the limits of the Papal infallibility in the

sphere of morals. Dr. Chfiford did well to

remind his opponents of the loyal service

rendered to the Crown by Catholics, and

especially English Catholics ; not that any

serious imputation has been cast upon their

fidelity, but because it is apt to be lost sight

of in discussing the Syllabus and the Decree.

He concludes his remarks on this head with

some warmth of expression :
—" Nobody,

then, has the right to put Catholics on their

trial, and say that they should be considered

guilty of a want of loyalty, unless they can

prove themselves innocent of the charge.

We say we are loyal, and we claim the right

to be taken at our word." That is all very

well as a statement of the Catholic disposi-

tion, but it does not cover the entire ground.

Mr. Gladstone did not impugn the loyalty

of the Roman Catholics of England ; on the

contrary, he took it for granted. To have

done otherwise would render unmeaning

an " Expostulation " addressed directly to

them. The question submitted was this :

—

Hitherto Catholics have been faithful to a

" perfect and undivided allegiance " to the

sovereign ; could they be so in future,

should a conflict arise between the Queen

and the Pope ? There was no reference to

the past, or even to the present, but only to

possible dangers in the future. Dr. Clifford,

however, goes further. He asserts that the

Pope has no power to " ignore or transgress

boundaries already fixed between the tem-

poral and spiritual powers, and so interfere

with the allegiance of Roman Catholics ;

"

and that " if the Pope were so to abuse his

power as to seek to interfere in that which

undoubtedly belongs to the civil authority.

Catholics would resist it." These are brave

words, and they would at once settle the ques-

tion, if they could be reconciled with Dr.

Manning's utterances on the Encyclical and
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Syllabus of 1864. A letter in Macmillan

has attracted much attention in the English

papers. By jjublishing the celcl)rated bull

of Boniface VIII., Unam Sanctam, almost

in full, the writer shows that Dr. Manning

has given an incorrect impression of its

meaning. He further proves that the dogma

of infallibility was condemned in advance by

two General Councils, those of Constance

and Basle—thedecrees beingconfirmed by no

less than three Popes, Martin V., Eugene IV.,

and Pius II. The question then arises :

—

If, as Dr. Manning pronounces, Lord Acton

and his recalcitrant friends " have ipso facto

ceased to be Catholics " because they reject

a dogma " promulgated " merely in a Coun-

cil whose claim to the title of OEcumenical

is, to say the least of it, doubtful, has not

the Archbishop himself ceased to be a

Catholic, since, by accepting the dogma, he

has transgressed the canons of two infallible

Councils as confirmed by three infallible

Popes ?

There is a political aspect to this contro-

versy, of another kind. Mr. Gladstone's

Irish legislation was prompted by a strong

and overpowering sense of justice. It is

not even supposable that a calculation of its

consequences to Government or party ever

found a place in his thoughts. At any rate,

if any one should insist that he counted the

cost, it is quite certain that his political arith-

metic must have been at fault. He offended

the bulk of his English supporters. Noncon-

formists and " Evangelical," and thus ex-

jiosed a breach in his defences, of which the

Opposition were not slow to take advantage.

The " religious " world has always looked

with suspicion upon Mr. Gladstone's sacer.

dotal i^roclivities— it has not always turned

an unwilling ear to rumours of an inclination

Romcward.s, absurd as they obviously were.

The appearance of the ]iami>hlet has evoked

some of the old enthusiasm amongst the

rank and file of the Liberal party. Mr.

Reed, M. P. for the Pembroke district, was

the exponent of this feeling at Tenby, where

he expressed his " delight that this modern

Saul is, so to speak, leaving his father's asses,

and has pleased all honest Protestants by

his late denunciations of the Vatican." This

joy over the returning prodigal Is evidently

grounded on the expectation that the ex-

Premier's protest against Ultramontanism

will be followed by a radical change in his

public policy. The Home Rulers apjjear to

entertain a similar notion, which is (juite suf-

ficient to account for the anger and chagrin

manifest in their criticism of the pamphlet.

We believe that both parties are egregiously

mistaken. There is nothing in Mr. Gladstone's

public career to sanction the idea that he

is prepared to recede from ground he has

once occupied. He has travelled far from

his original stand-point, but it has always

been in a straight line and in a forward

direction. There has never been an ebb

and flow in the ex-Premier's political pro-

gress, and it is not probable, at this late

date, that he will alternate between high and

low water-mark. That the imaginary return

to " sound" Protestantism will tend to con-

solidate the scattered divisions of English

Liberalism is probable enough. The popu-

lar memory is proverbially short, as the

ready forgetfulness of Mr. Gladstone's atti-

tude towards the Public Worship Act may

serve to show. It is as certain as any vati-

cination can be, which is founded on con-

clusions we draw regarding the character

and dispositions of a fellow-man, that the

return of the ex-Premier to office would be

immediately followed by a new Irish Univer-

sity Bill, it may be more liberal than that on

which he made shipwreck. There is another

question on which a large section of his party

desire their leader to speak in plain and un-

ecjuivocal terms—the r|uestion of the Na-

tional Church. Wli ether he is yet ready to ad.

vocale the policy of dis-establishmeiu no one

is in a position to say; that he will ultimately

be found to favour, and perhaps effect it, is

more than probable. At the .same time it

is not equally certain that he will, within the
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presumable limits of his active leadership,

yield to demands for disendowment. On
the other hand, the Liberation Society, and

such independent Liberals as Prof Fawcett,

refuse to accept the one measure unless it

be accompanied by the other. The result

will be that the enemies of the State Church

must either consent to postpone the con-

sideration of the subject, or place the party

in a state of chronic division. On one point

all Liberals are agreed, and that is the in"

dispensable necessity of retaining Mr. Glad-

stone in the leadership at all hazards. It is

in fact Hobson's choice with them \ they

may fret and grumble and even threaten re-

bellion, but they will find themselves com'

pelled to keep step with him, no matter

what their dislike for the slowness of his pace.

Sir Stafford Northcote's announcement

that Mr. Disraeli is recovering from his in-

disposition, and will be able to appear

in Parliament at the opening of the session.

Apart from the exigencies of the time, the

Premier's disappearance from the scene

would have created a serious gap in the

ranks. The hierophant of the Asian mys-

teries has been the butt of satire and ridi-

cule, not altogether undeserved ; but his

death or retirement from public life at the

present juncture would cause profound re-

gret, even if it were not viewed as a national

calamity. The announcement that Mr.

Disraeli's complication of maladies had

taken a serious turn spread consternation in

both political camps. For the Conservative

majority, the loss of the party educator

would have disclosed a dreary prospect.

The Marquis of Salisbury and Lord Derby

were the only men to be named in connec-

tion with the leadership. The one, possess-

sing, it is true, a noble name and splendid

abilities, but incurably fossil ; the other,

plodding, timid, cautious and hesitating.

The former enjoys the entire confidence of

the people in Indian affairs, and the latter

took an unexpectedly firm stand against the

blandishments of Russia at the Brussels

Conference ; but as leaders of the party,

with the Disraelian goad withdrawn, the

case would soon be hopeless. As for the

House of Commons, what would it be with

Sir S. Northcote or Mr. Gathorne Hardy in

the seat of Mr. Disraeli ? On the Opposi-

tion side there is nothing but division. The
great Liberal party is split up into petty

sections, working at cross purposes, and
having no policy in common. Loss of office

has not yet had its normal effect of consoli-

dation, and for the present they agree in

nothing except their satisfaction that they

have plenty of time to reorganize their

" demoralized " forces.

Canadian election-agents and candidates

who desire to bribe without knowing any-

thing about it, may learn something to their

advantage by perusing the evidence taken at

the latest election trial at Stroud. We say the

latest, because it is by no means the first, and
is not hkely to be the last. A few weeks
before Mr. Gladstone took it into his head

to dissolve the House, a Mr. Dorrington,

Conservative, was elected to fill a seat rend-

ered vacant by death. At the general elec-

tion, two Liberals were returned, but they

were unseated on petition, and Mr. Dorring-

ton, with one Liberal, took their places. It

was now the turn of the Liberals to petition,

and they succeeded in getting the doubly

unfortunate Conservative ejected. Mr. H.
Brand, a Liberal, then gained the seat, and

now he has been ousted for the usual offence

—bribery by agents. They have a peculiar

way of managing matters in Stroud, which

shows a great advance in the arts of civilized

life. Mr. Brand certainly knew nothing of

the bribery, and the ingenuity of his agents

was tasked to keep their own skirts clear.

Had they succeeded—and they came within

a little of success—the seat would have been

retained, for, in their own proper persons,

they had bribed no one. The approach of

the elections was a signal for the sudden

appearance of mysterious strangers of easy
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manners and philanthropical inclinations.

They seemed to have no connexion with Mr.

Brand or his agents, and to be moved only

to unwonted liberality by zeal for Liberal

principles. One of these kind-hearted gen-

tlemen would visit a " public " and distri-

bute largess like an unseasonable Santa

Claus, several months out of his reckoning.

When the trial came on, the sitting member's

counsel could aftbrd to despise the evidence

of this. " What have we to do with that ?" or

•' we are not responsible for this," was his

triumphant exclamation when it was pro-

duced. Unfortunately one paltry half-sov-

ereign was traced indirectly to an agent,

and Mr. Brand lost his seat. It may, per-

haps, be a matter of surprise, that a town

situated about midway between the episcopal

cities of Gloucester and Bristol should be so

depraved. Dr. Ellicott, the Bishop, can

hardly have paid proper attention to this

crookedly ingenious people, and it might not

be amiss if, for sometime to come, he made

a slight detour from the main line to Stroud,

when passing from one of his cathedrals to

the other.

The French Assembly met on November

the Thirtieth, to renew the interminable war

of words in which (lallican deputies appear

to delight The hope of any definitive set-

tlement of con.stitutional fjuestions is far-

ther removed than ever. The projected al-

liance between the two Centres has again

proved abortive. Nothing remains, there-

fore, but to shriek at the top of the voice,

and to brandish fists in the unsympathetic

faces of opponents. Marshal McMahon's

message did not make its aj)pearance ititil

the fourth day of the session. It would ap-

pear the President and (Jcneral de Cissey

had quite as much as they could do to man-

age the Cabinet, so numerous were the diffi-

culties they encountered in framing the pro-

niincianunto. As it emerged from the cru-

cible, it a|)pears a tolerably forcible and

well-tempered instrument, 'I'he Septennate

only exists, we are told, " as a means of so-

cial defence and national recovery." Whe-
ther it may continue to be. necessary for

these laudable purposes until 1880 appears

to be of no consequence ; necessary or not,

helpful or obstructive, the Marshal will oc-

cupy his position " till the last day wth
immutable firmness, and scrupulous respect

for the law." Death is an element which

does not appear to enter into the horoscope

of the future. As for the constitutional

laws, we presume the very notion of them

has been abandoned. That impracticable

marplot, the Count de Chambord, has taken

order for their defeat, should they be pre-

sented. In a letter to the Extreme Right,

he implores them not to do anything which

might imperil the restoration. In other

words, they are to keep the French people

in a state of unrest and turbulence until,

worried with seeking rest and finding none,

they throw themselves, from sheer pain and

exhaustion, at the feet of the Bourbon.

Then again there is every possibility of a

breach in the Republican party. The result

of the municipal elections shows that M.

Gambetta has been at his old tricks. His

admirers found proof of his sound states-

manship in the reticence he preserved dur-

ing last session, and the readiness with which

he swore fealty to M. Thiers and the Con

servative Republic. That is all over now :

the Southern blood has simmered up again,

and Radicalism has been stimulated into

triumjih at the municipal elections. The

immediate result will be that the bourgeoisie

and the rural population, disappointed in

their expectations touching the Republi(

.

will fall back into the arms of Imperialism.

At all events, the outlook just now is less

encouraging than it has been at any time

since the establishment of the Marshalate.

Of Spain, there is nothing new to be

said. At the last nifimcnt. however, wc

learn Iberian affairs Iiavc entered upon a now

1 and iniporiani phase. Alfonso, the son of
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ex-Queen Isabella II., has been proclaimed

King. Like all recent changes in Spain,

this new revolution was accomplished, with-

out bloodshed, by a military co2ip d'etat.

Gen. Primo de Rivera, Captain-General of

the forces at Madrid, has closely imitated

George Monk who marched upon London

with the army of the north, scattered the

Rump, and brought in Charles II. No con-

stitutional guarantees seem to have been ex-

acted of Alfonso, and the whole transaction

reminds one of the reckless surrender of

England's liberties to the Stuart at Breda.

Alfonso, like Charles, is lavish of voluntary

promises ; in fact, he " doth protest too

much," and there can be little hope that

he Avill keep his word. On the whole, how-

ever, the change will probably be for the

better, and cannot possibly be for the worse.

The backbone of Carlism—a more odious

tyranny—has been broken, for the Biscay-

ans, having no personal attachment to the

Pretender, will desert him as soon as Alfon-

so gives them the assurance that their auto-

nomy will be preserved, and the independ-

ence of their Provincial Councils respected.

The Von Amim trial has resulted in the

conviction of the accused Count, but not

for the graver offence charged against him.

The sentence is a few months imprison-

ment, less the period he has already passed

in confinement. The Count was acquitted

of misappropriation and embezzlement, of

furnishing intelligence to the Vienna and

other newspapers, and only convicted of in-

discretion or carelessness in retaining the

papers one month in his possession.

Prince Bismarck's triumph is not worth

much. Count Von Arnim's course was not

defensible, it is true ; but the Chancellor's

arbitrary arrest and vindictive energy in

pressing the prosecution have done him

irreparable injury. In order to crush a pos-

sible rival, he has outraged the public opin-

ion of the world, and made of his enemy a

martyr. His tenure of office depends upon

6

the life of William I., and will no doubt

expire with it. It is no secret that the Em-
press and the Crown Prince and Princess

are avowedly his enemies. He has now
managed to estrange the people by arbitrary

measures, of which his treatment of Von
Arnim is only the most conspicuous exam-

ple. The press is gagged, personal insults

to the Chancellor are treated as State of-

fences, all spiritual authority, Lutheran or

Roman Catholic, is trodden under the iron

heel of bureaucracy. Freedom there is none,

for everything is squared upon the military

pattern. Under the pretence of guarding

against imaginary foes, the landwehr has

been turned into the landsturm. Govern-

ment does not exist for the good of the gov-

erned, but the reverse. This is not the free

and united Germany for which longing

hearts panted so long, and for which pa-

triots like Korner sang and died. Prince

Bismarck has done much for his country, and,

as long as external conflict made obedience

to despotic rule a duty, opposition was silent.

But the struggle is over, and yet the victo-

rious people groan under burdens not less

onerous than those which press upon the

vanquished. We are much mistaken if the

future historian, in fixing a date for the de-

cHne of Bismarck's power, do not select the

day of Von Arnim's arrest. Already there

are signs that his star has culminated. The
Reichstag is growing restive, and the cleri-

cals, Protestant and Catholic, have made
common cause with the Radicals out of

doors. It is in vain that an attempt is made
to rekindle the national spirit by such

speeches as that in Alsace-Lorraine, or

that clumsy stories of impossible assas-

sination plots are circulated by the po-

lice. They only serve to show that Bis-

marck feels the ground to be slipping from

beneath his feet ; and, as this fact is ren-

dered more and more clear, he will grow in

overbearing harshness and arrogance until

the end.
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We have now entered upon another year,

with every prospect of increased prosperity

as a people. Not a cloud appears on the

Canadian horizon to disturb the equanimity

of the most apprehensive. Elsewhere there

are wars of various kinds—militar}-, social,

economical, and religious. We live in a cri-

tical time, when most things for whose sta-

bility our fathers had no fear, are shaking

like reeds in the winter wind. It is a time

of disquiet, when unwonted mutterings are

heard in thea ir, of weird voices boding evil,

or beguiling with vain promises of peace.

It is a time of iconoclasm, when the old

divinities are toppling from their pedestals,

and strange gods, whom no man can wor-

ship, are being set up. It is a period of

transition, when the old things that were

loved are fading from the regretful vision,

and the new which are to follow are not yet

distinguishable in the mist. But above all

it is a time of aspiration and of hope to

every belief save that of pessimism, so that,

amid the conflict which involves every hu-

man interest in seeming chaos, we miy look

foward with assured confidence to the day

when, through doubt and perplexity, we

shall pass into the secure re'gion of a firm

and abiding faith.

We have an announcement to make on

this occasion, which we are sure our readers

will regret as sincerely as we regret it our-

selves. A valued contributor, to whose as-

sistance we owe so much, especially in this

department of the Canadian Monthly,

ceased connection with it after the publica-

tion of the December number. Great as

this loss may be, we shall endeavour to re-

pair it, in some degree, by firmly maintain-

ing the old literary standard, and by enlist-

ing new talent in the service of the Magazine.

We have every hope that, by the exertions

it is proposed to make, the Monthly will

be found not less acceptable to our readers

than heretofore.

SELECTIONS.

THE PAST AND FUTURE OF OUR EARTH.*

{Frovi the Contemporary Review.)

THE subject with which I am about to

deal is associated by many with ques-

tions of religion. Let me premise, however,

that I do not thus view it myself. It seems

* This essay presents the substance of a lec-

ture delivered in New York on April 3, of tlic

present year, bcin;; the first of a subsidiary

series in which, of set purpose (and in accord-

ance with the rc{|ucst of several esteemed

friends), I dealt less with the direct lc;ichin;;s

of astronomy which had occupied nic in a for-

mer scries than with ideas su^^cslcd by astro-

nomical facts, and more p.irticularly by the

discoveries made during the last (|uartcr of a

century.—R. A. P.

to me impossible to obtain from science any

clear ideas respecting the ways or nature of

the Deity, or even respecting the reality of

an Almighty personal God Science deals

with the finite, though it nay carry our

thoughts to the infinite. Infinity of space

and of matter occupying space, of time and

of the processes with which time is occupied,

and infinity of energy as necessarily im-

l)lied by the infinities of matter and of the

operations affecting matter.—these infinities

science brings clearly before us. For science

directs our thoughts to the finites to which

these infinites correspond. It shows us that
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there can be no conceivable limits to space

or time, and though finiteness of matter or

of operation may be conceivable, there is

manifest incongruity in assuming an infinite

disproportion between unoccupied and oc-

cupied space, or between void time and
time occupied with the occurrence of events

of what sort soever. So that the teachings

of science bring us into the presence of the

unquestionable infinities oftime and of space,

and the presumable infinities of matter and
of operation—hence, therefore, into the pre-

sence of infinity of energy. But science

teaches us nothing about these infinities, as

such. They remain none the less incon-

ceivable, however clearly we may be taught

to recognize their reality. Moreover, these

infinities, including the infinity of energy,

are material infinities. Science tells us no-

thing of the infinite attributes of an Almighty
Being, it presents to us no personal infini-

ties, whether of Power, Beneficence, or

Wisdom. Science may suggest some ideas

on these points ; though we perceive daily

more and more clearly that it is unsafe to

accept as her teaching ideas which com-
monly derive their colouring from our own
prepossessions. And assuredly, as respects

actual facts. Science in so far as she pre-

sents personal infinity to us at all, presents

it as an inconceivable, like those other in-

conceivable infinities, with the finities cor-

responding to which her operations are alone

directly concerned. To speak in plain

terms—so far as Science is concerned, the

idea of a personal God is inconceivable,*

* I mean these words to be understood liter-

ally. To the man of science, observing the
operation of second causes in every process
with which his researches deal, and finding no
limit to the operation of such causes, however
far back he may trace the chain of causation,

the idea of a first cause is as inconceivable in

its relation to observed scientific facts as is the

idea of infinite space in its relation to the finite

space to which the observations of science ex-

tend. Yet infinite space must be admitted
;

nor do I see how even that man of science who
would limit his thoughts most rigidly to facts,

can admit that all things are of which he thinks,

without having impressed upon him the feel-

ing that in some way he cannot understand
these things represent the operation of Infinite

Purpose. Assuredly we do not avoid the in-

conceivable by assuming as at least possible
that matter exists only as it affects our per-

ceptions.

as are all the attributes which religion recog-
nizes in such a Being. On the other hand,
it should be admitted as distinctly, that

Science no more disproves the existence of

infinite personal power or wisdom than she

disproves the existence of infinite material

energy (which on the contrary must be re-

garded as probable) or the existence of in-

finite space or time (which must be regarded
as certain.)

So much premised, we may proceed to

inquire into the probable past and future of

our earth, as calmly as we should inquire

into the probable past and future of a peb-

ble, a weed, or an insect ; of a rock, a tree,

or an animal : of a continent, or of a type

—

whether of vegetable or of animal life. The
beginning of all things is not to be reached,

not appreciably to be even approached, by
a few steps backward in imagination, nor
the end of all things by a few steps forward.

Such a thought is as unfounded as was the

fear of men in old times that by travelling

too far in any direction they might pass

over the earth's edge and be plunged into

the abyss beyond, as unreasonable as was
the hope that by increase of telescopic

range astronomers could approach the im-

agined "heavens above the crystalline."

In considering the probable past history

of the earth, we are necessarily led to in-

quire into tlie origin of the solar system. I

have already sketched two theories of the

system, and described the general facts on
which both theories are based. The various

planets circle in one direction around the

sun, the sun rotating in the same direction,

the satellite families (with one noteworthy

but by no means inexplicable exception)

travelling round their primaries in the same
direction, and all the planets whose rotation

has been determined, still preserving the

same direction of circulation (so to speak.)

These relations seem to point, in a manner
there is no mistaking, to a process of evolu-

tion by which those various parts of the

solar system, which now form discrete

masses, were developed from a former con-

dition, characterized by a certain unity as

respects the manner of its circulation. One
theory of this process of evolution, Laplace's,

implies the contraction of the solar system

from a great rotating nebulous mass ; accord-

ing to the other theory, the solar system, in-

stead of contracting to its present condition,

was formed by a process of accretion, due
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lo the indrawing of great flights of meteoric

and cometic matter.

I need not here enter at length, for I have

already done so elsewhere, into the astro-

nomical evidence in favour of either theory
;

but it will be well to present briclly some of

the more striking facts.

Among the various forms of nebula; (or

sur-cloudlets) revealed by the telescope, we
find many which seem to accord with our

ideas as to some of the stages through which

our solar system must have jjassed in chang-

iiii.^ from the nebulous condition to its pre-

sent form. The irregular nebulce—such, for

instance, as that wonderful nebula in the

Sword of Orion— shew by their enormous
extension the existence of sufficient quanti-

ties of gaseous matter to form systems as

large and as massive as our own, or even far

vaster. We know from the teachings of the

sjjectroscope that these irregular nebula; do
really consist of glowing gas (as Sir W.
Herschel long since surmised), hydrogen
md nitrogen being presumably present,

though the spectrum of neither gas appears

m its complete form (one line only of each

spectrum being shewn, instead of the sets

of lines usually given by these gases.) An
.\merican physicist has suggested that hy-

drogen and nitrogen exist in the gaseous

nebulae in an elementary condition, these

gases really being compound, and he sug-

gests further that all our so-called elements

may have been derived from those element-

ary forms of hydrogen and nitrogen. In

the absence of any evidence from observa-

tion or experiment, these ideas must be

regarded as merely speculative ; and I

think that we arrive here at a point where

speculation helps us as little as it does in

attempting to trace the evolution of living

creatures across the gap which separates the

earliest forms of life from the beginning

itself of life upon the earth. Since we can-

not hope to determine the real beginning of

this earth's history, we need not at present

attempt to pass back beyond the earliest

stage of which we have any clear informa-

tion.

Passing from the irregular nebula;, in

which we see chaotic masses of gaseous

matter occupying millions of millions ofcubic

miles and scattered as wildly through space

as clou«ls are scattered in a storm-swept air,

we come to various orders of nebula; in

which we seem to find clear evidence of a

process of evolution. We see first the traces

of a central aggregation. This aggregation

becomes more and more clearly defined,

until there is no possibility of mistaking its

nature as a centre having power (by virtue of

the quantity of matter contained in it) to in-

fluence the motions of the matter belonging
to the rest of the nebula. Then, still i)ass-

ing be it remembered from nebula to nebula,

and only inferring, not actually witnessing,

the changes described—we see a subordi-

nate aggregation, wherein, after a while, the

greater portion of the mass of the nebula
outside the central aggregation l)ecomes

gathered, even as Jupiter contains the greater

portion of the mass of the solar system out-

side the central sun.* Next we see a second
subordinate aggregation, inferior to the first,

but comprising, if ^ve judge from its appear-

ance, by far the greater portion of what re-

mained after the first aggregation had been
formed, even as Saturn's mass far exceeds

the combined mass of all the planets less

than himself, and so comprises far the greater

portion of the solar system after account has

been taken of Jupiter and the sun.t And
we may infer that the other parts of nebula;

contain smaller aggregations not perceptible

to us, out of which the smaller planets of

the developing system are hereafter to be

formed.

Side views of some of these nebula; indi-

cate a flatness of figure agreeing well with

the general tendency of the members of the

solar system towards the medial plane of

that system. For the solar system may be
described as flat, and if the nebula; I have

been dealing with (the spiral nebula; with

aggregations) were globular we could not

recognise in them the true analogues of our

solar system in the earlier stages of its his-

tory. But the telescope reveals nebula? mani-

festly corresponding in appearance to the

great whirlpool nebula of Lord Rosse, as it

would appear if it is a somewhat flattened

spiral and could be viewed nearly edgewise.

And here 1 may ]iause to note that al-

though, in thus inferring progressive changes

where in reality we have but various torms

.

* The mass of Jupiter exceeds, in the propor-

tion of live to two, thccomhinccl mass of all (lie

remaining planets.

t Tlic mass of Saturn exceeds, in the pro

portion of nearly three to one, the conibineil

mass of all the planets smaller than himself
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of nebulae, I have been adopting an assump-

tion and one which no one can hope either

to verify or to disprove, yet it must be re-

membered that these nebulae by their very

figure indicate that they are not at rest. If

they consist of matter possessing the attri-

bute of gravitation—and it would be infi-

nitely more daring to assert that they do not

than that they do—then they must be under-

going processes of change. Nor can we
conceive that discrete gaseous masses in

whorls spirally arranged around a great cen-

tral aggregation (taking one of the earlier

stages) could otherwise change than by aggre-

gating towards their centre, unless we admit

motions of revolution (in orbits more or less

eccentric) the continuance of which would
necessarily lead, through collisions, to the

rapid growth of the central aggregation, and
to the formation and slower growth of subor-

dinate gatherings.

I have shown elsewhere how the forma-

tion of our solar system, in the manner sup

posed, would explain what Laplace admitted

that he could not explain by his theory—the

peculiar arrangement of the masses forming

the solar system. The laws of dynamics tell

us, that no matter what the original configu-

ration or motion of the masses, probably

gaseous, forming the nebula, the motions of

these masses would have greater and greater

velocity the nearer the masses were to the

central aggregation, each distance indicating

certain limits between which the velocities

must inevitably lie. For example, in our

solar system, supposing the central sun had
already attained very nearly his full growth

as respects quantity of matter, then the velo-

city of any mass whatever belonging to the

system, would at Jupiter's distance be less

than twelve miles per second, whereas at the

distance of the earth, the largest planet travel-

ling inside the orbit of Jupiter, the limit of

the velocity would be more than twice as

great. Hence we can see with what com-
parative difficulty an aggregation would form

close to the central one, and how the first

subordinate aggregation would lie at a dis-

tance where the quantity of matter was still

great but the average velocity of motion not

too great. Such an aggregation once formed,

the next important aggregation would neces-

sarily lie far outside, for within the first there

would now be two disturbing influences

preventing the rapid growth of these aggre-

gations. The third and fourth would be

outside the second. Between the first aggre-

gation and the sun only small planets, like

the Earth and Venus, Mars, Mercury, and
the asteroids, could form ; and we should
expect to find that the largest of the four

small planets would be in the middle of the

space belonging to the family, as Venus and
the Earth are actually placed, while the

much smaller planets Mercury and Mars
travel next on either side, one close to the
Sun and the other next to Jupiter, the aste-

roids indicating the region where the com-
bined disturbing influences of Jupiter and
the Sun prevented any single planet from
being developed.

But I should require much more time
than is now at my command to present ade-

quately the reasoning on which the theory

of accretion is based. And we are not con-

cerned here to inquire whether this theory,

or Laplace's theory of contraction, or (which
I hold to be altogether more probable than

either) a theory involvingcombined processes

of accretion and contraction, be the true

hypothesis of the evolution of the solar sys-

tem. Let it suffice that we recognise as one
of the earliest stages of our earth's history,

her condition as a rotating mass of glowing
vapour, capturing then as now, but far more
actively then than now, masses of matter

which approached near enough, zxidi grotving

by these continual indraughts from without.

From the very beginning, as it would seem,

the earth grew in this way. This firm earth

on which we live represents an aggregation

of matter not from one portion of space, but

from all space. All that is upon and within

the earth, all vegetable forms and all animal

forms, our bodies, our brains, are formed of

materials which have been drawn in from

those depths of space surrounding us on all

sides. This hand that I am now raising con-

tains particles which have travelled hither

from regions far away amid the northern and
southern constellations, particles drawn in

towards the earth by processes continuing

millions of millions of ages, until after

multitudinous changes the chapter of acci-

dents has combined them, and so distri-

buted them in plants and animals that

after coming to form portions of my food

they are here present before you. Pas-

sing from the mere illustration of the

thought, is not the thought itself striking

and suggestive, that not only the earth on
which we move, but everything we see or
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touch, and every particle in body and brain,
has sped during countless ages through the
immensity of space ?

The great mass of glowing gas which
formed our earth in the earliest stage of
its history was undergoing two noteworthy
processes—first, the process of cooling by
which the mass was eventually to become at
least i)artially solid, and secondly a process
of growth due to the gathering in of mete-
oric and cometic matter. As respects the
latter process, which will not hereafter occupy
our attention, I must remark that many
astronomers appear to me to give far less

consideration to the inferences certainly de-
ducible from recent discoveries than the im-
portance of these discoveries would fairly'

warrant. It is now absolutely certain that
hour by hour, day by day, and year by year,
the earth is gathering from without. On the
most moderate assumption as to the average
weight of meteors and shooting stars, the
eartii must increase each year in mass by
many thousands of tons. And when we
consider the enormous, one may almost say
the awful time-intervals which have elapsed
since the earth was in a gaseous condition,
we cannot but perceive that the process of
accretion now going on indicates the exis-
tence of only the merest residue of matter
(ungathered) compared with that which at
the beginning of those time-intervals was
freely moving round the central aggregation.

I

The process of accretion whichnow does
|

not sensibly increase the earth's mass was
then a process of actual growth. Jupiter
and Saturn might then no longer be gather-
ing in matter appreciably increasing their
mass, although the quantity of matter
gathered in by them must have been far
larger than all that the then forming earth
could gather in equal times. For those
planets were then as now so massive that
any possible increment from without was as
nothing compared with the mass they had
already attained. We have to throw bark
into yet more awful time-dejiths the birth
and growth of those giant orbs. And even
those depths of time are as nothing com-
pared with the intervals which have elapsed
since the sun him.self began to be. Yet it is

with time-intervals measurable by hundreds
of millions of years that we have to deal in
considering only our earth's history—nay,
two or three hundred millions of years carry
us back to a period when the earth was in a

stage of development long sequent to the
gaseous condition we are now considering.
That the supply of meteoric and cometic

;

matter now gathered in was then enormously
i

greater than that which still exists within

I

the .solar domain, appears to -me not a mere
I

fanciful speculation, nor even a theoretical
consideration, but as nearly a certainty as

I

anything not admitting of mathematical
1

demonstration can possibly be. That the
1
rate of in-gathering at that time enormously
exceeded the ])resent rate, may be regarded
as certain. That the increase resulting from
such in-gathering during the hundreds of
millions of years that it has been in opera-
tion since the period when the earth first

existed as a gaseous mass, must have re-

j

suited in adding a quantity of matter form-
ing no inconsiderable aliquot part of the

I
earth's present mass, seems to me a reason-
able interence, although it is certain that
the present rate of growth continued even
for hundreds of millions of years would not
appreciably alTect the earth's mass.* And
it is a thought worthy of consideration, in
selecting between Laplace's theory of con-
traction and the theory of accretion, that
accretion being a process necessarily exhaus-
tive, we are able to trace it back through
stages of gradually increasing activitv with
out limit until we reach that "stage when the
whole of the matter now forming our solar
system was as yet unformed. Contraction
may alternate with expansion, according to
the changing condition of a forming system

;

but accretion is a process which can only
act in one direction ; and as accretion is

going on now, however slowly, we have but
to trace back the process to be led inevit-
ably, in my judgment, to regard our system
as having its origin in processes of accre-
tion—though it seems equally clear that each
individual orb of the system, if not each
subordinate scheme within it, has also under-
gone a process of contraction from a former
nebulous condition.

In this early gaseous stage our earth was
prej^aring as it were to become a suu. .\s yet
her gaseous globe probably extended bevond
the smaller aggregation out of which the

* It is, pcihaps, iiaiilly nccessar\' to explain
that I refer here not to absolute but to relative
increase. The absolute iiu rc.isc of mass would
amount to many niillions of tons, hut the earth
would not be increased l)y the billiontli put of
her present mass.
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moon was one day to be formed. This may
be inferred, I think, from the law of the

moon's rotation. It is true that a moon
independently created, and started on the

moon's present course, with a rotation-period

nearly equalling its period of revolution,

would gradually have acquired a rotation-

period exactly equalling the mean period of

revolution. But there is no reason in nature

AA'hy there should have been any such near

approach ; whereas, if we suppose the

moon's gaseous globe to have been origin-

ally entangled within the outskirts of the

earth^, we see that the peculiar relation in

question would have prevailed from the be-

ginning of the moon's existence as a separate

body. The laws of dynamics show us,

moreover, that although the conditions under
which the iTioon moved and rotated must
have undergone considerable change since

her first formation, yet that since those

changes took place very slowly, the rotation

of the moon would be gradually modified,

pari passu, so that the peculiar relation be-

tween the moon's rotation and revolution

would continue unimpaired.*

In her next stage, our earth is presented

to us as a sun. It may be that at that time the

moon was the abode of life, our earth af-

fording the supplies of light and heat neces-

sary for the wants of creatures living on the

moon. But whether this were so or not, it

may be safely assumed that when the earth's

contracting gaseous globe first began to have
liquid or solid matter in its constitution, the

earth must have been a sun so far as the

emission of heat and light were concerned.

I must warn you, however, against an undue
regard for analogy which has led some
astronomers to say that all the members of

the solar system have passed or will pass

through exactly similar stages. That our
earth once gave out light and heat, as the sun
does now, may be admitted as probable

;

and we may believe that later the earth pre-

sented the characteristics which we now re-

cognize in Jupiter ; while hereafter it may

* On the theory of evolution some such view
of the origin of the moon's rotation nmsi be
adopted, unless the matter be regarded as the
result of a strange chance. If we believe, on
the contrary, that the arrangement was speci-

ally ordained by the Creator, we are left to

wonder what useful purpose a relation so pecu-
liar and so artificial can have been intended to

subserve.

pass through a stage comparable with that

through which our moon is now passing.

But we must remember that the original

quantity of matter in any orb passing through
such stages must very importantly modify
the actual condition of the orb in each of

those stages, as well, of course, as the dur-

ation of each stage ; and it may even be
that no two orbs in the universe were ever

in the same, or very nearly the same condi-

tion, and that no change undergone by one
has corresponded closely with any change
undergone by another.

We know so little respecting the sun's

actual condition, that even if we could be
assured that in any past stages of her his-

tory the earth was nearly in the same state,

we should nevertheless remain in almost

complete ignorance as to the processes to

which the earth's orb was at that time sub-

ject. In particular we haA-e no means of

forming an opinion as to the manner in

which the elementary constituents of the

earth's globe were situated when she was in

the sun-like stage. We may adopt some
general theory of the sun's present condi-

tion ; for example, we may accept the

ingenious reasoning by which Professor

Young, of Dartmouth, N. H., has supported

his theory that the sun is a gigantic bubble ;*

* " The eruptions which are all the time "

{Anglice, ' always,') " occurring on the sun's

surface," says Professor Young, " almost com-
pel the supposition that there is a crust of some
kind which restrains the imprisoned gases, and
through which theyforce their way with great vio-

lence . This crust ma.y consist of a more or less

continuous sheet of rain—not ofwater, of course,

but of materials whose vapours are shown by
means of the spectroscope to exist in the solar

atmosphere, and whose condensation and com-
binations are supposed to furnish the solar

heat. The continuous overflow of the solar

heat is equivalent to the supply that would be
developed by the condensation from steam to

water of a layer about five feet thick over the

whole surface of the sun per minute. As this

tremendous rain descends, the velocity of the

falling drops would be increased by the resist-

ance of the dense gases underneath, the drops

would increase until continuous sheets would be
formed, and the sheets would unite and form a

sort of bottomless ocean, resting upon the com-
pressed vapours beneath and piercedby innumer-
able ascending jets and bubbles. It would have
nearly a constant depth in thickness, because
it would re-evaporate at the bottom nearly as

fast as it would grow by the descending rains

above, though probably the thickness of this
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but we should be far from having any exact

idea of the processes actually taking place

within the solar globe, even if we were ab-

solutely certain that that or some other gen-

eral theory were the true one.

Assuming that our earth, when in the sun-

like stage, was a gaseous mass within a

liquid non-permanent shell, we can see that

is the process of cooling went on the

showers forming the shell would attain a

greater and greater dcjjth, the shell thus be-

coming thicker, the space within the shell

becoming less, the whole earth contracting

until it became entirely liquid ; or rather

these changes would progress until no con-

siderable portion of the earth would be gas-

t-ous, for doubtless long before this stage

was reached large portions of the earth

would have become solid. As to the position

which the solid part of the earth's globe

would assume when the first processes of

solidification took place, we must not fall

into the mistake of judging from the forma-

tion of a crust of ice on freezing water that

these solid parts would form a crust upon

the earth. Water presents an exception to

other substances, in being denser in the

liquid form than as a solid. Some metals

and alloys are like water in this respect
;

but with most earthy substances, " and

notably," says Dr. Sterry Hunt, " the various

minerals and earthy compounds like those

which may be supposed to have made up

the mass of the molten globe, the case is en-

tirely different. The numerous and de-

tailed experiments of St. Clair Deville, and

those of Delesse, besides the earlier ones of

Bischof, unite in showing that the density

of fused rocks is much less than that of the

crystalline products resulting from their

slow cooling, these being, according to

Deville, from one-seventh to one-sixteenth

heavier than the fused mass, so that if

formed at the surface they would, in obedi-

ence to the laws of gravity, tend to sink as

soon as formed." *

sheet would coniinually increase at some slow

rate, and its whole diameter diminish. In

other words, the sun, according to this view, is

a gigantic bubble, whose walls arc gradually

thickening and its diameter diminishing at a

rate determined by its loss of lieat. It differs,

however from ordinar)- Ijubbles in the fact that

its skin is constantly penetrated by blasts and

jclb from within."
*

It is as yet doubtful, how far the recent ex-

periments of iMidlel affect this reasoning.

Nevertheless, inasmuch as solidification

would occur at the surface, where the radi-

ation of heat would take place most rapidly,

and as the descending solid matter would

be gradually liquified, it seems certain that

for a long time the solid portions of the

earth, though not forming a solid crust,

would occupy the exterior parts of the

earth's globe. After a time, the whole globe

would have so far cooled tliat a process of

aggregation of solid matter around the centre

of the earth would take place. The matter so

aggregated consisted probably of metallic

and metalloidal compounds denser than the

material forming the crust of the earth.

Between the solid centre and the solidifying

crust, there would be a shell of uncongealed

matter, gradually diminishing in amount,

but a portion probably retaining its liciuid

condition even to the jjresent time, whether

existing in isolated reservoirs or whether, as

Scrope opines, it forms still a continuous

sheet surrounding the solid nucleus. One
strange fact of terrestrial magnetism may
be mentioned in partial confirmation of the

theory that the interior of the earth is of

this nature,—a great solid mass, separated

from the solid crust by a viscous plastic

ocean : the magnetic poles of the earth are

changing in position in a manner which

seems only explicable on the supposition

that there is an interior solid globe rotating

under the outer shell, but at a slightly dif-

ferent rate, gaining or losing one complete

rotation in the course of about 650 years.

Be this as it may, we find in this theory

an explanation of the irregularities of the

earth's surface. The solid crust, contracting

at first more rapidly than the partially liquid

mass within, portions of this liquid mass

within, would force their way throughand form

glowing oceans outside the crust. Geology

tells us of regions which, unless so formed,

must have been i)roduced in the much more

startling manner conceived by Meyer, who
attributed them to great meteoric downfalls.*

* There is very little new under the sun. In

dealing with the muitituilinmis lunar craters,

which were certainly formcil in ages when un-

allacheil meteors were enormously greater in

number and size tiian at present, 1 mentioned

as a consider.uion not to be overlooked the

proliability iIkU some "f the meteoric matter

failing on the moon when slie was plastic with

intensity of heat might be expected to leave

traces which we could tlisccrn ; and although

none of the larger lunar craters could be so
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At a later stage, when the crust, having

hitherto cooled more rapidly than the in-

terior, began to have a slower rate of cool-

ing, the retreating nucleus left the crust to

contract upon it, corrugating in the process,

and so forming the first mountain ranges

upon the spheroidal earth, which preceding

processes had left partially deformed and

therefore ready to become in due time

divided into oceans and continents.

At this stage the earth must have been

surrounded by an atmosphere much denser

than that now existing, and more complex

in constitution. We may probably form

the most trustworthy opinion of the earth's

atmosphere and the probable condition of

the earth's surface at this early epoch by

following the method of reasoning employed

by Dr. Sterry Hunt. It will be remembered
that he conceives an intense heat applied to

the earth as at present existing, and infers

the chemical results. It is evident that such

a process would result in the oxidation of

every form of carbonaceous matter ; all car-

bonates, chlorides, and sulphates would be

converted into silicates,—carbon, chlorine,

and sulphur, being separated in the form of

acid gases. These gases, with nitrogen, an

formed, yet some of the smaller craters in these

lunar regions where craters overlap like the

rings left by raindrops which have fallen on a

plastic surface, might be due to meteoric down-
tall. I find that Meyer had far earlier ad-

vanced a similar idea in explanation of those

extensive regions of our earth which present
signs of having been in a state of igneous
fluidity. Again, two or three years ago. Sir

W. Thompson startled us by suggesting the

possibility that vegetable life might have been
introduced upon our earth by the downfall of
fragments of old worlds. Now, several years
before, Dr. Sterry Hunt had pointed to evidence
which tends to show that large meteoric globes
had fallen on the earth, and he showed further

that some meteors contain hydrocarbons and
certain metallic compounds indicating pro-

cesses of vegetation. Dr. Hunt tells me that,

in his opinion, some of the meteors whose frag-

ments have fallen on the earth in historic times
were once covered with vegetation, since other-

wise, according to our present chemical ex-

perience, the actual condition of these meteoric
iragments would be inexplicable. He does not
regard them as fragments of a considerable
orb comparable even with the least of the
planets, but still, whatever their dimensions
may have been, he considers that vegetable
life must have formerly existed upon them.

excess of oxygen, and enormous quantities

of aqueous vapour, would form an atmos-

phere of great density. In such an atmos-

phere condensation would only take place

at a temperature far above the present

boiling point ; and the lower level of

the slowly cooling cnist would be drenched

with a heated solution of hydrochloric

acid, whose decomposing action, aided

*by its high temperature, would be exceed-

ingly rapid. The primitive igneous rock

on which these heavy showers fell, pro-

bably resembled in composition certain

furnace-slags of basic volcanic gases. Chlo-

rides of the various bases would be formed,

and silica would be separated under the de-

composing action of the heated showers

until the affinities of the hydrochloric acid

were satisfied. Later, sulphuric acid would

be formed in large quantities by the combi-

nations of oxygen with the sulphurous acid

of the primeval atmosphere. After the com-

pounds of sulphur and chlorine had been

separated from the air, carbonic acid would

still continue to be an important constituent

of the atmosphere. This constituent would

gradually be diminished in quantity, during

the conversion of the complex aluminous

silicates into hydrated silicate of alumina, or

clay, while the separated lime, magnesia,

and alkalies would be changed into bicar-

' bonates, and carried down to the sea in a

! state of solution.

Thus far the earth was without life, at

least no forms of life, vegetable or animal,

with which we are familiar, could have existed

while the processes hitherto described were

taking place. The earth during the long

series of ages required for these changes,

was in a condition comparable with the con

dition through which Jupiter and Saturn are

apparently at present passing. A dense

atmosphere concealed the surface of the

earth, even as the true surface of Jupiter is

now concealed. Enormous cloud masses

were continually forming and continually

pouring heavy showers on the intensely

heated surface of the planet, throughout the

whole of the enormous period which elapsed

between the time when first the earth had a

surface and the time when the atmosphere

began to resemble in constitution the air we
breathe. Even when vegetable life, such as

we are familiar with, was first possible, the

earth was still intensely heated, and the

quantity of aqueous vapour and cloud always
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present in the air must have been far greater

than at present.

It has heL-n in vain, thus far, that men
have attempted to hft the veil which con-

ceals the beginning of life upon the earth.

It would not befit me to express an opinion

on the controversy whether the possibility

>f spontaneous generation has. or has not,

been experimentally verified. That is a ques-

tion on which experts alone can give an

opinion worth listening to ; and all that can

here be noted is that experts are not agreed

apon the subject. As a mere speculation

t may be suggested that, somewhat as the

elements when freshly released from chemi-

cal combination show for a short time an

unusual readiness to enter into new combi-

nations, so it may be possible that, when the

arth was fresh from the baptism of liquid

:ire to which her primeval surface had for

iges been exposed, certain of the substances

existing on her surface were for the time in

a condition fitting them to pass to a higher

order of existence, and that then the lower

forms of life sprang spontaneously into ex-

istence on the earth's still throbbing bosom.
In any case, we need not feel hampered by

religious scruples in considering the possi-

bility of the spontaneous generation of life

ipon the earth. It would be straining at a

,natand swallowing a camel, if we found a

Hfficulty of that sort //r/r, after admitting, as

\e are comi)elled by clearest evidence to

dmit, the evolution of the earth itself and of
• iie system to which the earth belongs, by
liurely natural processes. The student of

science should view these matters apart from

iheir supposed association with religious

(juestions, ajjart in jjarticular from interpre-

tations which have been placed upon the

liible records. We may be perfectly satis-

fied that the works of God will teach us

aright if rightly studied. Repeatedly it has

been shown that ideas respecting creation

which had come to be regarded as sacred

because they were ancient, were altogether

erroneous, and it may well be so in this mat-

ter of the creation of life.*

Whatever opinion we form on these

points, it seems probable that vegetable life

existed on the earth before animal life, and
also that primeval vegetation was far more
luxuriant than the vegetation' of our own
time. Vast forests were formed, of which

our coal-fields, enormous as is their extent,

represent merely a small jiortion preserved

in their present form through a fortuitous

combination of exceptional conditions. By
far the greater portion of those forest masses

underwent processes of vegetable decay

effectually removing all traces of their ex-

istence. What escaped, however, suffices

to show the amazing luxuriance with which

vegetation formerly throve over the whole

earth.

In assuming the probability that vegetable

life preceded animal life, I may ai)pear to

be opposing myself to an accepted palceon-

tological doctrine, according to which animal

and vegetable life began together upon the

earth. But I would remind you that the

actual teaching of the ablest, and there-

fore the most cautious, paloeontologists on

this point, amounts merely to this, that if

the geological record as at present known
be assumed to be coeval with the commence-
ment of life upon the globe, then animals

and plants began their existence together.

In a similar way the teachings of geology

and ])alaiontology as to the nature of the

earliest known forms of life and as to the

succession of faunae and florae, depend on an

admittedly imperfect record. Apart, how-

ever, from this consideration, I do not think

it would serve any useful purpose if I were

to attempt, 1 will not say to discuss, for that

is out of the cjuestion, but to speak of the

geological evidence respecting that portion

of the past history of our earth which be-

longs to the interval between the introduc-

tion of life upon the surface and the present

time. In particular, my opinion on the in-

teresting (juestion whether all the forms of

Hie upon the earth, including the various

races of man, came into being by processes

of evolution, could have no weight what-

* It is not for me to undertake to reconcile

the Bible account of creation willi the results

which science is bringing gradually inoreclearly

l>cfore us. It seems to nie unfortunate, in fact,

that such reconciliation should be thought ne-

cessary. Hut il must be conceded. I suppose,

by all, that it is not more difficult to reconcile

modern biological theories of evolution with

the bible record, than it is to reconcile with

that record the tlicory of the evolution ol the

solar system Vet strangely enough many op-

|)ose llie biological theories (not without anger),

who readily aclinil that some form or other of

the nebular hyiiothcsis of the solar system

must be adojHed in order to explain the pecu-
' liaritics of structure presented by that system.
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ever. I may remark that, even apart from

the evidence which the most eminent biolo-

gists have brought to bear on this question,

It seems to me illogical to accept evolution

as sufficient to explain the history of our

earth during the millions of years prior to

the existence of life, and to deny its suffi-

ciency to explain the development of life (if

one may so speak), upon the earth. It seems

even more illogical to admit its operation up

to any given stage in the development of

life, and there to draw a hard and fast line

beyond which its action cannot be supposed

to have extended.* Nor can I understand

why it should be considered a comforting

thought, that at this or that epoch in the

history of the complex machine of life, some
imperfection in the machinery compelled the

intervention of God,—thus presented to our

contemplation as Almighty, but very far

from being All-wise.

There is, however, one aspect in which

the existence of life has to be considered as

intimately associated with the future history

of our earth. We perceive that the abund-

ance of primeval vegetation during long ages,

aided by other processes tending gradually

to reduce the amount of carbonic acid gas

in the air, must have led to a gradual change
in the constitution of the atmosphere. At
a later epoch, when animal life and vege-

table life were more equally proportioned, a

state of things existed which, so far as can

be judged, might have lasted many times as

long as it has already lasted had not man
appeared upon the scene. But it seems to

me impossible to consider what is actually

taking place on the earth at present, with-

out perceiving that within periods short in-

deed by comparison with geological eras,

and still shorter compared with the intervals

to which the astronomical history of our
earth has introduced us, the condition of

the earth as an abode of life will be seriously

modified by the ways and works of man. It

* Since I thus spoke, a new and as it seems
to me an even more illogical limit has been sug-
gested for the operation of the process of evo-
lution as affecting the development of life, and
this by an advocate of the general doctrine of
evolution. I refer to the opinion advanced by
Mr. J. Fiske, of Harvard College (U.S.), " that

no race of organisms can in future be produced
through the agency of natural selection and
direct adaptation, which shall be zoologically

distinct from, and superior to, the human race."

is only in the savage state that man is con-

tent to live upon the produce of the

earth, taking his share, as it were, of

what the earth (under the fruitful heat

of the sun, which is her lifej brings

forth,—day by day, month by month, year

by year, and century by century. But

civilized man is not content to take his share

of the earth's income, he uses the garnered

wealth which is the earth's capital—and this

at a rate which is not only ever increasing,

but is increasing at an increasing rate. The
rapid consumption of coal is but a single in-

stance of his wasteful expenditure of the

stores which during countless ages have been

gathered together, seemingly for the use of

man. In this country (America), I need

not dwell upon the fact that, in many other

ways, man is consuming, if not wasting, sup-

plies of earth-wealth which cannot be re-

placed. It is not merely what is found

within the earth, but the store of wealth

which clothes the earth's surface, which is

thus being exhausted. Your mighty forests

seem capable of supplying all the timber

that the whole race of man could need for

ages
;
yet a very moderate computation of

the rate at which they are being cut down,

and will presumably continue to be, by a

population increasing rapidly in numbers

and in the destructive capabilities which

characterize modern civilization, would show
that this country will be denuded of its

forest-wealth in about the same period which

we in England have calculated as probably

limiting the effective duration of our stores

of coal. That period—a thousand or twelve

hundred years—may seem long compared
with the life of individual men, long even

compared with the duration of any nation

in the height of power ; but though men
and nations pass away the human race con-

tinues, and a thousand years are as less than

a day in the history of that race. Looking

forward to that future day, seemingly so re-

mote, but (on the scale upon which we are

at present tracing our earth's history) in

reality the to-morrozv of our earth, we see

that either a change in their mode of civili-

zation will be forced on the human race, or

else it will then have become possible, as your

Ericson has already suggested, to make the

sun's daily heat the mainspring of the ma-

chinery of civilization.

But turning from those portions of the

past and future of our earth which, by com-
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parison with the astronomical eras of her

history, may be regarded as present, let us

consider, so far as known facts permit, the

probable future of the earth after astronomi-

cal eras comparable with those which were
presented to us when we considered her past

history.

One of the chief points in the progression

of the earth towards her present condition

was the gradual passing away of the heat

with which formerly her whole globe was
instinct. We have now to consider whether
this process of cooling is still going on, and
how far it is likely to extend. In this in-

quiry we must not be misled by the proba-

ble fact, for such it seems, that during hun-

dreds of thousands of years the general

warmth of the surface of the earth has not

appreciably diminished. In the first place,

hundreds of thousands of years are the

seconds of the time-measures we have now
to deal with ; and next, it is known that the

loss of temperature which our earth is at pre-

sent undergoing chiefly affects the interior

parts of her globe. The incjuiries of Mallet
and others show that the present vulcanian

energies of the earth are due in the main to

the gradual withdrawal of the earth's nuclear

parts from the surface crust, because of the

relatively more rapid loss of heat by the

lormer. The surface crust is thus left to

contract under the action of gravity, and
vulcanian phenomena—that is, volcanoes
and earthquakes,—represent the mechanical
equivalent of this contraction. Here is a
process which cannot continue for ever,

simply because it is in its very nature ex-

haustive of the energy to which it is due. It

shows us that the eartii's nuclear regions are
parting with their heat, and as they cannot
part with their heat without warming the
surface-crust, which nevertheless grows no
warmer, wc perceive that the surface-heat is

maintained from a source which is being
gradually exhausted. The fitness of the
earth to be the abode of life will not only be
affected directly in this way, but will be in-

directly affected by the loss of that vulcanian
energy which ajjpears to be one of its neces-
sary conditions. At present, the surface of
the earth is like the llesh clothing the living

body
; it does not wear out because (througli

the life which is within it) it undergoes con-
tmual change. Hut even as the body itself

is consumed by natural processes so soon as

life has passed from it, so, when the internal

heat of the earth, which is its life, shall

have passed away, her surface will " grow
old as doth a garment ;

" and with th;s

inherent terrestrial vitality will pass away
by slow degrees the life which is upon thc

earth.

In dealing with the past history of our
earth, we recognized a time when she was a

sun, rejoicing as a giant in the strength of

youth ; and later we considered a time when
her condition resembled that of the planets

Jujiiterand Saturn, whose dense atmospheres
seem to be still loaded with the waters which
are to form the future oceans of those noble

orbs. In considering our earth's future, we
may recognize in the moon's actual condi-

tion a stage through which the earth will

hereafter have to pass. When the earth's

inherent heat has passed away and long ages

have elapsed since she had been the abode
of life, we may believe that her desert

continents and frost-bound oceans will in

some degree resemble the arid wastes which
the astronomer recognizes in the lunar sur-

face. And yet it is not to be supposed that

the appearance of the earth will ever be
closely similar to that presented by the

moon. The earth may part, as completely

as the moon has, with her internal heat ; the

rotation of the earth may in hundreds of

millions of years be slowed down by tidal

action into agreement with the period in

which the moon completes her monthly
orbit ; and every form of animal and vege-

table life may perish from off the face of the

earth : yet ineffaceable traces of the long

ages during which her surface was clothed

with life, and instinct with inherent vitality,

will distinguish her from the moon, where
the era of life was incomparably shorter.

Even if the s])cculaiions of Stanislas Meunier
be just, according to which the oceans will

gratlually be withdrawn beneath the surface

crust and even the atmosphere almost wholly

disappear, there would for ever remain the

signs of changes brought about by rainfall

and snowfiill, by wind and storm, by river

and glacier, by ocean waves and ocean
currents, by the presence of vegetable

life and of animal life during hundreds of

millions of years, and even more potently

by the fiery deluge poured continually on
the ])rimeval surface of our globe. Hy all

these causes the surface of the earth has

been so wrought upon as to no longer re-

semble the i^rimary igneous rock which we
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seem to recognize in the scarred surface of

our satellite.

Dare we look onwards to yet later stages

in the history of our earth ? Truly it is like

looking beyond death ; for now imagina-

tion presents our earth to us as an inert

mass, not only lifeless as at the beginning,

but no longer possessing that potentiality of

hfe which existed in her substance before
j

life appeared upon her surface. We trace i

her circling year after year around the sun,

serving no useful purpose according to our
]

conceptions. The energy represented by I

her motions of rotation and revolution seems
|

to be as completely wasted as are those parts

(the whole save only one 230,000,000th

portion) of the sun's light and heat, which,

falling on no planet, seem to be poured

uselessly into desert space. Long as has

been, and doubtless will be, the duration of

life upon the earth, it seems less than a

second of a time compared with those two

awful time-intervals—one past, when as yet

life had not begun, the other still to come,

when all life shall have passed away.

But we are thus led to contemplate time-

intervals of a yet higher order—to consider

the eras belonging to the life-time of the

solar-system itself. Long after the earth

shall have ceased to be the abode of life,

other and nobler orbs will become in their

time fit to support millions of forms as well

of animal as ofvegetable existence ; and the

later each planet is in thus " putting on life,"

the longer will be the duration of the life-

supporting era of its own existence. Even
those time-intervals will pass, however, until

every orb in turn has been the scene of busy

life, and has then, each after its due life-sea-

son, become inert and dead. One orb alone

will then remain, on which life will be pos-

sible,—the sun, the source whence life had
been sustained in all those worlds. And
then, after the lapse, perchance, of a lifeless

interval compared with which all the past

eras of the solar system were utterly insigni-

ficant, the time will arrive when the sun will

be a fit abode for living creatures. There-

after, during ages infinite to our concep-

tions, the great central orb will be (as now,
though in another sense) the life of the solar

system. We may even look onwards to

still more distant changes, seeing that the

solar system is itself moving on an orbit,

though the centre round which it travels is

50 distant that as yet it remains unknown.

We see in imagination change after change,

cycle after cycle, till

Drawn on paths of never-ending duty,

The worlds—eternity begun

—

Rest, absorbed in ever glorious beauty,

On the Heart of the All-Central Sun.

But in reality it is only because our con-

ceptions are finite that we thus look forward

to an end, even as we seek to trace events

back to a beginning. The notion is incon-

ceivable to us that absolutely endless series

of changes may take place in the future and
have taken place in the past ; equally incon-

ceivable is the notion that series on series of

material combinations, passing onwards to

ever higher orders—from planets to suns,

firom suns to sun-systems, from sun-systems

to galaxies, from galaxies to systems of gal-

axies, from these to higher and higher or-

ders, absolutely without end—may surround

us on every hand. And yet, as I set out by
saying, these things are not more inconceiv-

able than infinity oftime and infinity of space,

while the idea that time and space are finite

is not merely inconceivable, but opposed
directly to what the mind conceives of space

and time. It has been said that progression

necessarily implies a beginning and an end
;

but this is not so where the progression re-

lates to absolute space or time. No one
can indeed doubt that progression in space

is of its very nature limitless. But this is

equally true, though not less inconceivable,

of time. Progression implies only relative

beginning and relative ending ; but that

there should be an absolute beginning or an
absolute end is not merely inconceivable,

like absolute eternity, but is inconsistent

with the necessary conditions of the pro-

gression of time, as presented to us by our

conceptions. Those who can may find re-

lief in believing in absolute void space and
absolute unoccupied time before, some very

remote but not infinitely remote epoch,

which may in such belief be called the be-

ginning of all things; but the void time be-

fore that beginning can have had no begin-

ning, unless it were preceded by time not

unoccupied by events, which is inconsistent

with the supposition. We find no absolute

beginning if we look backwards ; and look-

ing forwards we not only find an absolute

end inconceivable by reason, but revealed

religion—as ordinarily interpreted—teaches

that on that side lies an eternityj^not of void
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hut of occupied time. The time-intervals,

then, which have presented themselves to

our contemplation in dealing with the past

and future of our earth, being in their na-

ture finite, however vast, are less than the
siiortest instant in comparison with absolute
time, which—endless itself—is measured by
endless cycles of change. An i in like

hianner, the space seemingly infinite from
which our solar system has drawn its male-
rials—in other words, the universe as par-

tially revealed to us in the study of the
star-depths—is but the merest point by com-
parison with absolute space. The end.
seemingly so remote, to which our earth is

tending, the end infinitely more remote to

which the solar system is tending, the end of
our galaxy, the end of systems of such gal-

axies as ours —all these endings (each one of
which presents itself in turn to our concep-
tions as the end of the universe itself) are but
the beginnings of eras comjjarable with them-
selves, even as the beginnings to which we
severally trace back the history of our
planet, of the planetary system, and of gal-

axies of such systems, are but the endings
of prior conditions which have followed each
other in infinite succession. The wave of
life which is now passing over our earth is

but a ripple in the sea of life within the solar
system ; this sea of life is itself but as a wavelet
on the ocein of eternal life throughout the
universe. Inconceivable, doubtless, arethese
infinities of time and space, of matter, of
motion, and of life. Inconceivable that the
whole universe can be for all time the scene
of the operation of infinite personal power,
omnipresent, all-knowing. Utterly incom-
prehensible how Infinite Purpose can be
associated with endless material evolution.
But it is no new thought, no modern dis-

covery, that we are thus utterly powerless to
conceive or comprehend the idea of an Infi-

nite Being, Almighty, All-knowing, Omni-
present, and Eternal, of whose inscrutable
purpose the material universe is the unex-
plained manifestation. Science is in pre-
sence of the old, old mystery ; the old
questions are asked of her—"Canst thou
by searching find out God ? canst thou find
out the Almighty unto perfection ? It is as
high as heaven ; what canst thou do ? deeper
than hell ; what canst thou know } " And
science answers these questions, as they
were answered of old—" As touching the
Almighty, we cannot find him out."

R. A. Proctor.

CURRENT LITERATURE.

THE anonymous work on "Supernatural
Religion " appears to have attracted

more attention than any rationahstic treatise

since the appearance of Dr. Strauss's celebrated

"Lcbenjesu,"with the single exception ofErnest
Renan's, which was, however, a romance rather

than a treatise, or even a biography. The
work, though published in two volumes at a
high price, has passed through several editions.

Its authorship is one of our contemporary
enigmas, it was at first attributed to the learned

and venerable Dr. Connop Ihirlwall, formerly

Bishop of St. David's, then to Dr. Muir, author
of "Ancient Sanscrit Texts," then to the

Unitarian, Dr. Vance Smith, and now to Mr.
I'usey, nephew of Dr. Tuscy ; but in the cases
"{ Dr. Thirlwall and Dr. Smith, the conjec-

ture was met by a prompt denial. In the

Contemporary Review lately come to hand,
Professor Lightfoot, a scholar of the highest

reputation, contributes a first article on this

work, upon which he makes a trenchant and,

we had almost said, a savage attack. Any
attempt to follow the Professor's philological

criticism, which, from the nature of the case, is

verbal and technical in its character, would be
obviously impracticable within our narrow
limits. It must suffice, therefore, to indicate

briefly that criticism and the main points con-

tended for by the writer. Quoting from five or

six periodicals in which the anonymous author
is eulogized as an acute scholar, a scientifi-

cally trained critic, &c., Professor Lightfoot

ironically suggests that the " Supernatural
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Religion," the reviewers had eulogized could

not be the same as that lying before him. Then
follows a long verbal critique on the author's

renderings from Greek and Latin. He is charged

with not knowing the difference between the

indicative and the infinitive, of translating

the present tense by the perfect, an imperfect

. subjunctive by a present indicative, and so on.

He is then accused of self-contradiction, as

when he first calls the story of the Pool of

Bethesda " a later interpolation," and else-

where says, " we must believe that this passage

did originally belong to the text," &c. The next

point examined is the reviewers' eulogy upon

the author's candour and honesty in dealing

with opponents. To this Professor Lightfoot

retorts that he either chooses the weakest points

from the apologetic writers, or has a very

limited acquaintance with them. The latter

his critic thinks the more likely, for otherwise

he would have been spared innumerable slips

and blunders. Such blunders are, the argu-

ments regarding the length of Christ's minis-

try, the controversy regarding Easter, &c. One
short example may be given. The author

asserts that "sent" as a rendering of Siloam,

is " a distinct error," because the word means
" a spring, a fountain, a flow of water." To
which the Professor replies, that it properly

means an aqueduct (Latin, emissariiim) from

the Hebrew shalach, " to send." The question

of miracles is taken up, and a second paper is

to follow on the external evidences. The critic's

conclusion is, " it must be evident by this time

to any ' impartial mind,' that the ' Superna-

tural Religion ' of the reviewers cannot be our

'Supernatural Religion.'"

" Saxon Studies " by Julian Hawthorne, a

son of the author of " The Scarlet Letter," is

continued. It is exceedingly lively and inter-

esting, but somewhat cynical in spirit, and

perhaps too epigrammatic in style. The sub-

ject of this instalment is " Gambrinus," the

German Bacchus ; in other words—beer. The
aroma of beer pervades the entire paper—not

merely in the brewery, the concert garden, or

iho. gasthans,\i\x\. in the government. In the

national disposition, scholarship, and literature

—everything is of beer, beery. The suggestion

to Bismarck that he should unite all the brew-

eries into one monster establishment at Berlin,

and thus consolidate German unity and his

centralizing system is an admirable specimen

of humour, and the story of Frau Schmidt is

touchingly told.

Mr. Fitzjames Stephen is a thinker, some-

times a deep one ; he is also a forcible writer
;

but there are some things he is not equal to.

One of these is the intelligent discussion of

philosophical subjects. His paper on " Neces-

sary Truth," proves that he entirely misappre-

hends the position and even the technology of

metaphysicians. It is written in reply to a reply

by Dr.Ward, an able Roman Catholic writer in

the Dublin Re^'iew. The arguments cannot be

reproduced or even summarized here. Of
course, Mr. Stephen denies the distinction be-

tween necessary and contingent truths. Dr.

Ward upholds it ; indeed he is compelled to do

so by the creed he holds. To say nothing of

some of the Gospel miracles, the doctrine of

transubstantiation depends upon it. Mr. Ste-

phen's reasoning is often extremely acute and

even subtle, but his premises are sometimes

more than doubtful. For our own part,we must

confess that we never read anything from his

vigorous pen, without feeling that fallacy in

argument is often eked out with force of style,

and force of wilL After all, sic volo, sicjubeo is

not a logical maxim.

As we have made room for Mr. Proctor's in-

teresting paper on " The Past and Present of

our Earth," we need not refer to it here, further

than to express our opinion that it is pitched

in a more elevated key than we are accustomed

to in the popular works on astronomy, written

by its author. Mr. James Hinton approaches

a difficult task in a most becoming spirit. In

a very brief sketch of the subject, the writer

treats of " Professor Tyndall and the Religious

Emotions." In the first place, these words are

quoted from the celebrated Belfast address:

—

" To find a legitimate satisfaction for the reli-

gious Emotions, is the problem of problems of

our day." Mr. Hinton contents himself with

indicating a probable method of solution with-

out attempting to work it out fully. By " legi-

timate," he understands " a satisfaction that,

while contenting the religious aspirations, does

not come into conflict with the operations of the

intellect as expressed in science." Now what is

there that Science and the Emotions require,

that we should not contradict, prior to any

attempt at reconciliation .'' Science forbids the
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idea of arbitrariness in the universe or in any

"agent, or existence, or power operative in it."

On the other hand, the Emotions make the

demand, " absolute and emphatic," that this

agent, or existence, or power, is not to be re-

garded as mechanical. We must therefore ex-

clude arbitrariness on the one hand and"mecha-

nicalness" on the other. Mr. Hinton strives to

show that the Emotions do not, after all, as-

sume or even admit of the former, and that

.Science has discarded the latter. Therefore

they are capable of reconciliation ; nay more,

they never were, properly speaking, in antago-

nism. What is to be done—the problem to be

solved is this :
" So to use the Senses, the Intel-

lect, and the Emotions together, as to learn from

the appearance presented to us by Science,

some truer fact, in respect to which we shall be

able to understand why it should present to us

this appearance." The office of the moral feel-

ings is subsidiary to the intellect, clothing the

dry skeleton of phenomenal mechanism with

the warm glow of active vitality.

Mr. Hewlett's critique on "The Poems of

Mr. Morris," is in the main favourable, and oc-

casionally enthusiastic. He points out the

many felicities of style, the admirable re-pro-

duction of antique and mediceval fable, and the

admirable unconsciousness of the poet's origi-

nal style. The Defence of Guinevere, the

Life and Death of Jason, and all the earlier

poems seemed to Mr. Hewlett full of promise.

Although he laments the absence of humour,

which his master Chaucer possessed in such

abundant measure, he protests against his being

placed in the same form with Rossetti and
Swinburne in the " Fleshly School of Poetry."

Finally, while recognizing the many beauties of
' The Earthly Paradise," he feels constrained

to admit that he has forsaken his first method,

and that " return to his early stand-point of

unconscious serenity is plainly impossible."

Dr. Radcliffe, in " Man Trans-corporeal," deals

with a subject of absorbing interest in a pecu-

liar and somewhat original way—not merely

the immateriality of the soul or its superiority

to the body, but its absolute independence of

space or time, and its immanence \\\ everything

remembered, " wherever these may be, no mat-

ter whether without or within :" from which he i

concludes, that " the act of recognition ceases

to be separable from the act of cognition." The

writer analyses the phenomena of memory,
imagination, pure intellect, and will at some
length, as confirming his views.

The Fortnightly Review opens with a paper
on "The Kafir War of 1873," by Mr.Westlake,(2.

C. It is .m earnest plea against thq treatment of

Langalibalele and his tribe by the authorities of

Natal. According to the writer, " two hundred
persons, including old men, women, and children

have been killed, about two hundred sentenced

to transportation or imprisonment, and fifteen

thousand have been deprived of their land and
cattle and driven out homeless." The two hun-
dred who perished outright were, in plain Eng-
lish massacred in cold blood,'not by the native

troops alone, but also by, and under the direc-

tion of, the whites. This tribe (TheAma-Hlubi)
had not rebelled against the Government ; on
the contrar)', their chief and almost all the
fighting men ran away, and endeavoured to find

refuge amongst the Basutos, when the troops
were sent against them. The only offence they
had been guilty of was the possession of arms
without a license. When they had got, as they
thought, into neutral territory, the troops still

followed them. Then, contrary to the express
orders of their chief, who was far in advance, a
small body fired on their pursuers. They were
all trapped through the treachery of the Basutos
and Langalibalele was transported for life, after

a farcical trial which reflects great dishonour
on the name of British justice. His plea is

given in Mr. Westlake's paper, and it is clearly

one of Not Guilty
; yet the court recorded one

of Guilty. The privilege of summoning wit-

nesses was denied him, and the counsel (who
could not speak Kafir) whom the court assigned
him, threw up his brief because he was not per-

mitted to go into the merits of the case. Bishop
Colenso appealed on behalf of the chief, but

without success ; fortunately he is now in Eng-
land, and has laid the matter before Lord
Carnarvon. In a recent letter he asked the

Aborigines Protection Society not to agitate the

matter further, as a decision had been come to,

which could not be disclosed at present, but

was entirely satisfactory to him.

We should like to have devoted some space
to a detailed notice of Professor Clifi^ord's ex-

traordinary paper on " Body .md Mind." As
it is, we must content ourselves with a few

brief words explanatory of its n.Uurc and it>
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contents. The Professor is evidently deter-

mined to secure the bhie ribbon in the head-

long race into materiahstic oblivion. After

the ordinary explanation of the ntodiis operandi

of the brain and nervous system, we meet with

the following startling propositions : That

the physical world gets along entirely by

itself ; that will (therefore the Divine will) can-

not influence matter, and to say that it does

" is not untrue, but it is nonsense ;" that matter

can only be influenced by surrounding matter

or its motion ;
" that the human race as a

whole, has made itself during the process of

ages ;" that the doctrine of a destiny or provi-

dence outside of us is " immoral," if it is right

to call any doctrine immoral ; that the reality

which underlies matter "is that same stuff

which being compounded together in a particu-

lar way, produces mind; " That the supposition

of mind without brain is a contradiction in

terms," so that not only has an immaterial soul

in man no existence, but there is no room for

God, angel, or spirit, or for a world to come
;

that no such thing as Mind can be present in

the inter-planetary or inter-stellar spaces ; that

man is a conscious automaton and therefore a

responsible being, for if he possessed free-will

he would not be so ; from which we conclude

that he is responsible for what he cannot help,

and irresponsible for what he can help, &c.

" These be thy gods, O Israel!" This is the con-

solatory creed which science regards as ''nearly

certain," " quite certain," or " highly probable."

It is true that " not one man in a million has

any right to a definite opinion about " these

"facts." Only the select few are privileged to

know the mysteries of the universe, or peer

into its cheerless gloom
;
yet people will usurp

the right to examine the claims of this appalling

theory ! In the exercise of that, albeit usurped,

liberty, we ask our readers: What do you think

of " Dogmatic Atheism ?"

Mr. Cliffe Leslie's paper on " Auvergne" is

a very interesting sketch of a French Province

of which even travellers know little. Its scenery

is but lightly touched upon, the writer being

chiefly concerned with the effects of physical

geography and religious or family traditions, on

social and economical phenomena. He takes

occasion to administer a sharp rap over the

knuckles to the orthodox political economists.

Mr. Fitch's paper on Education is of no im-

mediate interest in Canada. It treats of the

various ways which suggest themselves to the

writer ot extending and improving the English

system of popular instruction. Mr. Symonds
contributes an instructive article on " The
Blank Verse of Milton." His first step is to trace

the history of this form of unrhymed versifi-

cation in English, as brought into use by the

dramatists "from Marlowe to Massinger and

Shirley." Then follows an examination of

Johnson's mistakes regarding it. The great

critic's ear was so attuned to the flowing cou-

plets of the rhymed iambic pentameter, that he

was quite bewildered when he attempted the

scansion of some lines in Paradise Lost. Mr.

Symonds also expounds the laws of this blank

verse, compares Milton with the Dramatists in

regard to the use made of it, and shows the

liberties taken with it by the great Epic poet.

In an article on " Clergy and Laity," Mr. Lewis

takes up the cudgels on behalf of Mr. King,

the clergyman who owned the winning mare,
" Apology. " The nature of the article may be

gathered from the moral:—"The more the

clergy are driven out of their top-boots, the

more we shall see them in chasubles and

birettas. Banish them from the opera-stalls by

all means, but do not be surprised to find them

taking their seats at the confessional." After

all, he thinks that hunting and breeding blood-

horses are nobler occupations than " cackling

about and playing at croquet." The Honour-

able Mr. Stanley's review of " The Greville

Journals," calls for no special remark ; and the

same may be said of Mr. Greg's very brief

reply to Mr. Grant Duff, which is merely writ-

ten to correct a few misapprehensions, and to

show that he and his critic are substantially

agreed. Mr. Edward Dicey treats of " The
Republican Defeat in the United States." His

general view is simply this, that the reaction

has been caused by weariness of the negro, and

that under a Democratic regime, the whites will

again rule over him. He regards the "bogus"

governments as a necessary evil, and the policy

of concession to the South a fatal error.
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MUSIC AND 11 III DRAMA.

'yHE only events in the musical world which
1 we have to chronicle are prospective

ones. On Monday, the iith instant, the To-
ronto Philharmonic Society will give a perform-
ance of the most popular of all oratorios, " The
>Tc-jsiah," at Mrs. Morrison's Opera House.
Under the circumstances, the selection of this

place of amusement for the performance, rather

than the Music Hall, was a wise one. The
latter is much too small for the purpose. In
the Cathedral towns in England, the Cathedral
is always utilized for oratorio performances, and
it would have been better to have followed the
example here ; but we understand that St.

James's Cathedral was not available for the
purpose. The associations of a theatre such as

that of Mrs. Morrison are perfectly unobjec-
tionable, but still they are of a character <//^v--

ent from those which ought to surround the
rendition of sacred music. For this reason, it

is a matter for some regret that the Cirand
Opera House is the best available place at

present, and for hoping that before long To-
ronto will be in possession of a Music Hall
adequate for oratorio performances. This is

the more to be desired because, until we have
such a hall, we cannot hope to have a first-class

organ, an instrument which aids so greatly in

the effective production of sacred music.

Another noteworthy musical event in pro-
spectu, is the advent of the great Hungarian
prima donna, Mdlle. lima de Murska and her
concert troupe, who will give one performance
at the Grand Opera House, on Friday, the 8th
instant. Mdlle. de Murska is surpassed in the
matter of voice, and as a dramatic artiste, by
Adelina Patti, Christine Nilsson, Pauline Lucca,
and Albani ; but for vocal facility, florid exe-
cution, bravura— in short, for everything that
is implied in the word vocalism, she has proba-
bly no living equal. Among her troupe are
two artists whose names are familiar in Toron-
to, Mdme. Carreno-Sauret, the pianiste, and
Signor Ferranti, the buffo-baritone. Besides
these excellent performers, there will be the
celebrated violincellist, Signor Braga—who on
this particular instrument, is probably equalled
only by the world-renowned Piatti—and the
violinist, M. Sauret.

Among other items of musical gossip, it is

stated that Toronto will be favoured before long
with visits from Max Slrakosch's Opera
Troupe, with .Mdlle. Albani, the celebrated
Canadian cantalrice, as prima donna ; and
from Miss Kmily Soldcne's English (}pera-
iioutfc Company,

I

At .Mrs. .Morrison s tJpcra H<iuse, the most
noteworthy performances during the past month
have been " The Cricket on the Hearth," Gold-
smith's " .She Stoops to Conquer," and Shakes-
peare's " Midsummer Night's Dream," brought
out as a Christmas spectacle, with .Mendels-
sohn's beautiful music. " The Cricket on the
Hearth," for exrellent acting all round, was, we
think, the very best thing that the stock com-
pany, unai(ft'(i, has yet given us. Especially
good were Mr. Couldock, as Ojhb Plunimer,
and Mrs. Marlowe, as Tilly Slowlwy. " She
Stoops to Conquer," was also very pleasantly
acted, and nicely put on the stage as regards
costumes and accessories. " Midsummer
Night's Dream," is admirably adapted for

being produced as a Christmas spectacle, and
the management made the most of the oppor-
tunity. The scenery throughout was very
pretty, the costumes were admirable, and the
dances and marches all very well executed.
The acting, however, was not so uniformly
good, as in "The Cricket on the Hearth." Mr.
Couldock and Mr. Rich were both very amus-
ing as iluiiicc and Bottom respectively, as also
was Mr. Sambrook, as Thisbe, though a little

less exuberance in the movement of his legs

would have been an improvement. It is quite
possible for a man to take a woman's character
in a sufficiently ludicrous manner, without being
\ailgar. Mr. Lawrens was tame and cold, as
Theseus, and neither Mrs. Linden nor Mrs.
Marlowe were satisfactory as Hermia and
Helena. Miss Egbert looked the part of
Titnnia charmingly, and Miss Whittle was a
vivacious Puck. Miss Rich, as Oberon, and
Miss Ware, as Second Fairy, sang the duet, "

I

know a Rank," very nicely, and the orchestra,
under the able leadership of Prof. Miillcr,

did full justice to Mendelssohn's music.

At the Royal Opera House, on King Street,

Mr. Joseph Murphy filled a very successful en-
gagement a couple of weeks back, appearing in

a number of characters, American, Irish. Cier-

man,and Negro, in the protean dramas," Help "

and " Maum Cre." Mr. Murphy is a remark-
ably fine actor, thoroughly natural, and irre-

sistably comic, without the least tinge of vul-

garity. He is probably the very best stage
" Irishman " ever seen in Toronto. On Mon-
day, the 4lh instant, the English actress. Miss
Katherine Randolph, was announced to appear
as Juliet, in " Romeo and Juliet." Miss Ran-
dolph comes with the highest testimonials to her
powers as an actress, and will doubtless attrac
large audiencesilunng her engagement.
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BOOK REVIEWS.

Far From the Madding Crowd. By
Thomas Hardy. Leisure Hour Series. New
York : Henry Holt& Co. ; Toronto : Adam,
Stevenson & Co.

Mr. Hardy is one of the new hghts of the

school of noveUsts variously denominated
psychological, realistic, or analytic—the school

of which George Eliot is the greatest living

representative. As might have been expected

then, " Far from the Madding Crowd," de-

pends for its interest not so much upon an ex-

citing plot, as upon natural delineations of

character, keen observation of nature, shrewd
remarks, and quaint humour. The scene is laid

in an out-of-the-way part of the West of Eng-
land, among homely rustics and sheep -farmers,

of whom it can be truthfully said, in the well-

known words of the poet Gray, that :

" Far from the madding crowd's ignoble strife,

Their sober wishes never learnt to stray,

Along the cool sequestered vale of life,

They kept the noiseless tenor of their way.

"

In fact those who are not partial to the real-

istic class of novels will perhaps complain, not

altogether unjustly, that their wishes are alto-

gether too sober and prosaic, that they never
rise above the commonplace level of ordinary
life, and are about as uninteresting a set of peo-

ple as the boors of Teniers are to everybody
except enthusiastic connoisseurs in Dutch paint-

ings. The plot turns upon the contest of three

men, Gabriel Oak, Boldwood, and Troy, for

the love of the heroine Bathsheba Everdene.
Of these four perhaps the heroine herself is the

most interesting ; still she has some unpleasant
points about her, and, though a charming girl,

is cast in a decidedly more commonplace mould
than the hapless heroine of the author's touch-

ing story, "A Pair of Blue Eyes." In fact,

none of the characters in the present work are

as interesting as the principal ones in that

charming novel. In the case of Gabriel Oak,
this is to be regretted, as he is a noble fellow,

who should have been spared the humiliation
of being made a servant to such a man as Troy.
Many readers will feel too that he loses some
dignity in becoming a mere patient drudge,
even though it be of the heroine. The total

absence of the ideal element is indeed the main
defect of the book as a work of art. This is a
mistake that George Eliot never makes. No
matter how realistic a novel of hers may be,

she always retains enough of the ideal element
to prevent it degenerating into a mere photo-
graph, instead of a painting. Still, " Far from
the Madding Crowd " is a very excellent novel
of its kind. Readers who like a sensational

plot full of startling incidents, will probably
pronounce the conversational scenes of Mr.
Hardy's unlettered rustics, tedious ; but those
who prefer subtle insight into character and mo-
tives, shrewd remarks, and quaint humour, will

find the novel one after their own heart. Even
readers of the former kind will derive enjoy-

ment from one very powerful scene ; that in

which Bathsheba is alone with the coffin con-
taining the dead body of Fanny Robin.

History of the Conflict Between Re-
ligion AND Science. By John William
Draper, M.D., LL.D. International Scien-

tific Series. New York : D. Appleton & Co.

Toronto : Adam, Stevenson & Co.

This work could not have appeared at a time
more opportune than the present, when the con-
flict, the history of which it relates, is raging
over a wider area and with greater intensity

than at any previous period of the world's his-

tory. The author's masterly work on " The
Intellectual Development of Europe" naturally

led to very high expectations of the present

one, and was in fact a guarantee that it would
be of a sterling character. These expectations
are to some extent fulfilled. The work in many
respects is a very able one, such indeed as

would have made the reputation of any less

celebrated author. It is as full of matter as an
egg is full of meat ; in general the learning is

ample and varied ; and the style is compact,
vigorous, and occasionally eloquent. While
making these general acknowledgments, how-
ever, we have to confess to a certain sense of
disappointment. To a great extent the book is

a re-hash of the author's previous work, the

readers of which and of Mr. Lecky's masterly
History of Rationalism (both far abler works
than the present) will find little that is new.
Moreover, Dr. Draper seems hardly to have
got to the bottom of his subject ; at least there

is a want of unity in his presentation of it. In
the contest between Religion and Science—or,

as the Comtists would say, between the Theolo-
gical and Positivist stages ofhuman knowledge
—there has been no solution of continuity. The
conflict has been essentially one, not half-a-

dozen separate ones, as Dr. Draper makes it

out to have been. The work, also, bears many
marks of haste, not to say carelessness, as
though it had been written to order to be ready
by a specified time.

Dr. Draper's general view is this : Modern
Science had its origin in the campaigns of
Alexander, which led the Greeks of that age to
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seek for knowledge, not, as previously, in their

inner consciousness, but by observing nature
;

thus giving rise to the inductive method of
Aristotle, the real father of modern Science.
The method once adopted was carried on by
the school of Alexandria—the focus of learning
for many centuries—and by the Nestorian
Christians. The great contest between Science
and Religion did not fairly commence till

Christianity became the state creed of the
Roman Empire. Dr. Draper enumerates si.\

conflicts in all, respecting :— i. 'J"he Unity of

God ; 2. The Nature of the Soul, its emanation
and absorption

; 3. The Nature of the World
;

4. The Age of the Earth
; 5. The Criterion of

Truth ; and 6. The Government of the Uni-
verse. The division has its defects as well as

its merits. It leads to the exclusion of many
relevant matters which cannot conveniently be
brought under any one of the different heads

;

such as Omens, Oracles, and Divinations ;

Dreams considered as supernatural visitations,

Astrology, and Magic ; Ghosts, Witchcraft,
Lunacy, Diabolical possession generally, and
the existence of the Devil ; the Divine Right
of kings and the cognate doctrine of the Divine
Right of priests ; the supernatural character of
diseases—plagues and pestilence—as indica-

tions of Divine wrath, and the doctrine of
Divine judgments generally ; the efficacy of
prayer ; the doctrine that sin brought physical
death into the world, and that the receipt of
interest on money is an offence against God

;

besides the general question as to miracles and
the miraculous, including prophecy. The whole
of these subjects and others that might be
mentioned, have given rise to the bitterest con-
flicts between theologians and those who re-

present the scientific spirit ; conflicts many of
which are still raging as fiercely as ever. Many
of these subjects, however, are not even alluded
to by Dr. Draper, and none of them receive
more than the most cursory notice.

Dr. Draper's classification, besides being
faulty in what it omits, is also faulty in what it

contains. The first conflict, that respecting
the unity of God, cannot, except by a misuse of
language, be described as a conflict between
Religion and Science. Dr. Draper brings it

under that head in a fashion both original and
peculiar. He tells us that Aristotle and his

followers, as a result of the scientific investiga-

tion of Nature, came to the conclusion that the
Author of Nature is one and indivisible ; that
the unity of Nature proclaims the unity of
Nature's God. This doctrine, Dr. Draper con-
tends, being handed down by the (ireek philo-

sophers, especially those of Alexandria, became
the property of the Nestorian Christians, from
whom Mohammed, when (|uite a young man
{boy, Dr. Draper calls him) received it ; so lliat

the resulting crusade of Mohammedanism
against Christianity was a conflict between
Science and Religion. I'assing over the fads

that Mohammed did not announce his belief

till he was over forty years of age, and that he
always attributed his conversion to a direct

revelation from (]od by the angel Gabriel, the
other undoubted fact remains that the Moham-
medans, of that age at least, did not hold the
doctrine of the unity of (]od 'as a scientific

truth, but as a theological dogma revealed to

them by Mahomet, as the I'rophet of God.
Moreover, even if it could be proved that they
did hold it as a scientific truth, we should
demur to the proposition that wars between
men holding a scientific idea, and those hold-

ing a religious idea, are a conflict between
Science and Religion. A duel or a bout of fisti-

cuffs between Prof. Tyndall and Archbishop
Manning, would with more propriety be called

a struggle of physical force and skill than a
conflict between Science and Religion. Science
does not win her victories by brute force, but by
convincing the human mind. //<*/- conquests, at

least, are free from the taint of blood. The
wars between Mohammedans and Christians,

then, were not a conflict between Religion and
Science, but a conflict between one religion

and another, or rather between their respective

adherents. Moreover, Christians generally

would strenuously deny that they fought against

Mohammedans because Christianity denies the
unity of God, a doctrine which Christians have
always professed to hold firmly, implied as it

is in the word " Trinity," which, of course, is

merely an abbreviated form of Tri- Unity; Three
in One. Dr. Draper's second conflict is open
to an objection similar to the one made against

his first. Belief in the emanation and absorp-

tion of the soul is not and never was a scientific

doctrine, but a metaphysical one. Science deals

with matters of experience, with objects of

sense, with the physical world. Speculations

—

they have never been anything more— respect-

ing the existence, nature, origin, and ultimate

fate of the soul are outside the sphere of expe-

rience and the physical world ; that is, they are

we/</-physical. If science makes any deliver-

ance on the subject, it is that not even the

existifice of the soul is capable of proof; which
is the view taken by such writers as Maudsley
and Bain, and by the whole modern physiolo-

gical school of psychologists. To project, as

Dr. Draper does, the doctrine of the Conserva-
tion of Force, a completely modern idea, the

growth of the last twenty-live years, back-
wards into the Arabian mind of a thousand
years ago, is simply absurd.

The want of due proportion in the details is

another striking defect. Irrelevant matters are

treated at far too great length, while others

more important, as pointed out aliovc, are cither

passed over altogether or treated inatlc»|uatcly.

The conijucsts of Alexander and of the Nloham-
mcdans appear to have f.iscinated Dr. Draper's

imagination, and are related at needless length.

Whoir pages are (illcd with details of scientific
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discoveries ; in fact much of the book is occu-

pied in relating separately the history of Reli-

gion, and the history of Science, instead of

describing the conflict between the two. Some
impression of the kind seems to cross the mind
of Dr. Draper himself on one occasion (p. 306)
where he suddenly winds up an account of

mathematical discoveries, filling three pages,

with the remark, " But here I must check
myself. I must remember that my present pur-

pose is not to give the history of mathematics."
A similar effort of memory on other occasions

would have resulted in the exclusion of a good
deal of superfluous padding.

In his preface, Dr. Draper states that it is

not necessary to pay much regard to more mo-
derate or intermediate opinions, because " in

conflicts of this kind, it is not with the moder-
ates but with extremists that the impartial

reader is mainly concerned. Their movements
determine the issue." Little, therefore, is said res-

pecting " the Protestant and Greek Churches."
This appears to be an error in judgment, in

view of the fact that Dr. Draper's audience is

mainly Protestant, and probably more inter-

ested in the conflict between their own Religion

and Science. Moreover, the result is somewhat
unfair to Romanism, which is left to bear the

whole brunt of Dr. Draper's onslaught almost
alone.

Dr. Draper's work being intended for popular
perusal, it was out of the question to overload
its pages with references to authorities. Some
references, however, are imperatively called for,

which might have been given in an appendix,
as their total omission detracts considerably
from the value of the book. We have noticed

some palpable errors. Thus, on p. 84, Moham-
medans are said to number one-third of the
human race ; an absurd exaggeration. On p.

146, Llorente's figures in regard to the victims

of the Spanish Inquisition are quoted without
remark, though so learned a scholar as Dr.
Draper ought to be aware that Llorente was
a violent partizan, that his History is unreliable,

that Von Ranke and Hallam do not scruple to

charge him with dishonesty, and that Prescott
and Hefele have pointed out several instances

of his exaggerations and self-contradictions.

On p. 240 it is said that the Nebular Hypothe-
sis rests primarily on the telescopic discoveries

of Herschel, a statement completely at variance
with the fact that the hypothesis had, many
years previously, been formulated with consid-

erable elaboration by the great German philo-

sopher Kant ; and had been (also independ-
ently of Herschel's observations) placed on a
more strictly scientific basis by Laplace. On
p. 320, reflecting telescopes are said to have
been invented in the last century, instead of the
seventeenth. On p. 221, the work written by
the strictly orthodox commentator Hengsten-
berg, in favour of the authenticity of the
Pentateuch is quoted in such a way as

to lead to the belief that Hengstenberg was
writing against its authenticity ; and on the
same page, for the purpose of proving that it

was written by Ezra, Dr. Draper adduces the
authority of the apocryphal second book of
Esdras, written no one knows by whom or
when, but probably between 44 B.C. and 96
A.D., that is at least 400 years after Ezra's
death. It is true that Dr. Draper apparently
believes, though he gives no reason for his be-
lief, that the second book of Esdras is genuine;
but even so destructive a critic as Colenso does
not place the composition of the Elohistic por-
tions of the Pentateuch at a later date than
Samuel, or about 1,100 B.C. In ascribing to

Luther the Protestant doctrine of the right of
private judgment in interpreting the Bible, as
Dr. Draper appears to do (pp. 213, 295-6), he
gives the Reformer too much credit. We doubt
very much whether Luther held the doctrine
even theoretically. There is no doubt that

practically Luther was an intolerant bigot, who
vilified all whose interpretation differed from
his own. For this reason he wrote Erasmus
—intellectually a far greater man than himself
—out of the ranks of Reformers, with the re-

mark that "he despaired of his salvation." Dr.
Draper justly places upon the shoulders of Cal-
vin the odium of the burning alive of Servetus,

but it would have been only impartial to have
also mentioned that Luther made himself an
accomplice after the fact, by warmly approv-
ing of the crime. To coine to the end of
our list of errors, we have to note a curi-

ous blunder in spelling, w-hich occurs twice on
p. 357 and once in the index, where Lamaism
—the theological system of the Buddhists—is

spelt Llamaism. This reminds us of the re-

mark of Lord Strangford, in regard to a similar

mistake, that one might as well talk of the

Grand Alpaca as of the Grand Llama. Errors
such as the foregoing induce caution in accept-
ing doubtful statements, such as the one
on p. 292, that the Venetians brought the art

of printing from China to Europe. Some au-

thority for a statement so greatly at variance
with ordinary notions would certainly be accept-
able.

Another complaint and we have done. Dr.
Draper is by blood, by birth, and by education,

an Englishman. He has, however, resided so
long on this side of the Atlantic as to have be-

come thoroughly Americanized in feeling.

That an Englishman should become American-
ized without acquiring a dislike for his nativ^e

country, appears to be impossible, and Dr.
Draper is no exception to the rule. Evidences
of his anti-British feeling were unpleasantly
conspicuous in his history of the American
Civil War, and they crop out occasionally in

the present work. In several instances the
claims of British men of science are ignored,

while those of Americans are paraded conspi-

cuously. Thus, on p. 318, the introduction of
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anaesthetics in obstetrics is apparently claimed
for America, though really due to the late Sir

J. Y. Simpson, of Scotland. In giving; the his-

tory of chemical discoveries and theories, those

of Dalton and Hlack are not once alluded to,

though several less important ones are men-
tioned. In treating of media-val science, scho-

lasticism, and the schoolmen, Roger Bacon, the

greatest of them all, is never referred to ; and
in noticing the doctrine of Evolution there

is a similar omission of the name of Herbert
Spencer. Worst of all, however, is the treat-

ment to which Lord Bacon is subjected . The
remarks about him on p. 233 are nearly as un-

true, as unjust, and as offensive as are those in

regard to Socrates in " The Intellectual Devel-
opment of Europe."

It must now be evident that Dr. Draper's

work has numerous and grave defects, which
preclude it from being an adequate exposition

of the great subject of which it treats. At the

same time we gladly admit, that, as a popular
introduction, it has many and striking merits,

and will well repay a careful perusal. As
such we can cordially recommend it to our
readers.

The Maid of Florei^ce ; or, A Woman's Ven-
geance. A Tragedy in Five Acts. With an

Historical Preface. London : Sampson, Low,
Marston, Low and Seaile. Toronto: Cop]),

Clark, and Co.

As this drama bears upon its title-page the name
of a Canadian as well as an English jiublislier, we
may supjiose tli.it Canada has a sj^ecial interest in

the writer. And we shall be glad if such is the case,

for the work is one which undoubtedly shows talent,

though talent in need of somewhat more careful cul-

tivation.

Tragedy has not of late been in a flourishing con-

dition. Perhajis it belongs especially to an age like

that of Shakesj)eare, in which the general action of

the world was more dramatic than it is at present,

the points of character more salient, the manifesta-

tion of ])xssion more undisguised, costume more pic-

turesque, than they are at present, and in which, there

being no newspapers, and little fiction except the

obsolete romances of chivalry, the stage was the only

mirror of life to the great mass of an active-mindet!

and curious pe()i)le. Nearly the same conditions

existe<l during the jialmy days of dramatic art at

Athens. In our days the drama has two formidable

rivals on different sides—the novel and the opera.

Novels, which now come out in England at the rate

of two in three days, absorb much of the interest

formerly felt in the stage. The opera offers to an

age caring for sensations, the excitement of nnisic and
spectacle, while many of the singers arc really also

excellent actors and actresses. Jenny Lind was a

first-rale actress in part-s that suited her, such as the

Fi^lia dtl Rf^ninile, and st) is Titiens in such j>arls

as I.uiret'w Jior^ia. The drama itself is fain to bor-

row the aid of spectacle, and the scene-painter has be-

come as important as the j>oct. Tragedy, however,

slill keeps its place as a form of poetry, like the epic,

thai also belongs in its perfection to an age different

from the present ; and perhaps if the passion for ex-
citement should ever subside, if art of the higher kind
should recover its ascendency , and we should begin
again to pay attention to our theatres as places of
intellectual amusement and schools of national cliar-

acter, the tragic poet may have his own again.
Florence, whose history is full oC action at once

jiicturcsque, passionate, and serious, was well selected

as the scene of the drama, and l>oth the play itself

and the historical preface afford proof that the sub-

ject was studied with care and intelligence Ijy the
composer. The plot is in perfect keeping with the
tenor of F"lorentine annals. Colonna, a Roman
noble, but a leader of mercenaries. Is taken into the
service of Florence, hard pressed in war with Sienna,
and gives her the victory over her enemy. Hianca,
daughter of one of the chief men in Florence, falls in

love with him and he with her. by her influence

he is made Podcsla or Dictator. But in his elevation,

ambition gets the better of love in his heart ; he dis-

cards Bianca and accepts the hand of a daughter of

Viscomte, tyrant of Milan. Bianca, to ave^.'- her-

self, gets up a counter-revolution in which ', o;onna
perishes, while Bianca, who still loves him, takes the
jjoison which she had been tempted, but had refused,

to use against his life.

The action of the play is vigorous ; character,

though not very deep or complex, is well portrayed;

the language is often very good, and \se could pick

out not a few pregnant and nervous lines. On ihe

whole there is considerable promise of excellence.

It is jiarticularly difficult to give a sjiecimen of a

dra:na ; but we will venture on an extract from the

scene in which Ursula, a jirofessed she-doctor and
secretly a poisoner, who is also a spy, tempts Bianca
to employ poison as the instrument of her revenge :

" BiAN. Leave us, Theresa. I would now con-

sult

Your skilful friend alone. \Exit Thkresa.
Ursu. Well said, my lady !

The priest is the confessor to the soul ;

The doctor, to the body. You must hide

No jot of the truth from either.

BiAN. Tell you all !

Ursu, My art is vain, unless I know the truth.

Where ail you, madam ?

BiAN. ^Vllere ?—My body ails me

—

\touchiug her heart.

Because my mind is racked

—

[prtssa hir I'rmv.

Ursu. The body's ills

Harrass the mind. The minds, far more thebo<ly

—

S]icak freely. \o\\ can trust me. Lies the root

Of your disease in nature's noblest part ?

Whence comes your grief?

BiAN. Pardon me, good mother

—

Dark, potent secrets doubtless you command.
Say first, whence comes your skill ?

Ursu. My father was a skilful alchymist.

And wondrous knowledge oft rcj^aid his toil.

For, while the dreaming world around him slept.

His wakeful nights were spent in torturing nature ;

Each limb and organ (juestioned on the rack,

'l"o yield their secrets to him. -Haj^picr truths,

Blessings to man, nature jierverse would hide.

If (iod made this world, surely Satan marred it !

l''or <lark and deadly secrets, hell-devised,

Revealed to him, he dre.adetl to make known.

Lost wicked men might use them. 'Twas this fear

Wliitcne<l his head, w.aslol his frame, while yet
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Old age was distant—Yet—mysterious craving

Of intellectual man !—though evil their fruit.

He loathed to let his labours perish all

—

On dying bed, with failing breath he whispered,

To me his daughter, many a dreadfal process,

By which the occult arts appal mankind—
' Oh use^them not/! '^he gasped, and gasping died.

BlAN. Taughthe^nothing else?

Ursu. Much else he taught me.

Which, with God's blessing, I may safely use.

BiAN. But that dark knowledge !—cleaves it to

you still ?

Ursu. Once known, alas, it ne'er can be for-

gotten !

We love to rifle"nature;^of her secrets

—

Her'deadliest secrets—though we dare not use them.

Now, tell your griefs.

BiAN. Oh, name them not, good mother

Hast thou no sovereign drug, that can recall

The innocent, the unsuspecting past ?

Canst thou not give the weary soul a draught

Of Lethe's blackest waters, to benumb
The memory of wrongs ? Make me forget

The griefs that gnaw my heartstrings ?

Uksu. Take comfort, daughter. Know I can

do much
To ease your pains—perchance, to right your wrongs

!

BlAN. (wildly) Men, trusting in their stren^h,

avenge Mtvr^wrongs
With sword and lance ! The dagger oft they use !

Are there no weapons fit for woman's hands ?

Ursu. There are such weapons

—

BiAN. Secret ? Sudden ? Sure ?—ow oft we
need

Defence for honour, vengeance for our wrongs,
'Gainst that strong tyrant, man !— I am in danger

—

A strong oppressor—

-

Ursu. Who ?

BiAN. 1 dare not name him —
For I am in his power—Help, good mother.

Oh, crown your charity with this good deed !

"

The most patent fault which strikes us is that the

verse is very often marred by misdivision of sylla-

bles. Power and Jiojir for example, stand as words
of two syllables, gorgeous as a word of three syllables,

Signiory, and worse still, encireling, as a word of four

syllables. These blemishes must be removed ; and
so must such offences against the ordinary rules of

language as the use of despair and siuivi as transitive

words. Licenses may be found in Shakespeare

;

but in the first place the language in Shakespeare's

time was still very confined, and in the second place

Shakespeare's prerogative is not ours. It must be

remembered, too, when discords are introduced into

the verse in supposed imitation of the Elizabethan

dramatists, that the text of the Elizabethan dramatists

is often very corruptT

Not to close with censure we will repeat tha
" The Maid of Florence " has, in our judgment, real

merit, and that we shall look with interest for other

productions by the same hand.

LITERARY NOTES.

WE learn that Mr. W. F. Rae's transla-

tions from the Causeries du Liindi of M.
Sainte-Beuve, embracing a series of criticisms

upon English writers, will be reprinted by
Messrs. H. Holt & Co., New York.
Two new and delightful volumes of fairy lore

come, with the holiday season, from the magic
pen of the Right Honourable Mr. KnatchbuU-
Hugessen, M.P. They are entitled " Whispers
from Fairy-Land," and " River Legends ; or

River Thames and Father Rhine." The latter

volume r.'X doubtless be found too local in its

subjects for Canadian youth to enjoy, but they
will get rapturous over the former work. By
the way, have we no native writer who will

weave the legends of our great lakes, and the
St. Lawrence, into a garland of mystic fancies

for our " little folk," or summon from the great
lone land, or the wild north land of our own
territory, the ghouls, goblins, and necessary in-

gredients of fairydom for Canadian connois-
seurs in this branch of literature ? A British

American " Hans Christian Andersen" should

be no impossibility with such material to work

with or to shape.

The author of " Friends in Council," Sir

Arthur Helps, has laid his many admirers

under further obligations by the publication of

a new book from his pen. It is said to be a

cheerful, wise, and wholesome work, and is en-

titled " Social Pressure."

A racy and entertaining volume of travel en-

titled "A Ramble Round the World, 187 1,"

by M. Le Baron de Hubner, formerly ambas-

sador and minister, appears from Macmillan's

press.

Two important additions to the rapidly aug-

menting literature of African exploration have

just been issued. The first of these is Sir

Samuel Baker's " Ismailia ; a narrative of the

Expedition to Central Africa for the suppres-

sion of the Slave Trade," and the second, is a

work to which a melancholy interest will attach,

viz. : "|The Last Journals of David Livingstone

in Central Africa," Edited by Horace Wal-
ler, F.R.G. S. The period covered by the lat-
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ter volume is from 1865 to within a few months

of the K'feat explorers death ; to which has

been added a narrative of his last moments and

sufferings, obtained from his servants, Chuma
and Susi. The former has appeared in a re-

print from the Messrs. Harper Uros., and the

latter will shortly be issued from the same

house.
The Greville Memoirs is the title of a very

gossipy and instructive series of Journals of the

Reigns of King (ieorge IV. and William IV.,

kept by the Clerk of the Council to those sove-

reigns, Mr. Charles C. F. Greville, which

have recently been issued by the Messrs. Long-

man. Its publication in the conventional three

volume library style, will prevent its impor-

tation into this market, we fear.

The International .Scientific Series bids fair

to become a most valuable issue of books in the

domain of science and philosophy. The re-

cent contributions to the series embrace Dr.

Draper's important work on the " History of

the Conflict between Religion and Science,"

and a translation from the German of Prof.

Oscar Schmidt, on "The Doctrine of Descent

and Darwinism." Both volumes are meeting

with an extensive sale.

A volume of political reminiscences, from the

pen of Earl Russell, entitled " Recollections and
Suggestions of Public Life, 1813-1873," is an-

nounced as in Messrs. Longmans' press.

The Diary of H. M. the Shah of Persia,

during his Tour through Europe in 1873, has

just been issued in an English dress, and trans-

lated verbatim, with all his Majesty's amusing
blunders, (S:c., which add piquancy to the nar-

rative.

A literary event of philological interest has

just happened. We refer to the republication

from the German of the best English Grammar
extant— that of Prof. Maetzner, which has

just been issued, in three large 8vo volumes,

from the press of Mr. John .Murray, London,

and Messrs. Roberts Brothers, Boston.

Messrs. Hunter, Rose & Co. have added to

their rapidly extending series of reprints of Eng-
lish fiction, the novel, by Mrs. Lynn Linton,
" Patricia Kemball." It is a fairly-written novel

of English provincial life, but with nothing

outri- in its incidents or composition that could

remind the reader of its being the work of the

author of " Joshua Davidson, the Communist."
A curious volume, an cxemplitication of the

fact that among our neighbours " every man is

a law unto himself," appears in Mr. Nordhoflf's

work on " The Communistic .Societies of the

United States, from personal visits and obser-

vations." The volume embraces details as to

the creeds, social practices, numbers, indus-

tries, and present condition of the various re-

ligious communities in the States.

The tirst volume of Mr. Theodore Martin's
" Life of H. R. H. the late Prince Consort,"
published under the sanction of H. M. the

Queen, has just appeared.
Mr. Frederic Harrison, whose contributions

to the Fortnightly Review are widely known, is

compiling a volume of Essays, under the title

" Political Problems," chiefly made up, how-
ever, of his articles in that Magazine.
A new work from the pen of Principal Daw-

son, of McGill College, Montreal, on " The
Dawn of Life upon the Earth," is announced
for publication in England.

Religious controversy and scientific specula-

tion seem to be the disturbing ioxzfs, par excel-

lence of the day. The sale of the two anony-
mous volumes on " Supernatural Religion,"

recently published, continues unabated ; Mr.
John Stuart Mill's posthumous Essays on " Na-
ture, Religion, and Theism," have added to ihe

ferment, and now comes Mr. Gladstone, with

his " Vatican Decrees," to set the pot a-seeth-

ing.

A new and cheaper edition, in 5 crown 8vo.

volumes, is announced of Samuel Smiles im-
portant work, " The Lives of the Engineers,

with an account of their principal works, &c."
This biographical compilation, iDy the author of
" Self Help," has been hitherto inaccessible to

the readers of his popular works from its high

price. The forthcoming re-issue will therefore

be of interest to many.
The doctrine of Evolution, in its literary

aspects, will shortly find illustration in the forth-

coming issue of the ninth edition of our pon-

derous friend the Encylopivdia Britannica.

The first volume of the new series, under the

editorship of Dr. Thomas Spencer Bayne, we
learn is shortly to appear, and the successive

instalments may be looked for at the rate of

three volumes per annum. The tests which
determine the " survival of the fittest," in regard

to another Cyclop;cdia—Chambers'—we learn,

have been applied to it, recently, and a re-issue

of that work is now being undertaken by the

publishers.
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WOLFE AND OLD QUEBEC.

BY DANIEL WILSON, LL.D.

AMONG the thousands who yearly en-

ter the St. Lawrence, and for the first

time gaze on its noble landscape, few can

fail to be impressed with the quaint pic-

turesqueness of the ancient capital, enthron-

ed amid its fine amphitheatre of hills, and

crowned with the embattled heights of Cape

Diamond. The landscape is one upon

which the dullest eye can scarcely gaze un-

moved ; and presented, as it so often is, to

the ocean-tossed emigrant, in search of a

home in the wilderness, its beauty is like

the first gleam of sunshine on a land of pro-

mise. But Quebec has other charms, in

which it has no rival on this continent. It

greets the voyager from the old world with

proud historic memories, linking Cape Dia-

mond and the heights of Abraham with the

triumphs of the great Frederick, and the

discomfiture of Louis XV ; with the states-

manship of Chatham, the gallant rivalry of

Wolfe and Montcalm, and all the old me-

mories of the Seven Years' War.

Time has in store for our young Dominion

a future which, we doubt not, will make for

it many historic scenes, but no change can

rob that landscape of its grand memories,

or divorce the name of Wolfe from the em-

battled heights which are the monuments

of his fame. Nevertheless, while, next after

England's greatest leaders in arms,—her

Marlborough and Wellington, her Blake and

Nelson,—none claims a more honoured

place than Wolfe, no biography worthy of

him has been written ; and his name lives

only in the memory of younger generations

associated with that life-bought triumph

which gave a new bias to the destinies of

this continent. Southey, to whom we owe

the life of Nelson, contemplated writing that

of Wolfe ; Gleig has published selections

from his letters ; and Earl Stanhope has

turned others of them to account in his

" History of England ;

" but no adequate

review of his personal life has yet been writ

ten ; and the blaze of triumph in which it

closed seems to have obscured all other

incidents of his brief career. But that
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career has a peculiar interest for Canadians,

if indeed it may not be regarded as an

episode in the history of the Dominion.

The family from which General Wolfe

s[)rang played a prominent part among the

royalists of Ireland in the era of the Com-

monwealth. On the capitulation of Lime-

rick, in October, 165 1, to the Parliamentary

< ieneral, Ireton, twenty of the most distin-

guished among its defenders were excepted

iiom i)ardon, including George Woulfe, a mi-

litary officer, and his brother, Francis, a friar.

The friar was hanged, but his brother made

his escape to England, settled in Yorkshire,

and there, in due time, a grandson was

bom, who rose to the rank of Lieut. -General

in the reign of Queen Anne, distinguished

himself in the campaigns of Marlborough,

and did good service in the cause of the

new Hanoverian dynasty, in 1715, against

the Jacobite descendants of those with

whom his Irish ancestry had staked their

lives on behalf of a Stuart King. As

Colonel, he commanded the 8th Regiment

of Foot ; and this regiment his son, James,

—the future victor of Quebec,—entered in

1 741, at the age of fifteen.

Some quarter of a century ago an old

gentleman died in Glasgow, in whose pos-

session an antique military-chest had remain-

ed for upwards of fifty years. The key had

been broken in the rusty lock ; and so its

contents lay undisturbed, till the e.xecutor

of its custodian, in the administration of his

estate, forced the lock, and disclosed a con-

fused heap -of regimental pajjers, reports,

and old letters. For the most part they

recalled mere formalities of the old military

days of pipeclay and pig-tails. Hut one

bundle, carefully filed apart, proved to con-

sist of thirteen letters written by Wolfe to a

brother officer. They extend over a period

of nine years, from Wolfe's twenty-second

to his thirty first year, and not only supjily

interesting glimpses of his early military life,

but admit us to the confidence of the young

.soldier in far more tender strifes of the heart.

Wolfe was stationed with his regiment at

Glasgow when he addressed the first of

these letters, in all the frankness of youthful

friendship, to Captain Rickson, then with

his regiment at Dublin. He communicates

welcome intelligence about a lady to whom
the Cajjtain has evidently lost his heart, and

assures him that she is every way worthy of

his regard. He then whispers, in strictest

confidence, of a i\\x maiden, known to both

,

who has won all his own affections ; a lady of

great sweetness of temper, good sense, and

most engaging behaviour—as to lovers' eyes

young ladies are wont to appear. But " the

course of true love never did run smooth."

A guardian uncle of the young lady finds

his youth an insuperable objection ; for, as

he himself admits, he is " but twenty-two

and three months." The General and Mrs.

Wolfe, moreover, have still graver objections

to the match : Mrs. Wolfe having her eye.

as clever matchmaking mothers will have,

on a matrimonial prize of ;^3o,ooo for their

only son. He adds, however, that if he

gets expected promotion, he will certainly

pop the question before the year is out, in

spite of prudent uncles and mammas. " But,"

he concludes, " if I am kept long here the

fire will be extinguished. Young flames

must be constantly fed, or they'll eva])o-

rate !" And so, with this rather confused

lover's metaphor, the subject drops out of

sight, and the lady is heard of no more,

having, probably, accepted the hand of "a

very rich knight," concerning whom Wolfe

indulges in sundry contemptuous allusions,

as a rival whom he holds exceedingly cheap.

The tongue is an unruly member, but it

is nothing to the tell-tale pen which thus

blabs old lovers' confidences a hundred

years after their hearts are dust. It was, in

truth, a mere play of fancy, in which the heart

of neither can have been deeply touched. Ere

long a more genuine pa.ssion mingled its

tenderness with his latest dream of glory

and of duty. Hut the same letter touches

on other themes. Such schooling as Wolfe
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had, in those old days, before Woolwich

Boards or Civil Service Examinations were

dreamt of, was obtained in his native Wes-

terham, a pretty little Kentish Town, on

the river Dart. But he left school to join

his father's regiment, at the age of fifteen

;

and in writing to his friend he deplores his

deficient education, with later years running

to waste in a Scottish barrack, '•' where," he

says, "your barren battalion conversation

rather blunts the faculty than improves."

But his was not the mind to rest contented

with mere grumbling over opportunities lost.

Already he had attracted notice by his ap-

titude for command ; introducing the great-

est regularity and exactness of discipline,

and yet retaining the affection of his men.

He was applying himself with unwearied

assiduity to the mastery of his profession
;

and, amid the distractions and impediments

of barrack life, was silently preparing himself

in all ways for his great life-work. " You
know," he writes, " I am but a very indiffer-

ent scholar. When a man leaves school at

fifteen, he will never be justly called a man of

letters. I am endeavouring to repair the

damage of my education ; and have a person

to teach me Latin and the mathematics, two

hours each day, for four or five months. This

may help me a little." Thus modestly does

the young soldier tell of time redeemed

from the idleness of barrack life, to recover

lost opportunities of earlier years.

But the glimpses thus caught of Wolfe, as

a lover and a student, are episodes of a

quiet interval between his earlier and later

campaigns. Walpole, the sagacious minister

of the first two Georges, to whose pacific

policy the stability of their throne was

mainly due, had been driven from power

just as Wolfe entered the army. King

George, with obstinate Hanoverian policies

of his own, had no difficulty in enlisting

England in a quarrel about the pragmatic

sanction, and the Queen of Hungary's right

to the Austrian Throne. There were then,

as there ever have been, short-sighted Eng-

lishmen who thought it high-spirited and
heroic to bear the brunt of every dynastic

squabble ; and were of the same opinion as

has been so recently set forth anew, that it

is a cowardly thing, if bloody noses are

going in any corner of " Dame Europa's

School," that we should not thrust our own
into the strife. So there were fine chances

for those who chose the profession of arms.

Young Wolfe had no sooner done so, than

he embarked with his father for Flanders,

and began the practical study of war ; the

same year in which Frederick the Great

made that world-famous seizure of Silesia :

the first of Prussia's German acquisitions,

on which she has since kept tenacious hold.

England now became the fast ally ofAus-

tria, subsidised Denmark and Sweden ; and,

indeed, squandered money so lavishly in a

quarrel with which she had absolutely no-

thing to do, that her national debt has kept

up a very practical remembrance of it ever

since. Still more to give hostages to for-

tune, her King served as actual soldier in

the same ranks in which Wolfe did duty as

subaltern. Nor was it any royal holiday

work, or theatrical "baptism of fire." At

the bloody battle of Dettingen, King George,

\vith stolid coolness, led the cavalry to the

onset \ and when dismounted, put himself

at the head of his own British and Hano-

verian infantry, which broke and scattered

the Duke de Grammont's ranks, and won
the day. In this fierce struggle. Ensign

Wolfe carried the colours of his regiment,

and shared in the dangers and honour of the

victory—the last in which a King of Eng-

land bore part. Ere long, on the disastrous

field of Fontenoy, Wolfe distinguished him-

self when others failed, and received the

special thanks of the Commander-in-Chief.

One hundred and thirty years ago that

war of the Austrian succession occupied all

minds as eagerly as the late Franco-German

struggle did our own. To our great grand-

fathers it seemed world-famous and unfor-

getable. To the very historian now it has
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ecomc obscure. Carlyle, in his sardonic

\ cin, exclaims :
" Of Philippi and Arbcla,

educated Knglishmen can render account

;

.ud I am told young gentlemen entering the

irmy are pointedly required to say who com-

manded at .-Egos-Potami, and wrecked the

Peloponnesian war ; but of Dettingen and

lontenoy, where is the living Englishman

that has the least notion, or seeks for any?"*

Vet that war had other home-fruits for Eng-

land besides her national debt, which live in

all men's memories.

The sagacious foresight of Walpole had

.mticipated from the first the dangers which

now beset the new dynasty. France, foiled

!.y England's antagonism, revived its long-

mouldering schemes of revolution, which

many a fine Jacobite ballad helped to fan

into flame ; and soon the nation was involved

in civil war. Fontenoy was fought on

the 31st of May, 1745. Before the end of

July, Prince Charles Edward was in Scot-

land ; and soon the Highlands were in arms

on behalf of the exiled Stuarts. The Eng-

lish regiments were hastily recalled from

Flanders ; and among them that in which

Wolfe now held brevet rank of major, as the

reward of his deeds in the continental cam-

paign. Landing at the Tyne, the returned

regiments, under command of General Haw-

ley, were marched against the rebels, only

to partake in his ignominious defeat at Fal-

kirk. Surprised and panic-stricken, his

broken battalions fled before the onset of

the Highland clansmen. Three regiments

only stood their ground, where veterans

fresh from Dettingen quailed before the half-

armed and undis(:i[)lincd mountaineers ; one,

a body of six hundred Glasgow militia, com-

manded by the Earl of Home ; another, the

regiment in which Wolfe led his company,

and held the ground with resolute cool-

• his an interesting illustration of the service Art
renders at limes lo hislory, tlial the fame of Detlin-

ijen is fjuilc familiar to musical circles in Kn^;lanll,

from the "Te iJcum" composed by Handel in cele-

l)rati<in of thai evenl -a fact which seems lo have
escaped Carlyle.— liu. C- M.

ness and intrepidity. It was a crisis in the

history of England. Surprise and defeat had

also scattered the royal forces at Preston

-

Pans ; and in the eclat of princely courtc

sies, and the charm of revived national asso-

ciations, Edinburgh, for a brief time, forgc>t

the dragonnades ofCharles H., and the boot-

and thumbkins of his more infamous brother.

But it was the last gleam of sunshine in a

wintry day. Nearly three months after

General Hawley's defeat at Falkirk, on the

memorable i6th of April, 1746, the Duke

of Cumberland commanded the royal forces

on CuUoden Moor. The gloomy dawn of

that April morning, with its drizzling rain

drenching the f^xmished clansmen, haunts

the mind, as though nature herself wept

over the tragic scene. In truth it is a

theme in which our judgment and our feel-

ings are at war ; and we are apt, even now,

to forget, in the romantic associations of the

Prince Charles of Scottish song, the real

issues of a contest which established the

hard-won liberties of the nation against a

royal race for whom even adversity yielded

no sweet uses or wise lessons.

In that memorable battle, where the Duke

of Cumberland won the unenviable title of

" The Butcher" Wolfe acted as aide-de-cam\j

to General Hawley, who, with his cavalry,

protected the lines of infantry on the

flanks. It is needless to dwell on a strug-

gle in which all the chivalry and heroism

were on the side of the vanquished. Cum
berland, though by no means jirompt in

pursuit, revenged himself by the butchery of

the wounded on the held ; and even yet.

more than a century and a quarter after that

bloody day, the name of the victor is re-

called with abhorrence. One incident asso-

ciated with such unheroic deeds, connects

Wolfe with the events of the day. As the

Duke rode over the deserted ground, with

the young aide-de-camp in his train, the

colonel of the I'Vasers—a youth who had

fallen at the head of his clansmen,—raised

himself with an effort, to gaze in the i.w^.' of
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the victor. " Shoot me that Highland

scoundrel, who dares to look on me with so

insolent a stare!" exclaimed the Duke,

turning to Wolfe. Pausing for a moment at

the brutal order, according to the narrative

of an eye-witness, Wolfe repHed :
—

" My
commission is at your Royal Highness's dis-

posal ; I am a soldier, not an executioner ;"

and so some meaner hand had to be found

for the deed of butchery.

There is no pleasure in dwelling on such

memories, or cherishing associations of our

hero with a victory so dishonourable. Smol-

lett penned, with passionate earnestness, his

" Tears of Scotland ;
" and Collins, with the

gentler sympathies of a stranger, wrote his

exquisite Ode :

" How sleep the brave, who sink to rest,

By all their country's wishes blest !

"

The victor had done his best to discredit his

own cause and render the name and race

of the Guelphs more hateful to Scotsmen

than even the persecutions of the Restoration

Kings had made those of the Stuarts. Five

years thereafter his dissolute, worthless, elder

brother, Frederick, Prince of Wales—heir

to the throne,—in the midst of paltry cabals

and Court squabbles, suddenly died, and his

epitaph, with that of his whole race, is thus

feelingly set forth by the English muse :

" Here lies Prince Fred,

Who was alive, and is dead ;

Had it been his father,

I had much rather ;

Had it been his brother,

Sooner than any other ;

Had it been his sister,

There's no one would have miss'd her ;

Had it been his whole generation.

Best of all for the nation :

But since it's only Fred,

There's no more to be said !

"

Let US remember—in order that we may

rightly estimate this landmark of a time so

different from our own,—that this same

" poor Fred " is the great grandfather of

our beloved Queen.

But to return to our hero. After a brief

sojourn in the district between Loch Lomond

and the Trossachs—since celebrated in ro-

mance and song—where Wolfe was sent to

garrison the Fort of Inversnaid, once a

stronghold of the old freebooter, Rob Roy,

he was recalled to active service in the Seven

Years' War. At the battle of Landfelt,

where he was Major of Brigade, the entire

brunt fell on the British left. He was num-

bered among the wounded ; and received

the special thanks of the General for gal-

lantry on the field. At Nesselroy and else-

where he served with increasing distinction,

and was noted for the fine disciphne of his

brigade.

Yet amid all the harsh realities of war the

heart of the soldier retained its youthful

freshness unimpaired. It was subsequent to

all this schooling in the bloody trade of war

that Wolfe returned to Scotland in 1749, a

Major, and ere long a Lieutenant-Colonel,

though only in his twenty-third year, and

wrote the first of those Glasgow letters in

which we find the worldly wisdom of his

mother in conflict with love's first young

dream. His letters are invaluable for the

glimpses they reveal of the earnest self-con-

trol, and the modesty of a noble nature.

When entering on his duties as Lieutenant-

Colonel, he thus writes :
" I take upon me

the difficult duty of a commander. It is a

hard thing to keep the passions within

bounds, where authority and immaturity go

together. It is hard to be a severe disci-

plinarian, yet humane ; to study the temper

of all and endeavour to please them, and yet

be impartial ; to discourage vice at the tur-

bulent age of twenty-three."

But with heart unsullied, in barrack as in

camp, he writes his mother, regretting the

want of such religious services as he had

been familiar with, but rejoicing that the

worship of God and the Christian Sabbath

are still within his reach ; and so he tells

her he is acquiring the reputation of a good

Presbyterian by his regular attendance at the

Scottish Kirk. When we recall the prevail-

ing mode of thought of that eighteenth cen-
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tury, it is no slight token of a genuine reli-

gious feeling to find the young soldier,

among strangers, and with an unfamiliar form

of worship, perseveringly frequenting the

house of God.

A period of imbecility, gloom, and disaster,

marked England's share in the war which

followed soon after the truce of Aix-la-

Chapelle, till the Great Commoner was called

to the councils of the Nation. Forthwith

vigour took the place of despondency and

defeat. Men were entrusted with the con-

duct of the war because of approved fitness,

and not from iamily connections or parlia-

mentary interest ; and, among the rest, young

Wolfe was selected by Pitt, and sent with

General Amherst to this continent, where

Lord Loudon had been conducting matters

to most unsatisfactory results. Forthwith

all was changed. At Louisbourg, Cape

Breton, Brigadier Wolfe effected a landing

under the eye of the General and Admiral

Boscawen, in the face of powerful batteries,

and with a sea so violent that many boats

were foundered ; and pushed on the siege till

Louisbourg fell, and Cape Breton with it.

The fieet to which the Court of Versailles

had confided the defence of French America

was destroyed ; the captured standards were

borne in triumph from Kensington Palace to

the City, and there suspended in St. Paul's,

amid the roar of cannon and the shouts of

the people ; and, as Walpole writes, " our

bells are worn threadbare with ringing for

victories !

"

The energy of the great Minister seemed

to extend its influence everywhere. The year

'759 opened with the conquest of Goree
;

next Guadaloupe fell ; then Ticondcrogaand

Niagara, bringing that old war, in fancy, to

our own doors. And as on land, so was it

at sea. The Toulon stjuadron was com-

jjletely defeated by Admiral Boscawen off

Cape Lagos, while Wolfe—now General of

the forces of the St. Lawrence,—was pre-

paring for the achievement which was to

crown the triumphs of the year with sadness

and with glory. The season was already

far advanced. He had tried in vain to effect

a landing below the Montmorency, and do
battle with Montcalm where he lay en-

trenched at Beauport. All fears or hopes of

aid from the French fleet were at an end.

But Montcalm had other resources ; had

already—though in vain—tried, by fire-ships

and rafts, to annihilate the English fleet. His

best hope now lay in the equinox, and early

winter beyond, with their gales, to drive

General and Admiral both out of the St.

Lawrence ; and he already flattered himself

that Quebec and French America were as

good as safe for another year.

The English General's fears corresponded

only too closely thereto. Fatigue and anxiety

preyed on his delicate frame. A violent

fever prostrated him for a time ; but, un-

daunted, he returned to his work, and at

length the night of September 12th, 1759,

had come, and the dawn of his fortunate day.

His force, 5,000 men in all, had been alrea-

dy transported above Quebec. This he em-

barked in boats, dropt down the broad river

in silence, under the stars ; and as he glides

swiftly towards victory and death, a little

incident illuminates for us the stealthy machi-

nations of that night with a tender spiritual

ray. John Robison, a young midshipman

—long after well known as Professor of

Natural Pliilosophy in the University of

Edinburgh,—was in the same boat with the

general, and loved in after years to recall the

incident. As they glided down the river

with muffled oars, Wolfe repeated in a low

voice some stanzas from Gray's Elegy—then

in the first blush of its fame,—ending with

the prophetic lines :

—

"The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power,

And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave,

Await alike th' inevitable hour :

The |)aths of jjlory lead but to the ^ravc.

"

And as he closed, he added that he would

rather be author of that poem than victor

in the impending battle.

On the triumph which followed, we need
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not here dwell. Wolfe's Cove, Cape Dia-

mond, and the Plain of Abraham, with all

their historic memories, are indelibly im-

printed on every Canadian mind. With the

morning's sun the flag of England floated

over the heights of Quebec, marking an era

in the world's history. This continent,

thenceforth, under whatever form of gov-

ernment, was to be English, not French.

Wolfe's work was done, and he and Mont-

calm lay there peaceful in the brotherhood

of death.

For Wolfe, it was the close of a life that

might well be envied. Tender and true as

Nelson himself, and with a nobler moral

self-command ; he had fallen in the arms of

victory, the youngest of England's generals

since the old heroic days of the Black Prince.

He was only in his thirty-third year. At

home, the old general, his father, lay

dying—died indeed before the news of

mingled pride and sorrow could reach his

ear. But besides the widowed mourner who
survived, there was another to weep in that

hour of England's triumph. His affianced

bride was then vainly watching with longing

eyes, for her young soldier's return. She

was a rich heiress, and he an only son.

They had everything that heart could desire
;

and she had urged his stay with all the elo-

quence of love. But duty called him, and,

however reluctantly, he obeyed. The verses

have been preserved which he addressed,

on the eve of his departure, to the bride he

was never to wed. They will not compare

with Gray's " Elegy," but they have an inter-

est of their own, as where he urges :

" Two passions vainly pleading,

My beating heart divide ;

Lo ! there my country bleeding,

And here my weeping bride."

And while thus pleading for that inevitable

separation, he reminds her that

—

" No distance hearts can sunder

Whom mutual truth has joined."

Thus fresh in all the passionate tenderness

and fervour of youth was that heart which

sacrificed love to duty on the field of death.

He gave his bride, as a lover's token, at

that last parting, a locket containing some

of his own hair. She lived to become Coun-

tess of Bolton ; but to the day of her death

she wore on her bosom Wolfe's last gift,

covered with crape.

England failed not to render what honours

could be lavished on him who had thus found

in the path of duty the way to glory and to

death. The difficulties which Wolfe had to

contend with had seemed insuperable. No
one dreamt of success. Horace Walpole

—

a good specimen of the croakers of that day

as of our own—is found writing to his friend.

Sir Horace Mann, while tardy winds were

wafting across the ocean news of the victory

already won :
—" We havefailed at Quebec,

as we certainly shall I
"

Fancy the revulsion of feeling on the falsi-

fying of such predictions—the exulting pride,

the national outburst of tearful joy. The

poet Cowper recalls the time, as one when

it was

—

" Praise enough

To fill the ambition of a private man,

That Chatham's language was his mother tongue,

And Wolfe's great name compatriot with his own."

Yet, also, it is well to realize to our own
minds that which is so true a picture of what

never fails as the attendant on war's trium-

phal car : the mother, just widowed ; the

bride unwed ; answering to the nation's joy-

bells with their tears.

Ail that the unavailing honours of this

world can bestow waited on the victor's bier.

West made his death the subject of his finest

painting ; Wilton, in Westminster Abbey,

embodied the nation's gratitude in the sculp-

tured marble of his tomb; and in the Senate,

with more than wonted effort, Chatham

strove to give expression to the universal

sorrow. The feelings which thus found

utterance in the fresh consciousness of his

loss, remain associated with his memory to
'

this hour. He lives on the historic page,
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he dwells in our memories, in the beauty of

perpetual youth.

Had Wolfe lived to mature his judgment

by age and experience, he might have

rivalled Marlborough and Wellington. Nay

more, with Wolfe in the place of Howe or

Burgoyne, in later American campaigns, he

might have achieved less enviable triumphs

and changed the destinies of the world. It

is better as it is. He won unsullied laurels

fighting his country's battles against a foreign

foe. He had every motive that this world

could offer to make life covetable ; but he

had lived in the thought of a life beyond,

and, as he saw that work triumphantly ac-

complished which had been given him to do,

he exclaimed, " Now God be praised, I die

happy!" Such dead may indeed be pro-

nounced happy.
" The glory dies not, and the grief is past."

But there was another hero of that fated

field for whose tomb " the boast of heraldry"

found no laurel wreaths. The young Mar-

quis de Montcalm, whose name generous

hands have since graven on the same column

with that of Wolfe on the ramparts of Que-

bec, appears to have been a leader of excep-

tional worth among those Avhom the worth-

less Louis XV. delighted to honour. A
letter of his, written to a cousin in France,

only three weeks before the fall of Quebec,

shows a statesmanlike prevision very sug-

gestive to us now. Anticipating possible

results, with the English masters of the river

and the French fleet annihilated, he says,

" If Wolfe beat me here, France has lost

America utterly." But as he tells his friend,

there lies for comfort in the future what even

Chatham failed to foresee:—with all occa-

sion for defence against French neighbours

removed, " our only consolation is that, in

ten years, America will be in revolt against

England !

"

So shrewdly reasoned Montcalm, as he

looked from that old vantage ground into

the future of this continent ; and though

there is no longer the jealousy of rival Euro-

])ean powers to act as a counterpoise lo

American assumption, the foresight of the

young F"renchman has still a lesson for our-

selves. The generous emulation of Canada

and the United States can onlyprove health

ful to both. The habits of self-government

learned from the same parent, may help, in

honourable rivalry, to correct failures of each,

while adapting to this new world free institu-

tions inherited by both from England. But

the dream of absorbing this whole continent

into one unwieldy Republic is only suited to

Young America in the stage of boastful in-

experience. Should it ever be realized, the

teachings of the past point to it as the

mere transitional step to greater disunion.

The bounds of our Dominion are, on the

whole, well defined ; and our historical indi-

viduality is determined by antecedents which

it would puzzle the chroniclings of a Mon-
roe doctrinaire to fit into the strange patch-

work of his ideal Republic of the future.

The French-Canadian who calmly reviews

what the France of his fathers of the Louis

XV. era was ; what New France of the sub-

sequent Revolution era has been ; what

share has meanwhile been frankly accorded

to him in working out free institutions on a

wiser and surer basis ; and what his own
Nouvelle France, and the ampler Canada of

the united races have become, has no reason

to dissociate old Quebec from his cherished

memories. lUit whirled into a political vor-

tex which imposed on us the celebration of

Fourth of July anniversaries, the memories

of Quebec and those of Queenston Heights

would equally puzzle us to reconcile with

loyalty to the State on which they had been

engrafted. There need be no antagonism

between Canada and the United States

—

sprung like ourselves from tiie loins of Old

England ; nor all unworthy of her parentage.

Nor need we shrink from acknowledging

that the independence of the old Colonies

was a victory in the cause of freedom, in

which England herself has been a gainer

:

for the triumph of Lord North, and of King
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George, would have impeded later hard-won

rights which have made it impossible that

an English minister shall ever again dare to

do what Lord North then did. But Canada

has no inheritance in the memories of New
England grievances : unless it be those re-

collections which she loves to cherish of

Loyalist forefathers, whose fidelity to the

Empire overbore all consciousness of per-

sonal wrongs. The geographical and poli-

tical characteristics of Canada alike shape

out for it an autonomy of its own ; and it

were well that the statesmen of this continent

should lay to heart all that is involved in the

wise foresight with which Montcalm forecast

its future.

France unquestionably had her revenge

for the defeat at Quebec, in the revolution of

1783 ; and reaped revenge's fitting harvest in

her own Reign of Terror, and all the endless

revolutions that have followed, to prove her

incapacity for self-government. For whether

America forget it or not, England had trained

her children to deal even with revolution, as

freemen, and not as slaves broke loose. A
grand experiment in the science of self-

government has been entrusted to us ; and

the American Republic, with its Washington

beaurocracy, and the quadrennial throes of

its Presidential elections, has not so solved

the problem that we must need cast in our

lot among its still partially United States, as

though that were the sole avenue to a poli-

tical millenium.

A problem of singular interest is being

solved here. Two races, the foremost in

the ranks of humanity, long rivals in arts and

arms :—the stolid, slow, but long-enduring

Saxon ; the lively, impressible, gallant Frank,

—are here invited to share a common destiny,

and work out a future of their own. The
Norman and Saxon of elder centuries have

united with the Celt to make England what

she is. Saxon, Norman, and Celt meet here

anew, under other fortunes, to make of our

common Dominion what future genera-

tions will know how to prize. Men of

the old French monarchy, before the era

of revolutions, have been succeeded by

those who here, under the segis of Eng-

land, have been admitted and trained to all

the rights and privileges of a free people.

V Etat, (fest mot, was the maxim of Louis le

Grand; and his descendant, Louis XVL.

reaped the ample harvest of such a seed-

time. Happy, indeed, would be the Paris of

to-day, if it could borrow the art of self-

government from Quebec; and strangely

constituted must his mind be, who, amid the

absolute freedom of self-government which

we enjoy, can dream of casting in his lot

either with the sturdy Republic on our own

borders, or its Gallic sister beyond the sea.

It is a privilege not to be lightly thrown

away, that we share the destinies of an Em-

pire where the Rajah of a British Province

on the Indian ocean—beyond the farthest

foot-print of the Macedonian Alexander,

—

sends as his loyal gift to the Olympian Games

of our common nationality, the prize-cup

which victors from our young Dominion re-

cently brought in triumph to our shores.

The generation has not yet wholly passed

away which stood undaunted against the

banded powers of Europe ; and should the

necessity for it recur, it will be seen that

England to herself can still be true.

Our living present, as well as the sacred

memories which we inherit, as a member of

that great British Confederacy which em-

braces in one united Empire, India and

Canada ; New Zealand and Newfoundland;

the Bahamas ; the Antilles ; Australia and

the Cape; are too precious to be lightly cast

away. But if the time is ever to come

—

"Far on in summers that we shall not see,"

—when this young Dominion shall stretch

across the Continent, a free nation, with

duties and with interests all its own; it

will be for its interest as well as its honour

that it can then look back only with loving

memories on the common mother of the

Anglo-Saxon race ; while it emulates her ex-

ample, and aspires to her worth.
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ELSWTl'lfA.

ELSWITHA knitteth the stocking blue,

In the flickering firelight's glow
;

Dyed are her hands in its ruddy hue,

And it glints on the shining needles too,

And flushes her cap of snow.

Elswitha dreameth a waking dream,

As busy her fingers ply
;

And it lights her eye with its olden gleam,

For the world seems now as it used to seem.

And the things far off are nigh :

The things far off in the lapse of years,

Dead faces and loves outgrown
;

Oh, many a form at her side appears,

And many a voice in her soul she hears,

And many a long hushed tone.

For memory walks thro' her halls to-night,

A torch in her lifted hand,

And lo ! at the sound of her footstep light,

They shake them free from the dust and blight.

And trooping around her stand.

Bright curls of auburn and braids of brown,

With the sunlight sifted through
;

And foreheads white as the hawthorn's crown,

And garlands fresh as when last thrown down.

Ay, fresher in scent and hue.

They come from aisles of the buried Past,

From the faded Long ago,

From sepulchres old and dim and vast

—

They come with their grave-clothes from them cast,

To stand in this firelight glow.

And weird is liie charm they weave, I trow,

Elswitha is young and fair
;

(Jone are the furrows and tear-stains now,

Gone are wrinkles from hand and brow,

The silver from shining hair.
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Gone are the years with their heavy weight,

(And heavy the years had grown)

For Love hath entered the hsts with Fate,

And Memory needeth nor name nor date.

For Memory knoweth her own.

" Now haste thee dame, for the fire is low,

And the good man waits his tea !

"

Back to their tombs do the phantoms go.

And dark and deep do the shadows grow,

But Elswitha smileth her dream to know

—

Not a dream, but a Prophecy !

Mary Barry Smith.

LOST AND WON :

A STORY OF CANADIAN LIFE.

Bv the author of

'

' For King and Country.

CHAPTER IV.

A REVELATION.

" Be Strong to bear, O Heart !

Nothing is vain
;

Strive not, for life is care.

And God sends pain
;

Heaven is above, and there

Rest will remain."

NEXT morning the storm had partially

cleared away, but showers still fell at

intervals, and as everything without was

saturated with rain, the raspberry gathering

which had been proposed was, of course,

entirely out of the question. Alan, indeed,

had abstained from speaking of it the night

before, feeling sure that it would be imprac-

ticable, and being shy of speaking of Lottie

unnecessarily in the family. He had an un-

comfortable feeling that, though his mother

had not said a word in opposition to his

engagement, and though she never showed

any lack of cordiality towards Lottie, she

was not in her heart quite satisfied with

his choice. Not so, however, his sister

Jeanie. She had quite a chivalrous affec-

tion and admiration for Lottie, her only

playmate in childhood, and now almost her

only intimate friend ; and she would have

been as unwilling to acknowledge and as

ready to excuse the faults of the girl she

already rejoiced to think of as a sister, as

would Alan himself have done.

Alan spent the morning in an uncomfort-

able fashion, attending to various odd jobs,

of harness-mending, wool-packing, &c., all

the while expecting a visit from Mr. Sharp-

ley, and preparing himself for a negotiation.

That gentleman, however, did not present

himself, and perhaps Alan would have been

still more uncomfortable could he have seen

how much his new acquaintance was making

himself at home in Mrs. Ward's kitchen.

He had some business letters to write, and

Mrs. Ward had estabHshed a table for him

in the most convenient position in the win.
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dow. Lottie, as soon as her necessary duties

had been expeditiously got through, took

out a piece of embroidery—her company

work—in honour of the stranger, and, at-

tired as smartly as she dared to be in the

morning, sat conveniently near, ready, and

by no means unwilling, to engage in a little

bantering conversation with the visitor when-

ever he wanted a little relaxation from the

dryness of business. This happened pretty

often ; but the business letters did not sufier

so much as might have been expected, as

Mr. Sharpley was a man who did not often

allow himself to neglect business for plea-

sure, but could often combine the two, where

men of more emotional temperament would

fail. He was getting on splendidly, too,

with Mrs. Ward, winning her favour as well

as Lottie's by his ingratiating deferential

manner. Most women are readily won by

deference, and Dick knew how to make it

go as far as most people could. He praised

Mrs. Ward's sleek, well-fed cow ; compli-

mented her on her milking—for she always

did her share, in the morning at least, and

often Lottie's too ;—praised her light, white

bread, and took the trouble to penetrate to

the cool milk-cellar, where the long rows of

pans stood, yellow on the surface with the

rich thick cream, and where poor black

Caesar was performing his daily task of pro-

pelling the treadmill churn, with due gravity

and compulsory industry. For not even

the house-dog was an idle appendage in

Mrs. Ward's household. And when the

butter was taken out of the white frothing

foam in the churn, Mr. Shaqiley was all

ready with his declaration that he had never

seen butter more <|uickly, more admirably,

or more economically made. Mrs. Ward

thought she had never met with a "plea-

santer-spoken" young man, and, as she

noticed his evident admiration for her

daughter, and thought how well such a

young man would be sure to " get on," she

inwardly wondered whether it wasn't a pity

Lottie had been in such a hurry, and hadn't

looked farther before she promised to marry

Alan Campbell.

In the afternoon the clouds broke up and

melted away, and the sun, shining out again

with his former force, dried'up the fields and

roads as if by magic, and drew forth all sorts

of sweet odours from trees and flowers and

meadows. Alan and his two brothers went

down to the low meadow, to try to dry the

unfortunate hay which had been out through

the rain. As they returned, having done

their best to put it in drying order, Hugh

ran off to collect the cows for milking, and

Dan stopped at the pasture-field to catch

Beauty and another horse, with which he

and his father were going to take a load of

wool to Mapleford, where there was a woollen

factory. The glossy, graceful mare bounded

to her young master at his familiar call, and

allowed him to lead her to the house by ihe

forelock, without a halter.

" Isn't she a beauty, Alan ? Doesn't she

deserve her name ? " said the lad, stopping

to stroke down her shining chestnut sides.

" And isn't it too bad to put her in harness ?

Old Vannecker said she should be kept en-

tirely for the saddle, when he saw how splen-

didly she could take a five-rail fence without

the least trouble. He said she ought to be

in the United States cavalry, with me on her

back ! And I tell you, Alan," he added,

confidentially, " if it wasn't for mother, and

for leaving you to do all the work, I believe

I'd go! Wouldn't it be splendid fun?"
" Dan, you musn't either think or speak

of such a thing," said Alan, cjuickly. " You

know how dreadfully it would vex and worry

mother, just to hear you say that.

The boys, somehow, never thought much

of things as aflecting their /i/Mc/-. It was

always ''mother.''

" Oh, of course I know I can't do it ; so

its no use thinking about it ! Hut I should

like it awfully ! It's so dull here, Alan, you

know ; always the same old digging and

sowing, and haying ;uul reai)ingand plough-

ing, year after year, and nothing else to look
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forward to ! Nothing ever happens here !

Hugh's got his books, and you've got Lottie,

and you're boss, too, in a sort of way ; but

poor me hasn't got nothing !

"

" Except Beauty," said Alan, smiUng at

the boy's dolorous tone.

" Ah, yes ! my Beauty ! but then I'd have

her with me there, you know, and wouldn't

we have the fine old times ! " and off he

went to water the horses at the little stream

which, taking its rise in a marsh that lay in

the outskirts of Mr. Campbell's farm, flowed

through a green glade behind the house,

giving it its name.

Alan sighed a little over his brother's

thoughtless words, wishing it were true that

nothing did happen, or were likely to hap-

pen to disturb that quiet uneventful routine,

and wondered whether, in the event of the

worst contingencies that were haunting him,

such a course as that Dan had suggested

might not be the best the boy could take, if

only it were not for the sorrow it would

cause to " mother." " It is stupid for him,

here, he thought. He's got all the mar-

tial spirit of the family, and has pluck and

daring enough to make a splendid soldier.

But, of course, it's not to be thought of"

When milking time was past and the early

tea was over, and no Mr. Sharpley had

appeared, Alan felt as if he could wait no

longer, but must go and hunt him up at the

mill. As his father and Dan, however, had

gone to Mapleford, he had a good deal to

do, and the sun was setting in soft rosy and

purple banks of cloud as he walked rapidly

. long the road that led toward the mill. A
riw pools, here and there, were the only

traces of the late rain ; the air in the woods

through which he was led was laden with

the fragrance of the pines and hemlocks,

the ferns, and the distant faint perfume of

new hay ; and everything seemed pervaded

by a soft, fresh brightness which made it

difficult to reahze the wild, pelting storm of

the night before. As he approached the

farm-house by a side cut, avoiding the more

frequented road that led straight to the

mill, the river had caught the evening glow,

and lay, calm and still, flushed with a rosy

tint that reflected the clouds above it, while

the moon was already pretty far up in the

eastern sky. Everything looked to Alan so

lovely and full of peace that it seemed to

him as if the load of anxiety on his heart

had no right to be there, and should be

shaken off like a Viight-mare. The house

looked deserted, but a glance in the direction

of the flourishing kitchen garden showed

him Lottie and her mother busily engaged

picking currants, with two heaped-up baskets

beside them, filled with the ruby fruit.

"Good evening, Alan," said Mrs. Ward,

briskly, as he approached. " Lottie and me's

just makin' the most of the daylight, gettin'

in these currants. Last night's rain and to-

day's sun's just ripened them all at once, so

we thought after tea we'd begin and pick

them ; for I want a lot, you know, for my
currant wine." Mrs. Ward's currant wane

was an " institution " in the neighbourhood,

and was a home-manufacture on which she

particularly prided herself

In the meantime Alan had found time

and opportunity to give Lottie a tender

greeting, and to ask playfully after the welfare

of her dress.

" You didn't expect me to come raspberry-

ing to-day, of course," she said, when she

had replied, a little nonchalantly, to his

enquiries.

" No, of course I didn't," he said. " I

knew before I got home that it would be

impossible to go, so I didn't even speak of

it to Jeanie."

" And were you very wet ? " she said, at

last bethinking herself of asking the ques-

tion.

" Rather ! but my mother made me a cup

of hot tea, and I was none the worse. Is

Mr. Sharpley in, Lottie ?" he added, unable

to refrain longer from asking for the object

of his visit.

" Mr. Sharpley ! So you came to see
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him!" said Lottie, with a mixture of sur-

prise and curiosity, added to a little inter-

mingled pique at having been mistaken in

supposing herself the sole object of his

coming.

"Yes. I wanted to see him about a

little business," replied Alan. " He hasn't

left, has he ? " he added, an.xiously.

" Oh, no : he hain't left," said Mrs. Ward,

" that is, not yet, though he means to go by

the stage from Dunn's Corners to-morrow.

But I guess you'll hardly see him, for he

went out in the afternoon, and said he

shouldn't be back till late.''

"Why, what do you want with him?''

asked Lottie, bluntly, unable to restrain her

curiosity. As she was the only point of

contact between the two she wondered a

little whether it could possibly have any-

thing to do with her ! Could Alan be feeling

jealous already, like the heroes of some of

the stories? The idea gave her rather a

pleasant feeling of importance.

Alan replied gravely that he had a little

business to transact with him for his father

;

and Lottie was obliged to be contented.

Somehow Alan seemed so much graver and

quieter since yesterday, and even as they

strolled together by the river bank in the

sweet dusk of the moon-lit evening, he ap-

peared dull and abstracted, and not to be

roused by her little attempts to picjue him

by praises of Mr. Sharpley, and by insinua-

tions as to his politeness and attention.

Mrs. Ward had gone in to stow away the

currants, which Alan had carried to the

house, and now sat at the door l:)eside the

miller, who was enjoying his evening pipe
;

and, of course, his wife informed him that

Alan had come to see Mr. .Sharpley on

business.

" Well now !
" said the miller, " I wonder

what business old Campbell can have with

him ! But if you'd heerd all the questions

the lawyer chap was askin' about him last

night when we was at the mill
—

'i)out the

farm, and what sort o' I.tiuI it w.is, and liow

they worked it,and a sight more. I wondered

what it was he was up to,"

"Something !—you may be sure," said

Mrs. Ward, with a knowing air. " That

young man don't ask nothin' for nothin', I'll

warrant ! ^Vhy, when he asked me how

many eggs a day my hens laid, and how

many young turkeys I had, you'd ha' thought

he was makin' notes and calkilations all

the time ! Shouldn't wonder if he thought

some of startin' a poultry-yard himself I But

whatever he does, he'll get on !
" A remark

in which Mr. Sharpley would probably have

agreed with her, though her theory as to his

intentions would have afforded him consider-

able amusement.
" That he will ! " rejoined the miller,

astutely. " And he hain't no incapable

father, so far as we know, to pull him back."

" No, indeed," sighed Mrs. Ward, notic-

ing that her husband's thoughts had evidently

taken the same direction as her own.

" But he's a good lad, is Alan, and as

steady as a rock," pursued he, " only I

wonder what this business can be !

"

Meantime Alan sauntered aimlessly about

with Lottie, for the first time finding the

time long in her company, so impatient was

he to see Sharpley and have the dreaded

interview over. And Lottie had no sympa-

thetic tact to teach her to see and accom-

modate herself to her lover's altered air,

perhaps because she lacked the genuine un-

selfish affection which will of itself teach this

to any true-hearted woman. Still she missed

something in Alan, and felt dissatisfied ; and

when he said, at last, that he could wait no

longer, but must go, hoping to meet Mr.

Sharpley on the way, she declared that as

the night was so lovely she would go with

him, at least to the great gate that opened

from the mill-yard on the high road.

They strolled slowly along a meadow

path that ran by the side of the farm, on

the other side of whieii was the regular

waggon-road to the mill and the farm-house.

Heside the fcn«e, for a good part of the
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way, grew a sort of natural hedge of wild

bramble and hawthorn bushes, thick enough

to make a screen, even in daylight, still

more in the paler, though clear, moonlight.

As they approached the end of the path

they heard the great gate open, and footsteps

and voices approaching.

" There, I suppose that's Mr. Sharpley,"

Lottie exclaimed, " so now, Alan, you can

come back and see him at the house. But

he must have some one with him."

Alan listened, and readily distinguished

the lawyer's smooth accents, and, alternating

with them, the familiar, unwelcome, oily

tones of Mr. Hollingsby. They seemed to

be discussingsome important matter in a low

voice. Just as they came opposite to him,

his ear caught his own name, and some

strange instinct made Alan—though very far

from an eaves-dropper—stop to listen

;

while an inexplicable intuition seemed to

force itself upon him that he was going to

hear something nearly affecting himself It

was Hollingsby who was speaking. " Take

my word for it, sir, you'll find it a safe thing

—and you can tell Mr. Leggatt so—if you

can push it through. Why, the farm aint

half properly worked. The old man's not

himself half the time, and no great things

when he's that, and the boys haint got no

experience. Why, I could pay Mr. Leggatt

double the interest he gets on his money,

and make a good thing of it."

" Well, we'll see about it," was the reply,

" only the thing must be kept as quiet as

possible. So you think there's no chance of

their raising the money in the meanwhile ?
"

" Not a chance of it, sir ; there's nobody

about here likely to have that much ready

money, and I don't think capital's being

plenty in Carrington, neither, just now. If

they were to get this branch railway out here

now, no doubt it would make a difference."

" Oh, that's quite an uncertainty at

present. A hundred things might come in

the way of that," said Sharpley, more hur-

riedly than he usually spoke.

" No," pursued the other, thoughtfully, " I

don't think there's anyway that they can raise

it. There's their relation, Sandy McAlpine,

he might do it, but they'll never get it from

him. And any way, the old man's so off-

putting, that he'll let them sHp by without

doing anything. And Alan's no hand at

business, and besides he don't know the

ins and outs of the affairs. I got that from

the old man last night."

The last sentence Alan could just guess

at, for, slowly as they were walking, they were

by this time almost out of hearing.

It would be difficult to describe the

mingled feelings of consternation, anger and

dismay with which Alan, standing spell-

bound, had listened to this conversation.

From the moment that the name of Leggatt

had been mentioned he knew perfectly well,

pre-occupied as he was with the matter,

what it was they were talking about. He
saw through it all now—or thought he did

—

this villainous plan to rob a defenceless

family of their property, and plunge them

into ruin for selfish gain. It was not, then,

for nothing that he had shrunk from Sharp-

ley, and had dreaded having any transactions

with the usurious Leggatt. But he had never

thought it could be so bad as this ! And
Hollingsby too ! Much as he had dis-

trusted him, and false friend as he had long

felt him to be, he had not thought there

could be such rascality in the world ! It was

a cruel shock, in every way, to the generous,

confiding young man. Lottie wondered as

she felt the hand that lay on his arm pressed

to his side with a force that hurt it, and

looking up in Alan's face, saw how deadly

pale it looked in the white moonlight, and

how his teeth seemed tightly set.

"Alan! you hurt me!" she exclaimed.

" What is the matter .? What are they talk-

ing about ? I don't understand. Won't you

come back with me ?
"

" Not to-night, Lottie," said Alan, trying

to steady himself to speak calmly, but trem-

bhng with excitement. "I need not stay
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now, to talk to that fellow. It would be of

no use. Lottie ! I know now that he is try-

ing to ruin us all
;
your ' nice young man !

'

he said almost fiercely.

" \Vhy—how ? Alan," she exclaimed in

dismay.

But Alan instinctively felt that Lottie was

not the sort of girl to be entrusted with mat-

ters requiring secrecy and prudence, so he

only said

—

" I can't stop to tell you now, dear—only

don't speak of it to any one till I see you

again. Good night."

And before she could detain him he was

off—had leaped the rail-fence, and was hur-

rying along the white moonlit road, as if

the rapid motion was a relief to the intense

excitement that thrilled through his frame.

Just as he was emerging from the shadow

of the woods, a few hundred yards from the

gate of Braebum, a slight figure glided out

of the deep shadow of a spreading elm that

stood a little by itself, and stood by his side

in silence. Alan started for the moment

—

he almost thought it was an apparition.

Then, on taking a closer glance, he half-

smiled at his own superstition.

" Why, Ben, is it you ? " he exclaimed.

When did you turn uj) ?
"

It was a slight lithe stripling who stood

beside him, whose dark sallow complexion,

visible even in the moonlight, half shaded

as it was by the overhanging trees, together

with the high cheek bones, straight black hair,

iftd grave sad expression, which seemed to

vear the wistful look that often gleams out

lom the eyes of dumb animals, told to an

experienced eye his Indian lineage. He
was, in truth, an Indian boy, whose mother

liad died when encamped near lirae])urn,

when he was a mere child, and who, liaving

t;iken a fancy to Mrs. Campbell's kind,

inollierly face and voice, had, of liis own

iccord, lingered about tlie farm, and refiised

lo go wlicn llie encampment broke up. As

lie grew up, tliough still strongly attached

to his adopted home, he would often, with

the restlessness of his race, wander away

with his people when they happened to be

in the neighbourhood, and would then dis-

appear for months, regularly, re-appearing

when his restless fit was over, and settling

down again to steady work until the wander-

ing impulse returned. He had now been

away for two months, and Alan had missed

his active aid a good deal during the haying

time.

" Came back this evening," he said laco-

nically. "Wigwam up—down there by the

Fork."

"Oh !" said Alan, "you waited till they

came back, and left us to get through the

haying without you ! " The lad's sad ex-

pression grew sadder ;
—" Ben very sorry :

people could'nt come sooner ! Old grannie

sick—most dying."

" Well, Ben, I'm glad to see you back,

anyhow ! Come along," he said, putting an

arm round the boy's shoulder. But Ben

stopped again presently, and said gravely

and solemnly—" Met Hollingsby, and

strange man with him, been round here for

a couple of hours, walking all round, look-

ing about. What does he want ?
'

" Never mind, Ben," said Alan, some-

what startled, " how do you know they were

looking about ?
"

" Been watching them. They've been up

and down, round by the marsh, and c\-ery-

where, busy talking too !

"

Enlightened by the conversation he had

overheard, Alan was at no loss to divine the

subject of their talk, nor, in general, the

object of their survey. It seemed to give

him another stab to think of the probable

j)urport of their consultation. However, he

tried to turn Ben's mind away from the sub-

ject, whicii it was not ditl'uult lo do, as they

were now in sight of Braeburn. As they

turned the last winding of the lane that led

up lo the house, .Man ihouglu, with a heavy

sigh, how peaceful and home-like it looked

in the white moonlight. It was a long, low

house, jiart of it a story-and-ahalf high,
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built of logs; for, with the Campbells, times

had never been prosperous enough to per-

mit them, like most of their neighbours, to

replace it, as years passed, by one of brick

or stone. But it was substantial and com-

fortable enough, if the rooms were low, and

the windows small ; and a luxuriant Virginia

creeper threw its masses of glossy foliage

lovingly about the old walls and the little

windows, communicating to it a picturesque-

ness that the smart, bare, new brick and

stone houses of the neighbouring farmers,

destitute of either creepers or shrubbery, en-

tirely lacked. Besides the Virginia creeper,

there was a wild vine whose rich green leaves

and clinging tendrils hung about a little rus-

tic porch, which in June, " when the vines

with the tender grape give a good smell,"

made the house redolent with sweetness, and

the porch a favourite resort of the busy little

humming birds, glittering among the green

leaves in gay gem-like hues of emerald

and sapphire. There were a i^sv shrubs,

and rose-bushes, too, in front of the house
;

and some flower-beds—the flowers gradually

straggling away, however, among cucumbers

aud tomato-plants. It was Mrs. Campbell

who, amidst all her busy life, cared for these

little natural adornments, and the same cha-

racteristics which thus found expression with-

out, gave to the sitting-room within, plain

and old as its furniture was, an unmistak-

able air of refinement that was entirely ab-

sent from the stiff grandeur of Mrs. Ward's

"best parlour."

Alan had never known how much he loved

the homely old place and all its surround-

ings till now, when the possibility of having

to leave them forced itself on his mind.

And he thought of his brother's words

—

" Nothing ever happens here ! " There was his

mother, by the little gate that opened on the

lane, watching for his return, as she usually

did when any of them were out late ; the

moonlight shining full on the saddened pa-

tient anxious face, furrowetl by many a care

and sorrow. Must this blow, too, fall upon

her, and how would she bear it ? And his

father, whom he could just see, sitting in the

porch, half hidden in the foliage ! What
would become of him—ruined in his old age

!

But it was no time for thinking about ul-

timate possibilities. There was need of

immediate action now. Jeanie and the boys

were gone to bed, and after the Indian boy
had had a kindly welcome and a supper pro-

vided for him, and been despatched to the

bed that was always ready to receive him,

Alan communicated to his father and mo-

ther—without alarming them more than he

thought necessary—the grave nature of the

emergency. His mother said nothing, but

Alan felt that she took in the whole reality

of the situation at once. His father dwelt

upon the hardships of the case, and upon

Leggatt's promises not to press him ; al-

though he now admitted, what, in his growing

weakness of mind and confusion of ideas

he did not seem at first to remember, that

the time for which the money had been for-

mally lent must have expired. But he took

refuge in Leggatt's promises not to press

him, and would hardly admit the idea of

HoUingsby's treachery. There must be some
mistake, [^he was sure ; Alan would see it

would come all right yet. He would see

Mr. Sharpley to-morrow.

" Why," he said, " I'll just tell him how
Leggatt said to me, over and over again, that

I could just take my time about it. And
when the mortgage was drawn out, there was

to be something put in about its not being

foreclosed, even when the principal came
due, so long as I could pay the interest.

" Did you read over the mortgage your-

self, father," asked Alan eagerly.

"Indeed no," said Mr. Campbell, some-

what embarrassed. You see, I hadn't my
glasses with me that day, but I got Hollings-

by to read it—he was with me, you know

—

and he said it was all right, so why should I

think of reading it ?
"

Alan groaned inwardly. Things seemed

darker and darker. He knew very well that
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his father's " having no glasses with him

"

had probably had its not very remote cause

in ''glasses" of another sort. And these

wide-awake men of business, and this pre-

tended friend, had been ready to take a base

advantage of their victim. But it was of no

use whatever for his father to see Sharpley.

More vigorous measures must be taken.

" Well, father," he said, " I think the only

thing that can be done is for me to go to

Carrington to-morrow morning, see Leggatt

myself, and find out exactly how it stands,

and then \.xy if I can raise another loan."

" Well, well," said the old man, helplessly

and fretfully ;
" Do the best you can. I

don't know where we're to get another loan,

unless Sandy McAlpine would give it. You

can try him, at any rate. But don't fret,

Janet," he added, to his wife, " you'll see

it will all come right yet."

And, with this favourite prognostication,

the little group separated—Alan to get all

the sleep he could before his early start.

But it was long before he could sleep,

and he knew, by the sounds in the room

below, that his mother did not go to bed for

hours. And, accustomed as he was to her

ways and habits, he knew, as well as if he

had been with her, that she was kneeling by

his father's old worn arm-chair, seeking com-

fort and help and guidance where she had

often sought and found it before.

CHAPTER V.

OTHER MENS STAIRS.

" Steep is the ascent of other men's stairs."

—Danlc.

EARLY as Alan started next morning,

he did not leave home without a

warm breakfast, prepared by his motlier's

careful hands. She did not look as if she

had slejjt much
;
poor woman, her eyes

often had that look ; but she put on an air

of cheerfulness that she might send her boy

away on his anxious errand in as good

sjjirits as possible. And she gave him cer-

tain commissions to execute— little feminine

orders for cotton and thread ;*not so much

because she needed them, as to take away a

little, in seeming, from the solemnity of the

crisis. And then, when she had dismissed

him with a smile, and watched him, mounted

on Dan's " Beauty," disappearing in the

turning of the road, and there was no more

need for " keeping up," she sat down in the

silent house, where no one was yet stirring,

and in the old, simple, expressive phrase,

" wept bitterly." To Alan, the freshness of

the early morning, and the little bustle and

excitement of the start, had communicated,

in spite of his fears, a more cheerful and

hopeful spirit. Only the faint light of dawn

was as yet in the sky, all soft grey and rose-

purple in the western, and amber and saffron

in the eastern horizon, whence the golden sun

was just about to emerge. The woods were

full of balmy and delicate fragrances, and

vocal with the early choruses of the birds,

who, as if to show their carelessness about

human admiration, hold their grand concerts

at an hour when the ears of most people are

sealed in sleep. The world at that hour

seemed given up to the pure and sweet

influences of innocent nature, and Alan, in

spite of himself, felt that his passionate e.\-

citement of the night before had in some

measure calmed down, for the time at

least, as if soothed by a kind and loving

hand. He could not, just now, feel so

savagely towards the authors of the impend-

ing calamity, and especially towards him

whom he, not unjustly, in his heart st^'led

"that sneaking Sharpley,'' as, with his High-

land spirit, he tliought he ought to feel.

At Dunn's Corners, sonic four or five

miles from home, lie stopped to water

" Beauty," at the tavern, for it was a warm

morning, and he could not conveniently do

so for some miles farther on. He took her

to the well in the wide ()i)en court-yard, sur-

rounded by stables, and taking the bucket,
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which was fastened to the pump by a chain,

he filled it for the already thirsty animal. The
landlord, however, whose windows over-

looked the court-yard, hearing the sound of

the pump, had hurried on his clothes and

hastened out to intercept a possible customer.

" Won't you come in, Mr. Alan, and have

something ? " he hospitably enquired.

" No, thank you, Mr. Brown, I had break-

fast before starting."

" But a little drop o' bitters would set you

up for a long ride, for you'll be goin' to Car-

rington most like."

" No, thank you, Mr. Brown, I don't be-

lieve in those bitters of yours," replied Alan,

good humouredly, but wishing that he could

make some other acknowledgment of the

bucket of water. For wayside wells in these

days are not practically as free as they were

in the days of Eliezer and Rebecca.

" That's a fine mare of yours," he said,

patting the beast, as Alan prepared to mount.

" Old Vannecker was offering Mr. Dan a

high price for her here t'other day ; but I

suppose he wouldn't sell her on no ac-

count," he said, enquiringly.

" No, I don't think so," said Alan, shortly,

remembering, with a pang, how much they

needed money. But this would only be a

drop in the bucket !

" Well, I shouldn't wonder if he'd make

him a better offer yet when he comes again.

I tell you what," he added slyly, " Mr. Dan
might do worse than put himself and her

into the Federal army. There's Mike

O'Rourke has listed, I hear."

" Indeed," said Alan, are you sure 1

"

Mike O'Rourke was one of Dan's wild

young associates, and if he were out of

reach it would be good news, Alan thought.

" Oh yes, sure enough ! I had it from

one of his own people ; and a nice little sum

he got—bounty money."
" Well, good morning," said Alan, hastily.

It was not easy to get out of range of Mr.

Brown's tongue.

People were taking their breakfasts when

Alan reached the outskirts of Carrington.

He could see them, through the half-closed

Venetian blinds, sitting at their white-cov-

ered breakfast tables—busy, all of them, no

doubt, with the various projects and inter-

ests of the day. He wondered whether any

of them were oppressed with a load of care

like that which had begun to make its

weight felt anew, now that the critical mo-

ment was drawing near.

Carrington was a great lumbering place,

as any one could tell on approaching the

little town by railway, on observing the tall

pilesjof yellow, fresh-smelling, newly-squared

lumber which ramparted the approach to

the station, awaiting their turn for transporta-

tion, or the quantities of floating logs which

were always to be seen almost filling up the

bed of the rapid little Arqua, the same river

that flowed past Blackwater mill, and which,

here grown considerably larger, came whirl-

ing and tossing over rocks and shallows,

creating any amount of rapids and foam, and

" water power," and "privileges," before

merged its noisy little existence in the larger,

calmer river that waited at Carrington to re-

ceive it. It was these " privileges " that had

been the making of Carrington, and it valued

them accordingly. There was the great saw

mill belonging to the Arnolds, who had

made their fortune, people said, by lumber-

ing, and the gates of whose stately mansion,

the crowning glory of Carrington, lying be-

tween the road and the Arqua, Alan had

passed as he approached the town. Then
there were various other saw and grist mills,

and wheel and axle factories, and others,

more or less ambitious, all bearing a direct

relation to the lumber. And besides the

dressed lumber, which went by barge or train

to the nearest profitable market, large rafts

of round logs, in " cribs "—as the divisions

were called—strongly lashed together, and

bearing the little house and domestic estab-

lishment of the raftsmen, often floated down

the wider river to some more distant empo-

rium. So that Carrington, between its rafts-
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men, and mill-hands, and mill-owners, and

the buying and selling that followed in their

train, was a busy and thriving little place.

Alan went first to put up his mare at the

" British Lion Hotel," as it was loyally

named, and then took a stroll along the

busy main street on which it stood, whiling

away the time by making his mother's little

purchases until he could expect to find Mr.

Leggatt at his office. He went once too

soon, and found the office locked ; but the

second time he met at the door an indivi-

dual attired in a suit of rusty black, of a

rather dried up and wizened aspect, with

keen twinkling grey eyes and grizzled hair,

who opened the door with an air of propri-

etorship, and invited Alan to enter. It was

a dingy little office, with a few large busi-

ness-looking folios on a high desk by the

window, and some county maps, charts,

and large bright-coloured advertisements of

railway and insurance companies hanging on

the wall, for Mr. Leggatt was agent for seve-

ral companies, and transacted various other

little odds and ends of business, which con-

sorted well enough with his own personal

money-making projects.

When Alan had communicated his name,

Mr. Leggatt smilingly pushed him a chair,

sitting down on another, folding his hands

with a prepared air of expectation, as he

said, " Very happy to make your acquaint-

ance, sir ! Called, I sujjpose, about your

father's little business?"

Alan replied in the affirmative, and with

a beating heart proceeded to state his fa-

ther's surprise at receiving his letter, and his

impression as to Mr. Leggatt's assurances.

" Quite a mistake, sir, quite a mistake !

"

said that gentleman, glibly and smilingly,

when .\lan had reached this point. " I told

your good father I shouldn't hurry liim //;/-

less I wanted the money myself. But I do,

you see, want it badly. We business men

have got to come up to time with our pay

ments ourselves, and so we can't oblige

others, however much we may wish it. Busi-

ness is business you see, sir, and can't be

made pleasure of, anyhow."

And Mr. 1-eggatt smilingly took a pinch

of snuff, as if to emphasize tl^ statement.

Alan felt completely at bay. He had no

reasonable plea to urge, except that this

pressure simply meant ruin ; he could feel

that any appeal ad misericordiam, even if he

could stoop to the humiliation, would slide

off Mr. Leggatt's encasement of bland civil-

ity like water from oilcloth. He could not

even find a pretext for expressing the indig-

nant contempt that was thrilling through his

frame. As the only thing he could do, he

asked leave to look at the mortgage.

" Ah, my friend, Mr. Sharpley has that,

and I'm afraid you can't see it to-day, as

he's out of to\vn. You see I consider the

matter is in his hands now, and 1 really

must refer you to him for the future ; and

I'm very busy this morning, sir, so I hope

you'll excuse me."

The fact was, Mr. Leggatt, in spite of his

assumed nonchalance of manner, not being

made altogether of liint, was beginning to

wince a little, inwardly, under the young

man's earnest, scrutinising look, in which

the anxiety he was sullering was, uncon-

sciously to himself, quite discernible.

Alan coldly bade him good morning, and

walked away, feeling distressed enough. His

only resource now was to see what Sandy

McAlpine could or would do ; and he did

not feel particularly sanguine. Sandy Mc-

Alpine was a second cousin of his mothers,

a Highlander by birth, as his name intimated,

and his deep-set voice and strong Gaelic

accent betrayed to all who made his personal

accjuainlance. Moreover, Sandy was very

proud of his origin, was a pillar of the St.

Andrew's Society, and very cordial in

cl.liming kinship with all " brither Scots
"

\ —the prosperous ones, at least. With the

unprospcrous he was not (juite so cor-

dial, liut as they were in the minority,

and were not apt to come prominently for-

ward, this did not so much matter, and he
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was considered, on the whole, a loyal and

genial Scot. With the Campbells he had

very heartily claimed acquaintance when,

some dozen years before, he had come to

Carrington to set up in the hardware busi-

ness, and had spent many pleasant holiday

weeks at Braeburn Farm, enjoying its warm-

hearted hospitality—'which was apt some-

times to exceed its means. But of later

years, as Sandy prospered more and more,

and the Campbells less and less, Sandy's cor-

diality had somewhat diminished, and his

visits came more and more to resemble those

of angels in their infrequency. Still, old

Mr. Campbell and he always had a cordial

" crack," when the former came to market

at Carrington.

It was not long before Alan beheld at a

distance the large tin tea-kettle—bright and

glittering, and suggestive of domestic com-

fort—which served Sandy for a sign. He
found Mr. McAlpine's tall and broad person

leaning against the doorway, conversing

amiably with a country customer.

" And how are ye, Alan lad ? And
how's your good mother and your worthy

father?" exclaimed Sandy, with a cordial

hand-grip. "Just walk in and sit down

till I've put up Mr. Bennett's nails and

harvesting-gloves, and then I'll hear all the

news from out your way." Alan walked

in, past rakes and hoes and other farming

implements, to the counter, glittering with

various exhibition articles of Britannia metal

and plated ware. At last the parcels were

put up, the customer dismissed, and Sandy,

leading the way to the back part of the

shop in order to be out of the way of inter-

ruption, took his seat on the counter, with

his feet against a coil of rope, and renewed

his enquiries after the health of the inmates

of Braeburn Farm.

" Well, we're all well, cousin Sandy, but

we're rather in trouble."

"Trouble! What sort?" asked Sandy,

his countenance visibly elongating. He
was rather afraid of " trouble."

Alan explained as briefly as possible,

and wound up his recital by intimating,

somewhat timidly, his father's hope that his

cousin might be able to help him with a

loan.

" My dear lad ! that's just an impossi-

bility !
" he exclaimed, almost out of breath

at the idea. " Where ^would I get such a

sum in ready money as that ? It's as much
as I can do, often, to make my own pay-

ments."

Alan glanced involuntarily around the

" store," whose well-filled shelves and gener-

ally thriving aspect seemed to tell a tale of

a flourishing business. Mr. McAlpine

seemed to understand the look.

" If I had the worth of all that by me in

ready money," he said, explanatorily, " I

should be a rich man. But you little know

how much a business like mine takes to

keep it going ! It's just paying out, paying

out, all the time, and as for the paying in !

it's 'small profits and slow returns,'" he

said, jocularly paraphrasing the placard

bearing the motto—"Small profits and quick

returns," that hung about the shop.

" I'm afraid it'll be ruin for us if the

money can't be raised somehow," said

Alan, dejectedly, for all the hope he had had

seemed slipping away from him.

" 'Deed, I'm very grieved about it—very

grieved ! " returned Mr. McAlpine, an ex-

pression of real concern visible in his face
;

for though a self-seeker and a worshipper of

mammon and success, he was not, on the

whole, a bad-hearted man, and could feel

for trouble, even when he would make no

sacrifice to relieve it. "These mortgages

are just real evil things. It's a terrible

pity your good father ever had anything to

do with them. But are you quite sure noth-

ing can be done to get out of it ? Have you

been to any lawyer about it ?

Alan explained that he could not even get

a sight of the mortgage.

" Well, I'll just tell you what now," said

Sandy, with the air of a man who had hit
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upon something to relieve his perplexity,

*' You and niell just go down the street

and see Mr. Dunbar about it. He's just an

extraordinar' clever man, and a first-rate

lawyer \ and if there's anything can be done,

Philip Dunbar's the man to do it. Him
and me's real friendly, and he'll give us a

bit of advice without charging for it,

which it is'nt every one of these lawyer

chiels '11 do !

"

So saying, Mr. McAlpine seized his hat,

and leaving his shop under the supervision

of his clerk, a grinning young " man of

colour,"—though the " colour " was of the

very palest—he carried off Alan, who felt as

if his own resources were at an end, and he

must passively resign himself to be borne on

by the current of events.

They went along the busy street, past the

gay shop windows, where, under awnings

to protect them from the damaging glare of

the sun, all sorts of "dry goods" and

milliners' wares were displayed, to tempt the

eyes of the farmers' wives and daughters on

this market-day
;
past the market, crowded

with rows of patiently waiting " teams " and

waggons, on which were seated the farmers'

thrifty wives busily engaged in selling their

eggs and butter and other commodities to

chaffering customers, each apparently

trying to win the palm of " sharpness

"

from the other. Then, as they came to a

rather less noisy region, they passed several

professional doors, legal, photographic,

dental, among which Alan noticed—as one

always does notice anything unpleasant

—

the name, in large characters, of " Richard

.Sharpley, Barrister and Attorney-at-Law."

Turning down a little side street that led to

the river, they stopped at a small house

partly shaded by trees, from the e.id of

which projected a diniiiuitive out-building

on whose door Aian read the name of

"Philip Dunbar, Barrister, &c."

Mr. McAli>ine entered the outer door,

which stood open, and his knock at the

half-open inner one was responded to by a

" come in," from a pleasant voice whose

cultivated but slightly peculiar intonation

Alan at once distinguished as not altogether

Canadian. It was a neat quiet-looking little

office which they entered, looking as cool as

an office could look on a hot July day. There

was the usual display of red and yellow-

backed law books, "statutes," &c., the

usual paraphernalia of writing arrangements,

letter scales, tin boxes, &c., and conspicuous

on the high desk, the usual little Bible, tied

across with red tape, placed conveniently

for the taking of affidavits. Alan involuntarily

wondered—and with his recent experience

of legal integrity it was natural enough

—

whether the Bible was so bound up to pre-

vent its pages opening at inconvenient

places. But Philip Dunbar, at least, was

one who did not need to fear the denuncia-

tions of righteous wrath upon those who
" oppress the poor and needy," and " de-

stroy the poor with lying words." The
cause of the oppressed against the oppressor

was the one which, of all others, he was

most willing to take up, however small

might be the prospect of remuneration,

while no fee was large enough to bribe him

to engage in any proceedings which involved

what he considered an injustice. Many a

scheme for the unjust advantage of the

strong over the weak, his decision and

wary coolness had quietly baffled ; and keep-

ing to the rigid determination with which

he had commenced professional life, he

had never permitted his services to be re-

tained in any case which his own conscien-

tious convictions ranked as even doubtful.

And when "the glorious uncertainties of

the law " turned the scale agaiirt some

l>oor client whose cause he believed a

just one, Mr. Dunbar's l)ill of costs was

generally largely cut down from its legitimate

proportions, or, in some cases, entirely

cancelled, when he knew that the circum-

stances involved hardship and suffering

enough without the additional burden of

a heavy lawyer's bill. Moreover, he always
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declined to be a party to the practice

—

common in Carrington—of lending money

at ruinously usurious rates of interest ; un-

like some of his confreres^ who made large

profits by fleecing needy borrowers, while

the lenders received no more than ordinary

interest. Any spare money that Mr. Dunbar

had of his own was usually lent out at a

very modest per centage to honest struggling

people, whose circumstances he knew,

anxious to get up a much needed house, or

complete the purchase of a little bit of land,

or get out of a menacing " difficulty."

For which combined reasons Philip Dunbar,

though in obscure quarters he was the

recipient of a good deal of unobtrusive

gratitude, was looked upon by some of his

*' sharper " contemporaries as " a Utopian

and unpractical sort of fellow
;

" and al-

though an able and acute lawyer, was not

yet, nor was he at present likely to be-

come, a rich man.

Alan, in spite of his very natural prejudice

against lawyers, could not help being favour-

ably impressed with the quiet courteous

greeting of his new acquaintance, a man ap-

parently in the early prime of life ; and as he

scrutinized the thin, clearly-cut features, the

deep-set, penetrating eyes, carrying, with all

their keenness, an expression of quiet reflect-

iveness, and the pale, broad, intellectual fore-

head, with the wavy brown hair somewhat

carelessly tossed aside from it, he had an

instinctive consciousness, despite a slightly

cynical look in the eyes, and a suspicion of

sarcasm lurking about the corners of the

mouth, that this was a man who could be

trusted and not be found wanting.

Mr. Dunbar provided seats for his visitors,

and stood with folded arms half leaning

against the high desk.

" Well, Mr. McAlpine," he said, smiling,

" can I do anything for you to-day ?
"

"No, it's not my own affair I've come

about," said Sandy, as a prudential disclaimer

—" It's just a little bit of trouble this lad's

in ; his mother and me's cousins ; and I

brought him along here to see if you could

give us a bit of advice as to what's best to

be done." And then Sandy resorted to his

snuff-box, to refresh himself after his walk.

Mr. Dunbar with unobtrusive kindness

soon drew from Alan, by a few judicious

questions, all the particulars of the case, and

gravely considered the matter for a few min-

utes.

" It's quite possible," said he, "that there

is some rascality in the matter. I'm afraid

both Sharpley and Leggatt are equal to such.

They, no doubt, wanted to get possession of

the property, and have been laying their plans

accordingly. But, at the same time, it is

very improbable that they would have ven-

tured so far as they have, if they had not the

letter of the law on their side. There's many

an iniquity perpetrated, unfortunately, under

that same ' letter of the law." So it's very

doubtful, indeed very improbable, I should

say, that there's any loophole left to get out

at; Sharpley's up to the business of making it

all safe. But, if you like, I'll see him about

it and examine the mortgage, and find out

ifthere is any reasonable prospect of resisting

these very harsh proceedings."

Alan thanked him, and Mr. McAlpine

added an enquiry whether he knew of any

one likely to be willing to advance another

loan.

" No, I do not," he rephed. " All the

money in my hands for investment is taken

up already. People here are wanting so

much, all the time ; and the Arnolds have

been offering 1 2 per cent, for a loan, to put

up a new saw-mill. I don't approve of these

high rates of interest, for I think they are

disastrous for all parties, but you see money's

scarce about here just now."

This was no news to Mr. McAlpine, who

had but lately lent out a pretty large sum at

14 per cent.

" One thing more," Mr. Dunbar added,

turning to Alan. " It isn't my business, of

course, but you will excuse the liberty. Is

it well, do you think, even if you could get
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a new loan—to go on with this borrowing

system ? I've never seen it, almost never at

least, lead to anything except ruin in the

end—all the worse because the evil day has

been staved off so long. Has your father

any reasonable hope of working his way out

of these difficulties ? And if not, isn't it just

like a great snowball, growing bigger every

year ? Hard as the remedy is, wouldn't it

be better to have the worst over, and be

through with it?"

Alan was rather taken aback by this view

of the question, which had not occurred to

him. All his thoughts and energies had been

concentrated on the averting of the impend-

ing crisis of ruin and disaster, and he had

only thought in the vaguest manner, with

the untried hopefulness of youth, of what

lay beyond.

" Ay," said Sandy, feeling relieved by this

suggestion," it might just be the very best

thing for you, after all ! Your father, poor

man, is not so able as he was, and it would

be a great load on you, Allan, just begin-

ning the world, to have this debt to work

off. You're a young fellow, you see, with the

world before you, and it's my belief it's the

best thing you could do just to throw up

the sponge, and let the thing go, and begin

again with a clean score."

It was a bitter pill to Alan, whose unso-

phisticated Highland nature shrank from the

humiliation of having to " give up " in any-

thing, and to whom, in his inexperience, be-

ing " sold out," seemed at once a terrible

evil and a great disgrace. However, he

thanked Mr. Dunbar for his good advice,

and the two took their leave—Mr. Dunbar

promising to write to Alan himself, as soon

as he had made the intended examination
;

and, in any case, to do all he could to pro-

tect their interests.

"Now, you'll just come in and rest awhile,

and then you'll go home for a bit of dinner

with me," said Mr. McAlpinc, as they re-

turned towards his shop.

Alan thanked him, but observing that he

had still several comniissiuns to execute for

home, they separated, Alan promising to

rejoin his relative at noon.

He was walking along in an absorbed and

dejected mood, taking very little note of any-

thing or any one that passed, when he ob-

served, fronting him, drawn up by the side-

walk, a low pony-carriage, in front of which

stood a black pony with a white face, which

struck him with a vague sense of familiarity.

He was wondering of what it reminded him,

when a voice which seemed to him the sweet-

est he had ever heard, said, with a peculiarly

musical intonation, "Yes, you may go, Paul-

ine, only don't be long, for Puck doesn't like

standing."

And a graceful, fairy-looking girl of some

eleven or twelve, whose long, light bronze

tresses hung quite to her waist, bounded

away from the side of the carriage into a con-

fectioner's shop close by. Two young ladies

remained sitting in the carriage, one a pretty

blonde, with a doll-like face of no very de-

cided character ; the other, one hardly

thought whether she were pretty or not, so

interesting were the large, dreamy, wistful

eyes, whose tender, half sad expression seem-

ed the distinguishing characteristic of a face,

delicate in feature and transparent in com-

plexion, the latter seeming paler and more

transparent by contrast with the rippling

dark hair that was drawn back from it under

the simple straw hat.

Just as the little girl bounded away, the

reins, which the fair driver had been hold-

ing somewhat carelessly, somehow slipped

from her grasp, down among the horse's feet,

and the animal, feeling his freedom, made a

dart forward. It was the work ofa moment

for Alan to stop him, gather up the reins,

and hand them back to the young lady, who
bent forward to take them. As she did so,

his eye was first caught by a gleam of fair

hair and blue draperies on the side next him,

and then rested for a moment on the face of

the other, with a strange, vague sense of re-

cognition, as he encountered the eyes which
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had gleamed out upon him through the

storm. They evidently did not recognise

him, however, and hardly waiting to bow a

hasty acknowledgment of her courteously ut-

tered thanks, Alan hurried on, colouring a

little with vexation at himself for what he

thought the somewhat prolonged stare he

had given, in his surprised endeavour to re-

call where he had seen her before.

The rays of the sun were glaring hotly

down on the dry, dusty street, as Alan, in

company with his entertainer, made his way

to the abode of Mr, McAlpine, and, not-

withstanding the inconvenience of groping

his way through a dark room, at the immi-

nent risk of upsetting chairs and tables, he

was not sorry to find himself in his cousin's

parlour, from which every ray of light that

it was possible to shut out had been ex-

cluded. Sandy, after having long remained

a bachelor, had lately taken to himself a

wife, young, at least in comparison with

himself, though her female friends were ma-

licious enough to insinuate that she had taken

Mr. McAlpine only because, having waited

a good time already, he seemed the most

eligible parti likely to fall in her way. Alan,

who now saw her for the first time, privately

thought that his cousin had contented him-

self with a very moderate allowance of beau-

ty, but it was not so much the lack of com-

plexion and good features, nor the some-

what outre profusion of short sandy curls,

that repelled him, as the hard selfish expres-

sion that lurked about the shrewd, black

eyes, betokening a disposition in every re-

spect to be a helpmeet for Sandy in his

schemes of self-aggrandisement. However,

Alan had no reason to complain of his re-

ception, for Mrs. McAlpine was always

pleased when any of her husband's country

friends came in to be impressed with the

splendour of her newly furnished house, and

particularly of the little drawing room, with

its gorgeously patterned carpet, its rep and

walnut, and its new piano.

After all the family news had been dis-

cussed, Mr. McAlpine reverted to the sub-

ject of Philip Dunbar. " He's a man that

knows his business thoroughly," said he,

" none ofyour surface-lawyers that get along

on a smattering of education and law, plenty

of brass and a good gift of the gab ;—like

some you and I could name. He's had a

first class education, too ;—his father, who

was a doctor hereabout, sent him to Edin-

burgh University, where he got his Greek

and Latin."

" That accounts for his accent, then," said

Alan. " I hardly thought, at first, that he

was a Canadian."

" Ay, is he ! and a thorough one too ;

Some day or other, I expect to see him go

into politics. But he was a good while in

the old country, and good use he's made of

it. Why, he can discuss home politics with

me just as well as Canadian ones, and that's

what very few of them can do. Better for

them if they knew a little more about them.

But though Dunbar's such a clever scholar,

and a good lawyer into the bargain, that

chap Sharpley is beating him out and out^

as to practice."

" How's that?" said Alan ;
" I shouldn't

think there was the least comparison be-

tween them."

" Nor I either ! But you see, Sharpley's

the man to bolster up a bad case, and he's

a capital hand to bully a witness and tickle

a jury, and so he'll often get a verdict where

Dunbar wouldn't ; and then Dunbar won't

take slippery cases at all, and a good many

of the paying cases about here have been

slippery, on the side that could give big fees,

at least. However, I don't think Dunbar

cares much. He's got nobody to look after

but himself, and he's fond of his books, and

just likes to go on quietly, thinking a good

deal more than he says."

" Then he isn't married ? " said Alan, who

felt somewhat interested in his new friend.

" No, he's never done such a foolish thing

yet !" replied Sandy, with a sly glance at

his wife. " He had a mother and sister
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living with him when he first settled here
;

but the mother died, and the sister didn't

marry to suit him, and she's gone from these

parts long ago ; so he seems all alone in the

world. They say half the young ladies of

Carrington's been setting their caps at him,

to say nothing of the mammas. And some-

times I've heard say he was to be married

to this one, and sometimes to that one, but,

however it is, none of them have got him

yet, or are likely to, so far as I know. They

say it'll be because he has no great opinion

of the female secC said Sandy, waggishly
;

" but, however that may be, he's got plenty

of time yet, as I tell him, and he may wait

as long as I did, and fare none the worse !

Eh ! Matilda !

"

The last words were accompanied by a look

of proud proprietorship towards his wife,

duly acknowledged by a self-satisfied smile,

and a deprecating " Don't be so silly," to

which Mr. McAlpine replied only by ano-

ther smile of great satisfaction.

" By the way, Alan," he said, " they're

talking of getting a branch railway carried

out your way. That would be a fine thing

for Radnor—wouldn't it ?
"

" I don't think anything's been heard

about it there," replied Alan.

" Oh, well, I don't suppose there's much

done about it yet, but it's altogether likely

it'll be managed some time. The Arnolds

are keen about it, for it'll be the very thing

they want, with that new saw-mill they're

going to put up, some miles above Maple-

ford. And I suppose Mr. Langley'll get

them a grant from Parliament to help. IJut

my time's up, so I must go ; and, Matilda, try

and get rid of some of those flies by tea time."

"That's easily done," she replied, "when

you're out of the house, but the moment you

come in, you go opening all the blinds, and

letting the light in !"

" There's the way we get lectured when

we get married, Alan !

" said he, jocularly
;

and, Alan having bade farewell to Mrs. Mc-

Alpine, the two left the house together.

CHAPTER VI.

FACl.NG THE WORST.

" For my licart w.is hut and restless,

And my life was full of care,

And the burden laid upon me
Seemed greater than I could bear."

OUT of regard for the comfort both of

" Beauty" and himself, Alan re-

mained in Carrington until the intense heat

of the day was over. It was between four

and five when he rode out of the little hotel,

the street in front of which was crowded with

country "teams," just starting, loaded with

farmers' families and their town purchases,

and country stages setting out, with their

unfortunate passengers crammed in among

their packages and baskets, behind the lea-

thern curtains, which were half let down to

keep out the heat and dust, and half drawn

up to let in the air. Alan congratulated

himself that he was not obliged to take pas-

sage in it, although the sun's rays still shone

down pretty hotly on his head, protected

though it was by a strong straw hat, wth

several folds of linen inside, put there by

his loving mother's hands.

He rode slowly past the outskirts of the

town, and soon emerged upon the peaceful

country, among newly-cut hay meadows and

waving fields of green wheat, just beginning

to wear a yellow tinge, and plantations of

Indian corn nodding their graceful, airy

plumes in a light breeze, and homesteads

with embowering orchards and heavy bits

of woodland breaking the monotony ; with

the ever present blue line of pine-woods

skirting the horizon, and the silver band of

the river winding sometimes near the road,

sometimes far away in the distance.

As he plodded on his somewhat long and

weary way, now urging his steed to a smart

trot, and now i)assing, at a slower pace, be

neath an occasional bit of grateful shade.

Alan's thoughts reverted to the tangle of

affairs which he had not advanced, as yet. a

step towards unravelling, and to Mr. Dun-
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bar's counsel. He felt—though he strove

against feeling— its wisdom. He well knew

by the depressing influence it had exercised

on his own boyhood ; by the constant pres-

sure for money there had always^^been in the

household ; by the discouraged, helpless air

which constant embarrassment had given to

his father, despite his sanguine tempera-

ment ; and by his mother's always anxious

and prematurely furrowed countenance, what

a dead weight this debt had always been,

crushing their energies and impeding their

progress. For years his father had been

striving to free himself from it, and as years

passed he was only sinking deeper and

deeper into the slough of despond. And
how could Alan hope to make much more

headway, with all his young energy and de-

termination— in the task ofclearing off these

long-standing debts—to say nothing of the

more personal projects he had been cherish-

ing—how Utopian, he smiled bitterly to

think ! Though the thought of Lottie was

always latently present in his mind
;
yet,

owing to the excitement of the day, she had

scarcely been consciously in his thoughts

except when he passed the photographer's,

where she had promised to have her photo-

graph taken soon, and when he had stopped

to buy her a pretty neck-ribbon that he saw in

a draper's window. But now he realized,

for the first time, the darkness of the pros-

pect ; how long it would be before he could

pro\ade such a home and maintenance for

Lottie as the miller would require before he

would let her go, or before he himself would

feel justified in taking her away from her

comfortable home. He wondered how, only

the other day, he had been building such

confident hopes on such a shadowy founda-

tion, and how it was that the miller had

made no opposition to his suit. But

—

"What cannot be, Love counts it done,"

And Alan was not the first who has found

the calculation somewhat premature. And
the miller rightly considered Alan a steady,

energetic young man, with every chance of

doing well, and superior to most of the

young men in Radnor ; while the extent

of Mr. Campbell's liabilities was known to

none in the neighbourhood, unless it might

be to the perfidious Hollingsby.

But now it would all be known of course,

and how would the knowledge affect the

worldly-wise miller ? And Lottie, how would

she bear the test—the " hope deferred,"

—

the weary waiting of a long engagement ?

Alan's heart shrank from the question,

for with all his affection for Lottie he

had never been able to feel absolute con-

fidence either in her love or her constancy.

So, with an effort, he turned his thoughts

again to the household at home, more im-

mediately affected by the present trouble.

Would it not be better, he thought, terri-

ble as the impending wrench would be,

of parting with home, and farm, and all

other possessions—to have the worst over,

and breathe freely once more, with perhaps

a little left with which to make a new begin-

ning ? Suppose a new loan could be effected

at once, and the foreclosure prevented,

what would it be but going on again with

the old anxious life of pinching and pres-

sure—the constant recurrence of the day

when the high interest should be paid, with

the harassment of seeking the wherewithal

to pay it—and with the payment of the

principal seeming as far off as ever ? He
knew the land might be worked so as to

give a better yield. The implied slight of

Hollingsby upon his farming had wounded

him as keenly as anything that had been

said between him and Sharpley on that even-

ing, for he felt he had not had fair play.

He knew of various things in the way of im-

proving the land, that might be done with a

little expenditure of money ; out the money

was just the thing that was wanting, and it

would never do to borrow more, and add to

the already heavy debt, for the sake of even

a probable increase of profits.

So Alan felt that the way was closed

;
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that there was no hope of averting the blow;

and he knew that his mother, deeply as she

would feel it, would recognise the necessity

at once. Of its effect on hisfather he felt

painfully afraid.

A few miles out of Carrington Alan met

the Radnor stage, ensconced in which, as

it passed, he discerned Mr. Sharpley, in a

grey linen travelling coat, and seemingly

quite engrossed in talking to a girl on the

seat beside him. He looked up just in time

to give Alan a nod as he passed, a nod in

which Alan fancied there lurked an expres-

sion of exultant, malicious satisfaction. Alan

eagerly glanced past him at the girl he was

talking to, whose face was almost hidden by

her broad straw hat. For a moment he half

fancied, with ready incipient jealousy, that

it might be Lottie ; and the next moment
smiled at himself for such an improbable sup-

position. As for Mr. Sharpley, he generally

managed, wherever he went, to amuse him-

self for the time with such female society as

fate provided for him.

Well ! the fellow was gone ! At least that

was one comfort. He felt as if he could

breathe more freely now ; but he felt, also,

how thoroughly he hated him. What a

satisfaction it would be, he thought, as he

clenched his teeth involuntarily, if they two

could stand alone in a Highland pass, and

have it out with good Highland blades, like

Fitz James and Roderick Dhu in that con-

test which had often kindled his boyish ima-

gination. But then, one thing would be

lacking

—

" The stem joy that warriors feel

In foemen worthy of their stcd ;"

For his hatred was largely mixed with con-

tem]jt. It would be a comfort at least, he

thought, to give the fellow a good "licking,"

such as he had occasionally, to his mother's

^'reat distress, given, in a fit of boyish passion,

to a school-fellow in a boyish feud. And then

his anger was over and done with. And,

possibly, such violent though unconstitu-

tional methods of rough-handed justice

—

undesirable as they are—are less fatal, after

all, to peace of mind and nobility of charac-

ter, than the subtle, secretly nourished

spirit of hatred, which silently corrodes and

saps the foundations of good! And all

hatred is, ultimately, murder—in desire at

least—of happiness and prosperity, if not of

the physical life.

And Dick Sharpley ! Did he experience

no unpleasant pricking of remorse as his

quick eye noted the grave, depressed look

of the young man, so near his owti age,

whose family, for his own ends, he was do-

ing his best to ruin ? Perhaps he did, in the

bottom of his shallow, selfish heart, for he

was young and not quite callous yet, and

our guardian spirits often strive long with

us, if one may use the metaphor for the strife

between good and evil that goes on so long

in the human heart, before either gains the

mastery. But \vith such as he, such transi-

ent feelings of remorse seldom come to the

surface sufficiently to affect the actions, so

long, at least, as their schemes go on pros-

perously. In the present instance Sharp-

ley's transient fit of misgiving was driven

away by the sight of Alan's handsome ches-

nut mare. That would be for sale by and

by, along with all the rest—and who knew

but it might be got cheap ! And he con-

sidered whether his projects would, as yet,

permit him the extravagance of keeping a

horse. Hardly yet, prudence decided ; by

and by he should have not one but two, and

various other splendours that at present

floated in shadowy glory before his fancy.

But for the present it must all wait till the

fabric rested on more secure foundations.

Alan did not stop at the Dunn's Corners

tavern on his way home, feeling in no hu-

mour to meet the questions and remarks of

the loquacious landlord. Hut, instead, he

made a slight detour to reach the river at a

convenient spot, where he might let liis

thirsty beast wade into the stream and

drink as much as she liked, while he himself

could have a bathe, which would be very
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refreshing after the heat and dust of his jour-

ney. Besides, it would delay a little his

arrival at home, which he was beginning to

dread intensely.

He took a winding horse-path familiar to

him, which led through a belt of wood

down to the margin of the stream, at a

place where a little promontory, almost an

island, divided the river for a space, into

two branches,—a spot known as the "Fork."

The little promontory was a tangle of rocks

and brushwood, a place which, for its con-

tiguity to the school-house, had been a

favorite play-ground with himself and his

comrades ; where they had played at fortifi-

cations and conducted sieges, and where

the dramatic combat of the Saxon and the

Gael had been, once at least, impersonated,

—with certain differences.

As he approached the place, usually so

solitary, various signs recalled to his recol-

lection what Ben had said about the en-

campment of his kindred there ; and soon,

under the shelter of the rocks on the little

promontory, he espied it. It was not the

picturesque birchen wigwam, which the

march of civiUzation has now banished from

most parts of Canada, and is to be found

chiefly in Kreighoff's paintings. The most

prominent objects were a sort of half tent,

rudely put up, formed of a dirty piece of

canvas—probably an old sail—a rough ham-

mock slung to two trees, in which two chil-

dren were reposing, and various parti-

coloured quilts and garments scattered here

and there ; with the cooking arrangements

—the pile of stones and suspended kettle

—

in the foreground. A little farther back,

against a projecting rock, a rather more

picturesque wigwam had been erected, of

stout poles and branches interwoven, lean-

ing against the rock, and thatched with fra-

grant pine boughs. Beside the smouldering fire

sat an elderly, wrinkled squaw, in her blan-

ket and black petticoat,—warm as it was

—

watching the preparation simmering in a

black pot ; near her were two younger and

better looking women, rather lighter in com-

plexion, similarly attired and busily engaged

in preparing long, thin strips of wood, white

and coloured, and ingeniously weaving

them into baskets. One of them had her

papoose strapped to her back in its wooden
framework, but the infant seemed to give

her no trouble, lying vertically, with wide

open black eyes and true Indian composure,

staring gravely at the overhanging branches

of the hickory that shaded the spot.

Just as Alan reached the shore, a birch

bark canoe glided round the point of the

promontory, making a picturesque break in

the glassy water, which had already caught

a golden gleam from the sunset, and reflect-

ed, as if in a mirror, the branches that bent

over its breast. The canoe, whose yellow

outHne contrasted sharply with the deep

green of the shadowed water into which it

glided, and left a wake of quivering broken

reflections behind it, was swiftly paddled by
a figure which Alan presently recognised as

Ben, and who was accompanied by another

Indian, lazily recumbent in the bottom of

the canoe, holding a trolling line.

In a moment Ben's quick eye had caught

sight of Alan, and the canoe shot swiftly

across to where he stood, with an Indian

shout of greeting.

" So you're fishing down here, Ben," said

x\lan.

" No
;
paddling for Indian to fish," re-

plied Ben gravely, and pointing to a pretty

large pile of fish in the bottom of the canoe.

Then, as if struck by a sudden idea, he ex-

claimed,

—

"Come, see Granny; she'll be glad."

Alan assented, and, tying his horse to a

tree, was soon paddled across, as the most

convenient mode of gaining access to the

spot which, with Indian love of secluded

places, had been selected for the encamp-

ment. In the pine-thatched wigwam he

found old " Granny " reposing on a few old

blankets, her black eyes gleaming wistfully

up at him from the withered and emaciated
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brown face. She seemed very weak, and

spoke with difficulty, but looked pleased to

see Alan, with whom she had occasionally

held friendly communication on former visits

to the neighbourhood. In a few broken

words, and in broken English, she tried to

convey her thanks for his familiar kindness

to Ben. Then, extending her skinny hand

to a bundle lying near, she, with some diffi-

culty, took out of it a pair of moccasins and

a birch-bark card case, beautifully em-

broidered, the one in beadwork and the

other in dyed porcupine quills, and placed

them in his hands. Alan looked puzzled

;

the moccasins were quite too small for any

masculine foot, and what was he to do with

the card-case ?

" Keep—for white squaw"—said the old

woman, feebly, with as near an approach to

a smile as Indians ever indulge in, and

added, " Always look after Ben."

Alan readily promised, and then, promis-

ing that his mother should come down to see

her soon, and bring her some of the little

comforts she knew so well how to prepare

for sick people, he thanked her for the gifts,

promised to apply them as she wished, and,

with a smile and a nod to the other women,

one of whom insisted on presenting him with

a small basket, he was paddled back by

Ben, and, mounting again, proceeded to seek

a more convenient place for his bath.

Somehow the little incident, diverting his

thoughts into a pleasanter channel, made his

heart feel much lighter. The gift for the

" white squaw," too, seemed a good omen,

and Alan was a trifle superstitious.

But at last, the last turning was reached,

and home lay full in sight, in the soft

dusky twilight—the moon just rising behind

the old pear-tree at the end of the house,

the fire-flies glancing in and out of the

shadowy copse that skirted the little stream

behind it, and, plainly discernible to his

practised sight, the familiar figures in the

porch watching for his return.

, Alan never knew how he told them the

evil tidings. Perhaps his face told them

beforehand. Perhaps the shadows which

coming events cast before them had already

weighed down their hearts with a sense of

inevitable calamity ; but they hardly seemed

surprised. His mother heard it in silence,

and closed her eyes and clasped her hands

as Alan had seen her do beforewhen troubles

came. His father—sober now, poor man

—

sat awhile in moody quietude, and then,

rising, began to pace the floor, muttering

weak and incoherent reproaches against

Leggatt, Hollingsby, and his own hard fate.

(To be continued.

)

CANADIAN POETRY.

WE seek a song for Canada ! Would fain

Mingle the ivy wit!i the sim])le wreath

Of forest-leaves that wither fast l)eneath

The chill autumnal blast. Not wholly vain

Is our as])iring, for the grand refrain

Of nature's music in the woods and streams,

Stirs in the heart and echoes thro" the strain

(Jf native bards ; to whom, as well beseems,

Be grateful honour paid ! Friends, do ye long

For deeper utt'rance? Then give fitting themes

In your more earnest thought and worthier deed

^o ev'rywhcre the sunny fields along

^^'•T^jf^j^j^^,^,^^^ scattered tiifiik this gen'rous seed,

Shall bloom the sweel, unfading flower of Song ! O. (i
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ICE-CUTTING ON LAKE HURON.

BY MORGAN COLDWELL.

THE ice crop of 1874 having failed in

the United States, a number of

Americans in the business turned their at-

tention to Canada, and at the invitation of

one of them—a particular friend of mine—

I

went to see the operation of cutting and

stacking ice. It was in the afternoon of a

Monday in the beginning of April that we

started—Mr. Le Stair and I. The place we

were bound for was a distant point on Lake

Huron. The place we started from was near

Saugeen, on the shores of that Lake. Our

conveyance was—a cutter, you say : no, it

was a buggy, drawn by two grey horses.

Mud was on the earth beneath ; sunshine in

the heavens above.

It was the worst ride I had had for an

age.

" We'll soon be over this bit," says Le

Stair, as we bounded over a corduroy road,

he driving and smoking, and the other pas-

senger smoking and abusing the roads, the

buggy making mad attempts to get off its

springs, and the horses doing incipient

somersaults front and back without inter-

mission. We did get over that " bit," but

not soon. Then we got into the mud, and

had a comparatively peaceful time of it for a

long spell. We got over this " bit " very

well. Sometimes one wheel went up sud-

denly into the air, and I dashed sideways

against Le Stair ; and sometimes the other

wheel went up, and Le Stair precipitated his

left shoulder upon me. We did not converse

much on this " bit." Several times my fel-

low-traveller began to say something, evi-

dently about the damage the buggy was sus-

taining, but he never got beyond the first

syllable of the first word of the sentence,

and then he sunk into wrathful silence and

played with the whip.

" It's a lucky thing we brought the buggy,"

he remarked, as a new idea struck him, when

we were three hours and a half on the road,

and fifteen miles on our way. " A cutter,"

he continued, " would not have done at

all."

I was speechless with conviction.

" We must get a cutter at Stewart's Mills,"

he went on, " and then we'll make for the

Lake and get along splendidly."

We made Stewart's in five hours, and on

looking at the horses and his watch, he said,

" We have not done so badly after all."

It was not so good, however ; for here we

got nothing to eat ourselves, and only a wisp

of hay for the horses.

" Now," says Le Stair, as we left Stewart's

an hour later, packed into the cutter, " we'll

get along nicely, once we get to the Lake."

He did not say how we should get on before

we reached the Lake ; but I soon found out.

The road we had to travel was simply no

road. Now we were wending our way over

a ploughed field, and again we were doing

the same thing in the bush. We jolted

against a log on the right, and turned sharp

round and brought up against a stump on

the left ; we fled headlong into ravines and

toiled up hills. We—that is Le Stair—per-

formed innumerable skilful feats in driving
;

but success elated him. He tried to

" cushion " off the side of a steep hill, and

we went over. As an upset it was success-

ful, especially as it was done on the off side,

and I fell upon Le Stair.

" First adventure," said he, as we righted

the cutter and replaced the robes.
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" Yes," I replied ;
" and it was thought-

ful to let it come off in day-light. It will be

dark in less than an hour."

" Don't mind," said he. " We'll be on the

Lake in five minutes." It was twenty-five,

however.

Once in view of the Lake, Le Stair grew

reckless. He encouraged the greys with

voice and whip, and we bowled on to its

frozen waters just in time to admire the set-

ting sun. It was a glorious sight. Along

the shore ran a belt of jce-hills, dazzling

white, formed into a thousand fantastic

shapes by the furious Nor-westers of Huron.

A huge bank of black clouds was piled up

at the horizon, making a striking back-

crround for the sparkling ice-hills. Behind

the black clouds the sun had just gone

down—a magnificent halo of brightest gold

marking the spot, while every cloud in

the western heavens glowed with a fiery

fringe.

"This is what I call enjoying life," says

Le Stair, in a burst of admiration. " Look

at these matchless colours !—what beauty,

brilliancy, delicacy, harmony ! Talk to me

of the painter's art ! What in art can com-

pare with nature ?
"

" A cigar, old fellow," I replied, produc-

ing one, and not knowing at the moment

anything better to suggest.

He took ; he lit ; he smoked it.

We both gave way to the enthusiasm of

the moment. The horses were left to find

their way liy sight or instinct. We lay back

and gazed in delight, whifiuig the light blue

clouds of the fragrant weed, and indicating

each charming change in the scene Ijy a nod,

a sign, or a monosyllable, until the heavenly

fires grew dim, and darkness descended upon

the face of the deep.

On we went, and down came the night,

black and blacker, and cold and colder. We
moralized that it would have been better if

we had started earlier ; that it was a pity

there was no half-way house, or any house,

or any living thing to meet with on the Lake

between us and our destination, and then we

remained silent for miles.

"Can you see the track at your side?"

said Le Stair.

I gazed through the darkness on my side,

and not seeing any track, reported my dis-

appointment..

" We've lost it," he remarked.

" Best let the horses find it," I suggested

and with slackened rein and drooping heads

the greys were left to their own devices.

After wandering half an hour whither they

listed, they did find the road. Again we

made a little spurt, and after a couple of

hours driving found ourselves among what

are called the " Fishing Islands," a group

of many uninhabited islands, large and

small, that stud Lake Huron west of the

Bruce peninsula. Here we again lost our

way, and this time completely. In the dark-

ness we had gone west instead of east of one

of the islands, and, as if apprehensive of

danger, the horses attempted to turn back.

To turn back, however, was infinitely worse

than to go on, for it was now pitch dark,

and late, and it was much farther to return

than to go ahead. Le Stair persisted that

he could find a way out of our difficulties

by proceeding, and on we went, slowly and

painfully. As a preventive against melan-

choly we discussed the thickness of the ice.

It was giving forth some of those col-

lapsing, sobbing sounds, startling in day-

light, frightful at night. We had got upon

new ice, weakened by currents flowing be-

tween the islands. " Just think of it," says

Le Stair, " Two thousand pounds is no joke

on rotten ice ; and twenty feet to the

bottom !"

I did think of it, and, rashly perhaps, ad-

vised speed. Again the greys were put to

it. They broke into a trol, and one of them

broke through the ice almost simultaneously.

A crash, a short mad struggle, the otV horse

tearing himself almost out of the harness,

the nigh horse making frantic efforts to get

on the strong ice. A series of yells and
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vociferations, a lash of the whip, a bound

forward, and we came out of the peril, pale

and panting, and with an indescribable feel-

ing of relief

"I'll walk ahead and see if there are any

more holes in the ice," said Le Stair, hastily

disengaging himself from the cutter and

handing me the lines, and off he started into

the darkness at a brisk pace, whilst I fol-

lowed with the team, and reflected on the

coldness of the night and the coolness of

some people.

After a long walk, Le Stair waited for me
and got into the cutter again, preferring the

risk of being drowned to the certainty of be-

ing fatigued. He confessed to some mis-

givings that troubled him. He did not

know where he was—he did not know ex-

actly where he was going to. It was an

island in the Lake, but it was so dark that

unless we ran over it we could not see it, or

distinguish it from the surrounding group.

" It is not this, however, that bothers me
most," he said :

" it is that confounded

bridge."

" What confounded bridge ?" I asked,

with aroused 'curiosity. " Bridges in the

middle of Lake Huron are the last things I

should expect to bother any one."

" The fact is," he said, " there is an open-

ing in the ice formed by the currents flow-

ing between the islands. It lies between us

and our destination. It is many miles in

length and some twenty feet in width. It

has beeen bridged over by our men with

planks on the track leading to Main Station

Island—the island we are bound for, and if

we miss the bridge we shall drive into the

water, and be drowned. Now," he ex-

claimed, with returning animation, "you

know the worst of it. So keep a sharp look-

out for that track, for the track leads to the

bridge."

We strained our eyes peering into the

darkness, until they ached again, but there

was nothing to see. We drove in this way
for an hour, when a black streak suddenly

3

loomed up, dimly discernible across our

path, a hundred feet ahead of us. " What is

that ?" " Who-a-h ! By George that is the

water.

"

We pulled up like a flash, and once more
Le Stair got out and left me with the

horses, while he went coasting along the

chasm on foot to find the bridge. As luck

would have it, he found it after along walk,

and we paused to hold a consultation, he near

the brink of the water, alone ; I a couple of

hundred yards in the rear with the greys.

" Now," said he, " can you see me ?
"

"No.'^

" Drive on a little. There now, look

sharp. I'm at the bridge. Follow in my
tracks, and be sure you keep straight, or else

you'll get into the Lake."

" Had you not better come back and

drive over ?
"

" No ! Follow me quick."

Le Stair started on at a run. There was a

splash, a skip, and a jump, and an "all

right, I'm over ! come ahead." With a kind

of desperation I prepared to follow with the

horses.

" Keep straight for me," he sung out of

the darkness. Throwing back the robes so

that I could spring out in an instant, and

tightly grasping whip and reins, I put the

greys to it in the direction of the voice.

" Get along." Crack went the whip, and on

they went. " Gee-gee ! to the right. For nie,

for heaven's sake !
" yelled Le Stair, as the

brutes, scared at the water and the yielding

of the ice, began to haw, and crowd, and shy

to certain destruction. A few vigorous lashes

—a spring as if they were clearing a double

ditch—a splash and dash across the loose

planks, and over we went, safe and sound.

Now that we were over the bridge and on

the track, we trotted along, if not merrily,

at least with a load off our minds. In and

out, in the darkness, among the islands.

Rounding a large one, a gleam of light in

the distance—scarcely time to say " look !

"

and utter darkness again ! Another turn.



«38 THE CANADIAN MONTHLY.

*' There it is again !
" All right this time.

It shines out with a bright, friendly blaze.

It comes from the window of one of the

shanties on Main Station Island, where our

men are. 1 call them "our" men, having

come so far and gone through so much to

see them stacking ice. Fifteen minutes

more, and we pulled up under the window,

and made the island ring with " Hollo ! will

some of you come and take these horses !

"

" Frank ! Louis ! Bob !" Half a dozen

came, and we stumbled out of the cutter,

shouldering each a buftalo robe—our blan-

kets that were to be—and, tired and hungry

as tired and hungry could be, we handed

over the cattle, went into the shanty, and

after doing am.ple justice to a welcome meal,

turned into bed and slept the sleep of the

wea r)'.

It seemed no time when I was awakened

by the uproar attendant upon the natives

turning out. I peeped through the planks

of my shanty and saw a streak of daylight.

The crows began to caw vociferously all over

the island. It seemed to me that at least

fifty of them were performing a matin<5e on

the roof, just a foot over my head. As I

had not travelled so far merely to enjoy the

pleasure of sleeping in a shanty, I was soon

on the floor, performing an elaborate toilet.

We sallied out. It was a glorious morning.

A few fleecy clouds flecked the firmament.

As he rose above the tree tops the sun

poured down his rich, ruddy, gladsome rays,

enlivening man, and beast, and bird. The

lake sparkled as if sown with diamonds.

But the gentle reader does not care about

these things, or the breakfast we had, or

anything, in fact, but the cutting of ice and

ihc piling it into huge stacks as high as a

Ihouse, and as long and broad as a good

size block of buildings.

'J'he force employed in cutting and stack-

ing ice numbered over forty men and six

horses. The operation is as follows :—First

a spot is chosen on the lake, where the

<Jecj)est water is nearest the shore. The lo-

cality is selected for two reasons : the ice is

thicker and purer the deeper the water, and

the deeper the water the easier for a vessel

to come alongside the Island, and load from

the ice stack. A space of say a square acre

or two of ice is then scraped as bare as pos-

sible of the surface snow. This is done by

means of common wooden scrapers. Two
ice ploughs, each drawn by one horse, are

then set to work to cut the ice into blocks

about two feet square. An ice plough is not

like an earth or a sno.v plough. It is more

like a saw. Its action, however, is not up

and down like a carpenter's engine, but along

the plane of the ice field like an ordinary

plough working on a meadow—hence it is

called an ice plough. It is composed of a

blade of steel a quarter of an inch thick, six

feet in length, and from nine inches to one

foot in depth—according to the thickness ol

the ice to be cut. It has only six or seven

teeth, but they are very large and strong,

and in shape each o:ie is like the stem of

one of those ironclads called rams—the six

or seven immense teeth looking like a fleet

of those rams sailing close behind one

another. The blade is fixed into an iron

bracket, which gives it all the solidity and

fixity it requires when in use. At the front

of the plough is an iron ring, to which is

attached the chain by which it is drawn by

the horse. At the back are a pair of handles

—the same size and shape as those used in

an ordinary jjlough—by wliich it is guided ;

one man guides the plough, and a boy leads

the horse so as to insure his walking in a

straight line on the level surface of the ice

field.

The manner in which so thin a machine

is made to work in parallel lines running

along the surface of the ice, is simple. From

the centre of the plough, where the bl.ide is

fixed in th* bracket, an iron bar two feel

long springs out at right angles : from this

depends a small blade two feel in lengtli,

the same height as ihc blade of the plougli,

and running parallel with it. This small
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blade has no teeth and is called the marker,

and its use is twofold. It enables the plough

to be driven with the requisite steadiness

along the ice field, an operation like push-

ing a saw along the plane of a board, instead

of cutting through it ; and it secures a uni-

formity of size for all the blocks cut, for after

the first line is cut from end to end across

the ice field, the plough is shifted to cut

another line, and then the marker is placed

in the first line already cut, in the groove

of which it runs, keeping the plough cutting

exactly parallel to it all the way across the

field.

Two ploughs will cut up a square acre of

ice eighteen inches thick in a short time.

They work as follows : Supposing the sides

of this acre to lie north-south-east-west, by

way of easy iUustration. One plough will

be set to work from north to south to cut

the ice into parallel lines two feet apart, and

the whole length of the acre. The other

plough will at the same time be set to work

from east to west to cut the ice into parallel

lengths, two feet wide, also the whole length

of the field. In a short time the acre of

ice begins to look like a chequer board—all

marked off into squares. It is necessary to

state that the ice in no instance is cut through

all the way to the water. There is no neces-

sity for that : besides it would be dangerous,

if not impossible of execution. The depth

to which, say eighteen inch ice is cut would

not be more than twelve inches. It is

then firm enough to walk over and work

upon without showing the least sign of weak-

ness, while at the same time, it is so suffic-

iently cut through that it can be easily divided

into separate lengths and blocks by a few

strokes of the ice bar. The ice bar is an

iron bar the end of which is broad and

sharp. This is struck into the grooves cut by

the plough, and a few strong leverage pulls

will detach a line of ice twenty feet long by

two feet broad. It is also necessary to state

that in no case can the ice be cut to the

required depth by the first cutting of the

plough, which constitutes another difference

between ploughing land and ploughing frozen

water. When first driven across the ice field

the groove made would not be more than

an inch deep. Back the plough comes again

on the same groove and cuts another inch

deeper, and so on across and recross until

the required depth is reached, when the next

length is attacked. The time occupied in the

operation is short, as the horses go through

their work at a smart walk.

Stacking ice is a more exciting operation,

and it too, is done in quite an easy way.

The ice to be cut and stacked is selected,

as before stated, at a place where the deepest

water is nearest the shore. A level place on

the shore opposite the ice that is cut is cleared

and levelled off to a space of say one hundred

by two hundred feet. The place chosen is as

near the water's edge as is compatible with

the safety and preservation of the ice when

stacked. A skid is then erected, one end

of which touches the spot where the ice is to

be lifted out of the lake, while the other end

reaches to the cleared and levelled place

where it is to be stacked upon shore. A skid

is composed of two inclined planes: one,

about say a hundred yards in length, reach-

ing up from the lake towards the shore to a

certain height, say twenty feet, and the othei

perhaps the same length, reaching down
from this height to the stacking ground.

The length of the skid depends upon the

distance 'of the ice field from the shore : that

used on the present occasion was some six

hundred feet. It is constructed as follows : A
tressel work of poles somewhat in the shape

of a bridge is erected from the stack to

some point as near the ice field as possible :

the centre is, say twenty feet high, and the

breadth six feet. In the middle is a floor-

ing of plank hard and smooth, and two feet

and a half wide, with a three inch raised scant-

ling running its entire length on each side.

Up this flooring or skid the ice is drawn,

the scantling keeping it on the track. Be-

side the flooring are narrow run-ways with
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pieces of wood nailed across them to form

stairs, up and down which the men guiding
j

the ice travel when it is being drawn up. i

The end of the skid touching the ice field is,

I must add, carried under the water to a depth

of three feet and a length of nine feet, so

that the ice blocks are easily floated up to

it and on to the skid.

Having now described how the ice is cut,

and how the skid is made, I will describe

how the ice is lifted and stacked. We will

suppose it all cut up into blocks two feet

square. The first thing to be done is to cut

out a long canal leading from the ice field to

the end of the skid where its point is sub-

merged. This canal is as long as is required,

and is only three feet in width. Up this nar-

row passage the blocks are floated until they

touch the skid. They are separated by the

ice bar as they come up the canal, so that

when they reach the skid they are ready to

be stacked. The stacking is accomplished

by ropes and pullies. At the centre of the

skid are two tall poles and two sets of

tackle. The rope passing through the top

pulley is attached to alarge ironhook or clasp

which catches with a sure grasp the block of

ice intended to be lifted.

A large handle is fixed to the hook by

which the blocks are guided when being

drawn up. The rope passing through the

bottom pulley is yoked to a span of horses.

When the hook is fixed on the ice, the word

is given, off go the horses, and up comes

the ice until it is drawn to the top of the

incline reaching from the canal ; the hook is

then whipped off by the guide who goes up

with each load, and down flies the block by

its own momentum on the incline leading to

the stacking ground. It is there seized by

another man who drags it to its place in the

stack. To make the dcsrrij)tion clear, I have

spoken as though only one block of ice was

lifted at a time. Five blocks were lifted

every time while I was present, the hook

being placed at the back of the fifth block

in the canal, and the whole five coming up

the narrow channel, and so on to the skid,

and up the skid and down again to the stack

—just as easily as one block could be

handled. As every block weighed over two

hundred pounds, it will be seen that each

lift brought up half a ton of ice. And as

there were two teams of horses busily at

work, one at each side of the skid, hauling

up half a ton at a time, it can easily be ima-

gined that ice went up one incline of the

skid very rapidly, and came down the other

incline very lively, and required a large

number of men, and smart men too, to

handle it and arrange it in the stack. Four

skids, each worked by two teams of horses,

are sometimes used in putting up a stack—
and then there must be an awful rush ; but

this is done mostly when an emergency, such

as threatened bad ice weather, occurs.

The ice stack that I saw was two hundred

feet in length, a hundred feet in depth, and

twenty feet in height, composed of solid ice.

and contained I was told about five thousand

tons. It is easily built. The blocks are

placed side by side, in rows, close together,

until the space intended for the foundation

is covered. Then a second tier is laid upon

the first ; a third upon the second ; and so

on until the top is reached. .\s each tier is

laid, the incline of the skid leading to it is

raised by means of pulleys, until finally, as

the stack grows in height, the incline which

at first led to the foundation, becomes part

of a long incline leading all the way from

the canal to the top of the stack.

The celerity with which the ice is stacked

as I have described it, is astonishing. T.e

Stair and I timed them for a spell of their

ordinary mode of working, and saw no less

than eight tons lifted out of the water and

placed on the stack in five minutes. A ton

a minute is slow work. \o wonder then that

the cutting and stacking of ice as I witnessed

it, is an exhilarating sight. Some forty men

and six horses were hard at it. Some were

driving the ploughs, cutting the ice up into

convenient lengths. Others were separating
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the lengths into squares by blows from the ice

bar. A dozen of men with long poles, tipped

with iron spikes, were pushing the floating

blocks from the place where they were cut

to the canal, and up the canal to the skid.

Another dozen men and four horses were

unceasingly at work at the skid, hauling the

floating ice out of the water on to the skid

and up the incline, from the top of which the

blocks rushed down with a crash upon the

stack, where another dozen men were as

busy as bees grasping them with iron ice

hooks, and dragging them to their places.

It was nothing but strings of ice blocks

running up one incline and thundering

down the other without intermission, at the

rate of over sixty tons an hour.

It is hard work ; sometimes it is danger-

ous. The men that guide the blocks up the

incline have been known to be thrown from

the top of the skid, which is over twenty

feet high, down upon the ice below, by rea-

son of the hook slipping ; and, said Louis

to me—when in the course of full blast oper-

ations, suddenly there were a series of cries

and shouts, and a man was seen staggering to

his knees while the horses were thrown back

on their haunches by the frightened drivers,

and there was a crashing of ice in the

canal-—said he :
" We lost a couple of men

a ievf years ago, just in that manner. Hook
slipped ; man holding it suddenly yanked

over the skid, fell on his head, killed. Ice

blocks went smashing back amongst the

workers—man in the way—broke his leg."

Not the least discomfort to be endured in cut-

ting ice, is snow-blindness. This affects all the

workmen. In the morning when I saw them

there was scarcely a man whose eyes were

not greatly inflamed, and one of them had

to give up work. To save their eyes the

men wear green veils, and amongst the

novel sights I saw at Main Station were

these great, rough, bearded fellows flitting

about with their deUcate green silk veils.

For myself, however, I soon had reason to

admit that such things are useful ; for I had

not been four or five hours on the ice when
the glittering reflection of the sun on the ice

and my always looking down watching the

work, inflamed my face and eyes so that I

could not have stood such a glaring scene

unprotected for twelve hours. The ship-

ping of ice from the stack is conducted

by means of the skid. Upon the opening

of navigation three or four vessels are sent

to remove the ice to the nearest railways or

markets in the States. The skid is continued

out into the lake until water is reached deep

enough to enable the ships to come along-

side of it. The ice is then conveyed along

the skid from the stack to the vessel, where

it is packed in sawdust and taken away.

Loading ice from the stack is no trouble

and requires but few hands. During the

interval that elapses between the stacking

of the ice and the opening of navigation, the

stack is protected from the wasting effects

of the weather by being covered either by

lumber or by green boughs ; the former, I

understand, is the dearest mode at first, but

in the end it is said to be the cheapest and

best.

We returned home very tired, very sun-

burnt, and very well pleased with our trip to

see how our enterprising American friends

cut and stack ice, making, I am glad to say,

tens of thousands of dollars out of a raw

material of which Canada has an unlimited

supply—sometimes an unwelcome mono-

poly—and upon which as a staple we have

hitherto placed little or no value, but which

if rightly handled would yield a handsome

revenue in return for private enterprise.
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OUT IN THE SNOW.

WHEN Winter, riding on the blast,

Awakes the cohorts of the snow.

Whose feathered crystals quick deploy.

And hide each trace below
;

Then wakes the simoom of the north.

Whose searching pregnant rigour still

Holds treacherous kindness in its touch.

And lulls where it would kill.

What rage and lust of icy sway !

What vengeful tireless force is thine

—

Whose pointed javelins of ice

Sweep in unbroken line !

The phalanx of the biting north,

Which, rousing with the tempest's breath,

March in unpitying wild career

—

Fraught with a double death.

How sinks the heart and chills the frame

At thought of him—beneath the sun.

Who, trusting to the trait'rous plains.

Met thee and was undone.

How blinded in the wild turmoil

—

The eddying press and whirling field,

Assailed by myriad deaths at once.

And never one poor shield.

Hope quailing flies, while instinct springs !

'Tis life—dear life—that's menaced stern

.\mid this blinding trackless waste

No hearth-lit torch may burn.

Witli inward prayer he i)rL'sscs on
;

How melts his heart, how ebbs his will

—

Wrung with the doul)l that tells despair,

The circle narrowing still.
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Ah ! vain the struggle, vain the task !

This victim of a questing shroud

—

The raging, fleering, flouting wind

Rings with his requiem loud.

With stiff"'ning hand he oft essays

To clear his dim and baffled eyes,

To pierce the stinging, varying veil.

That wraps him as he dies.

Deject at last, his strength all gone,

Haply unconscious— overcome

—

No more he fears the rising drifts,

Nor that he may make one :

Yields to the grateful drowsy spell

—

The unthought antidote of pain,

And drowsing, sinks away to sleep.

Never to wake again.

Ah ! cold, cold couch, at feud with life.

That strikes so quick this form to stone ;.

A ridge upon the snow-ridged heathy

All dreadfully alone !

A banquet for the prowling wolf;

A something sought to put away
;

A something wept for in long nights,

That comes no more by day !

F. L. Htjs:5:

Winnipeg, Manitoba.
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HIGHER EDUCATION FOR WOMEN.

BY FIDELIS.

PERHAPS no subject, certainly no sub-

ject connected with education, has ex-

cited so much interest and discussion during

the past year, as that of the higher educa-

tion of women. Had this article been in-

tended specially as a review, it might have

been prefaced by a list a column long of

books, brochures, and articles, which dur-

ing the past few months have appeared on

this subject, on both sides of the Atlantic.

Dr. Clarke's much discussed book, "Sex in

Education,'" sounded the key-note of alarm

regarding the evils which, in his opinion, an

overstrained though magnificent system of

female education was producing in the physi-

cal condition of American women ; but it

also called forth replies, more or less con-

vincing, such as " Sex in Education," by

Mrs. Howe ;
" No Sex in Education," by

Mrs. Duflfey ;
" Woman's Health and Wo-

man's Education," &c., &:c. Then, on the

other side of the Atlantic, the subject was

taken up in the I'ortfii^htly Rei'iew by two

medical writers of high authority. Dr. Mauds-

ley and Mrs. Garrett Anderson ; while a

writer in Blackwood's Magazine ably reviews

both, and attempts to show that, after all,

neither has contributed much to the solu-

tion of the great question : to what precise

practical results the principles of " Sex in

Education " should lead. Mrs. Garrett Ander-

son certainly makes it manifest that Dr.

Maudslcy was discharging his lance at a wo-

man of straw, so far as England is concerned,

since the promoters of female education there

have no desire to ignore the differences that

God made when " He created them male

and female," or to deny that woman's mental

characteristics are so difTerentiated from

those of man, as to make her his complement^

not his duplicate; and moreover, that it is

their aim and desire to provide most solici-

tously for the due physical as well as mental

development of English girls, while they

carefully guard against the evils of overwork

during the critical years of opening life.

Moreover, she gives some excellent reasons,

not generally taken into account, why, owing

to the more temperate and less self-indulg-

ent habits of young women, as a class, and

to their often much greater industry and

perseverance, the intellectual race between

the sexes may in the long run be more

equal than is commonly supposed.

Certainly the subject of female education,

even if only its reflex influence on the other

sex be considered, is second to none in

relation to the future development of any

country, a fact that is being largely ac-

knowledged now in missionary operations.

Fletcher of Saltoun's saying about popular

songs might be truthfully altered into some-

thing like the following :
" If I am allowed

to mould the character of the women of a

country, I care not who shall mould that of

the men." For, setting aside the question

whether men of great mental powers do or

do not most frequently inherit their intellec-

tual characteristics from their mothers, there

is no room for disputing the immense

amount of influence, intellectual and moral,

that woman exercises over man. From her,

in most cases, he receives his first impres-

sions, his first moral and intellectual impulse

and direction. .Xs life advances, the influ-

ence of the women with whom he comes in

contact, most especially, of course, of the

wife, is not less potent for good or ill on the

maturer life of the man than was that of the

mother in moulding the character of the
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boy.* Who can doubt that if our Canadian

young women, as a class, should become

truly cultivated, earnest, high-toned, full of

the noble ambition to devote life to noble

work for noble ends, a very few years

would strikingly demonstrate their influence

in raising our young men, as a class, to a very

much higher plane than that which they at

present occupy ? The question of higher

female education, then, which is simply that

of the development of woman to the highest

possible point of intellectual and moral ex-

cellence, is surely well worthy the attention

of every thoughtful man and enlightened

patriot.

The two great points at present under dis-

cussion in regard to female education, seem

to be those of " identical education " and

" identical co-education," the latter, of course,

implying not only the assimilation of the

education of girls to that of boys, but also

that the education of the two sexes should

be conducted together, even in its more ad-

vanced stages, thus compelling the girls not

only to run the same race with the boys, but

to run it in equal lengths. It is against this

* The following extract from Mr. Kingsley's new

book " Health and Education " bears strongly upon

this point. " Let me ask women to educate them-

selves, not for their own sakes merely, but for the

sake of others. For whether they will or not, they

must educate others. I do not speak merely of those

who may be engaged in the work of direct teaching

—

that they ought to be well taught themselves, who

can doubt ? I speak of those, and in so doing I

speak of every woman, young and old, who exercises

as wife, as mother, as aunt, as sister, or as friend,

an influence, indirect it may be, and unconscious,

but still potent and practical, on the minds and

characters of those about them, especially of men.

How potent and practical that influence is, those

know best who know most of the world, and most of

human nature. There are those who consider—and

I agree with them—that the education of boys under

the age of twelve years ought to be entrusted as much
as possiVjle to women. Let me ask of what period

of youth and of manhood does not the same hold

tnie. I pity the ignorance and conceit of the man
Mho fancies that he has nothing left to learn from

cultivated women."

mode of education, especially, that Dr.

Clarke's most urgent warnings are directed.

" It is one thing," he says, " to put up a

goal a long way off, five or six months, or

three or four years distant, and to tell girls

and boys, each in their own way, to strive

for it ; and quite a different thing to put up

the same goal, at the same distance, and

oblige each sex to run their race for it, side

by side on the same road, in daily competi-

tion with each other, and with equal expen-

diture of force at all times. Identical co-

education is racing in the latter way." For

his deprecation of this system he adduces

several strong physiological reasons, his prin-

ciples being in outline the following : That

the more delicately organized and less vigor-

ous physical system of woman, with a brain

some five or six ounces lighter than that of

man, cannot stand so great a strain, either

mental or physical, as that of man, and that

consequently the average girl should not be

expected to do as much work, either mental

or physical, as the average boy.

1. That the special organization of woman
marks out for her a special career, as that of

man does for him.

2. That overwork of the brain, during the

years usually devoted to higher education,

diverts the vital force needed for properly

maturing the feminine organization ; and

that the injurious effects thereby caused will

be too often and too sadly perceptible when

the days of study are over, and the serious

work of life begins.

3. Tnat the law of female force and work

differs from that of ^male force and work
;

and that, while a boy may safely study six

hours daily, a girl may not do so without

injury for more than four or five, requiring,

in addition, a remission of study and work

at regular intervals.

Disregard of these principles, which Dr.

Clarke holds to be laws clearly written by

God in the physical constitution of the fe-

male sex, he maintains to be a fruitful source

of the debiUty and ill-health so unfortu-
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nately common among American women,

often laying the foundation of serious or-

ganic disease. In confirmation of his posi-

tion he cites case after case, in which he

thus sums up the cause of neuralgic nerves

and confirmed malady :
" She lost her health

simply because she undertook to do her

work in a boy's way and notjn a girl's way."

And he adds the alarming prediction that, if

the causes of female ill-health " continue for

the next half century, and increase in the

same ratio as they have done for the last

fifty years, it requires no prophet to foretell

that the wives who are to be mothers in our

republic must be drawn from trans-Atlantic

homes." Of course even Dr. Clarke admits

that over-education is only one among many

causes for the existence of sucii a state of

things. He alludes to the "perpetual pie

and doughnut" of American tables ; to the

" stiff corsets and heavy skirts " of the dress

of American women ; and—unfortunately not

of American women alone— to the foolish

dissipation, late hours, and perpetual excite-

ment in which so many of them are im-

mersed ; and to the grasping demands of the

race for wealth—-driving the unremitting

t'.ictory wheels and the unresting factory

" hands," male and female alike, with as

unrelenting an impetus as ever slave-driver

did his gang. Certainly, when all these

rauses, added to the unnatural high-pressure

lite of .Vmerican cities, are taken into consi-

deration, it would seem as if the educational

system might be considerably lightened of

the responsibility of producing so much fe-

minine ill-health ; although Dr. Clarke ex-

jjlicilly declares that " the number of female

graduates in American schools and colleges

who have been permanently disabled to a

greater or less degree, is so great as to ex-

cite the gravest alann, and to demand the

serious attention of the community."

To this assertion of Dr. Clarke's there

have, however, been numerous replies, and

the representatives of various American col-

leges, both ro-cducating and exclusively

female, have met his charges in very forci-

ble and convincing terms. Certain co-edu-

cating colleges in the United States, Ober-

lin and Antioch especially, have h^d special

enquiries made regarding the health of tlu-ir

living female graduates, enquiries which

have been, in many cases, most satisfacto-

rily answered in such terms as the following

from Kansas :
" A troop of merry child-

ren
;
good health and a happy home." The

percentage of deaths among the graduates of

more than forty years, they declare to be

nearly one-twentieth greater among the male

than among the female graduates. Miss

Avery, the resident physician at Vassar Col-

lege, and Miss Maria Mitchell, professor of

astronomy at that institution—an .\merican

Mary Somerville^—-testified to Miss Emily

Faithful, on her visit to Vassar, " that the

girls who studied the hardest there were also

the healthiest. They traced the bad healtii

of American women to its true source : the

terrible severity and extremes of climate,

combined with the unwholesome habit of

heating houses with furnaces, to the exclu-

sion of any proper ventilation, and the wide-

spread disinclination to physical exercise of

any description." x\nd Miss Faithful " ven-

tures to add that the delicacy complained oi

is also due to the fearful rapidity with which

our American cousins apply the rule of do-

ing ' smartly ' whatever they have on hand,

to their meals, and to their intemperate use

of iced water throughout winter and sum-

mer."

From Mi( liigan I'niversity, also a co-edu-

cating institution, we are told that " tiie

college girls pertinaciously keep their health

and strength in a way that is aggravating,

and they i)crsist in evincing a capability U r

close and continued mental labour, which,

to the ordinary estimation of woman's brain

power, seems like pure wilfulness." .\nd

the President says, as regards their mnital

health and endurance, that "the young wo-

men have, addressed themselves to their

work with great zeal, and have shown them-
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selves quite capable of meeting the demands

of severe studies as successfully as their

class-mates of the other sex. Their work,

so far, does not evince less variety of aptitude

or less powerof grappling even with higher

mathematics than we find in the young men.

They receive no favours, and desire none.

They are subjected to precisely the same

tests as the men."

Miss Brackett, editress of one of the re-

plies to Dr. Clarke's book, undertakes to

show that the health of American boys has

been as much injured by over-taxed brains

and want of sufficient attention to physical

development as that of girls has been. And
an American correspondent, quoted by Dr.

Maudsley, declares that " the medical mind

of the United States is arrayed in a very ill-

tempered opposition, on assumed physiolo-

gical grounds, to the higher education of

women in a continuous curriculum, and es-

pecially to the co-education of the Western

Colleges," and adds, to the successful re-

sults of Oberlin and Antioch as to health as

well as mental and moral improvement, the

fact that the " Quaker College of Swarth-

more claims a steady improvement in the

health of its girl-graduates, dating from the

commencement of their college course."

He goes on to say :
" There are other rea-

sons which go to make up the languid young-

ladyhood of the American girl. Her child-

hood is denied the happy out-door sports of

her brothers. There is a resolute shutting

out of everything like a noisy romp ; the

active games, and all happy boisterous

plays, by field or roadside, are not proper

for her ! She is cased in a cramping dress

so heavy and inconvenient that no boy could

wear it for a day without falling into gloomy

views of life. All this martyrdom to pro-

priety and fashion tells upon strength and

symmetry, and the girl reaches womanhood
a wreck. That she reaches it at all under

these suftering and bleached-out conditions,

is due to her superior elasticity to resist a

method of education that would have killed

off all the boys years before. There are

abundant statistics to prove that hard study

is the discipline and tonic most girls need

to supplant the too great sentimentality and

useless day-dreams fostered by fashionable

idleness, and provocative of 'nerves', melan-

choly, and inanition generally; and, so far as

statistics can, that the women graduates of

these colleges make as healthy and happy

wives and mothers as though they had never

solved a mathematical problem, nor trans-

lated Aristotle."

From all this uniting testimony it would

seem that, so far as physical considerations

are concerned, co-education, notwithstand-

ing what Miss Faithful calls Dr. Clarke's

" extravagant attack," has stood its ground

remarkably well. Yet it may well be that the

American forcing system, extending to intel-

lectual as well as to other things, has really

been carried in many cases to an injudicious

extreme, and that a word of warning was not

unneeded. Nor is it unneeded in Canada,

when we find school-inspectors, who ought

to know better, urging upon their female

teachers to " give the girls plenty of writing
"

out of school hours, so as to keep them at

close xsxQVi'i'aX^oxV for sez'eral hours over and

above the six hours of school confinetnent ; and

when we find young children of from src'en

to ten loaded with lessons to learn out of

school-hours, including so much writing, in

the way of copying sums, &c., that poor pa-

rents find the supply of the necessary paper

a serious tax. Let us hope that a greater

degree of practical enlightenment will ere

long prevail, and that barbarities like these

will soon become obsolete.

As regards intellectual and moral consi-

derations, co-education seems, so far as it

has yet been tried, to have resulted as fav-

ourably as it has physically. All the testimony

cited in an interesting article in the Nation

goes to show that experience has falsified the

prediction of Mr. Buchan, in his paper read

before the Ontario Teachers' Association,

that " the college that instructs the sexes
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together must finally have its standard rela-

tively lowered." So far from this has been

the actual result, that the President of Mi-

chigan University declares :
" During the

last three years we have been steadily in-

creasing the requirements for admission, and

broadening the range of studies." In a

moral point of view, the results of this Uni-

versity co-education have been not less satis,

factory. Contrary to some a priori reasoning,

those who have watched the experiment

declare that the influence of co-education

has proved a refining and elevating one to

both se.xes. One observer declares his convic-

tion "that young men are never so animated

to high endeavour, never so put upon their

manliness, as when in the presence of wo-

men ; and equally, that women are never so

inspired by womanly sentiment, or so raised

to noble efforts, as by the presence of true

gentlemen." Other testimony, also founded

on i)ersonal observation, concurs in this

opinion, and ,one remark concerning the

results of co-education, is to the effect that it

tends to remove some of the foolish illusions

which bring about premature affaires decxiir.

This is reassuring to those who, noting the

tendency of Canadian girls to precocious

flirtations, would fear lest such a system of

education should have the effect of increasing

the evil. But it would seem as if the disci-

pline of hard study, and the occupation of

the mind with other objects, in reality prove

an antidote to what often arises from sheer

vacuity and want of any other adequate in-

terest. Certainly Cupid does often find his

way into places where he has clearly no

business ; and even the parish schools of

Scotland, where, as in our common schools,

children of both sexes studied together, have

not been proof against his insidious advances:

witness Motherwell's excpiisite little poem
of " Jeanic Morrison," in which he so vividly

recalls those early school days, when he and

his first love .sat on the same bench, conning

their lesson together :

—

*' Baith bent above the same braid page

Outspread upon our knee,

Vour eyes were on your lesson,

—

But my lesson was in thee !

"

" And mind ye, Jeanie Morrison,

—

How checks brent red wi' shame,

Because the bairnies laughing said

We decked thegether hame ?
"

But few boys are born poets, and such a

pure and tender boyish fancy as is here de-

scribed would have an elevating and refining,

rather than an injurious effect. And it will

be seen that the poet-lover testifies that the

little maiden's eyes, at least, " 7L<€re on her

lesson !'' At all events, such exceptional'

cases were never considered to militate

against the Scottish parish school system oi

co-education.

But, like many other doubtful experi-

ments, the results of which often turn out

very differently from a priori theories, co-

education will have to be fairly and fully

worked out before any satisfactory final con-

clusion can be arrived at. In the meantime,

as higher female education in Canada is as

yet based entirely on the principle of sepa-

rate education, it more immediately concerns

us to know how that should be conducted !

and whether the objections raised against

separate /V/r//^/V(// education are well founded.

Few, probably, would care to dispute this

enunciation by Dr. Maudsley of a great

general principle: "It is plain that we ought

to recognise sex in education, and to i)rovide

that the method and aim of mental culture

should have regard to the specialities of

woman's physical and mental nature. Each

sex must develop after its kind ; and if edu-

cation, in its fundamental meaning, be the

external cause to which evolution is the in-

ternal answer ; if it be the dra^cing out oi\.\\i

internal ([ualities of the individual into their

highest perfection by the influence of the

most fitting external conditions, there must

be a difference in the method of education

of the two sexes, answering to differences in

their physical and mental natures."
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But though this principle be a true one,

it by no means follows that the same studies

ifthich are nourishing, invigorating, and sti-

mulating to the "mental natures" of boys,

may not be equally beneficial to those of

girls, any more than that the same kind o^

physical nourishment is not equally good for

the physical natures of both. Though mental

characteristics may differ, the metital processes

as well as the nutritive processes, are the

same in both sexes, and what invigorates

these in the one sex will be found to have

the same effect in the other also. But,

moreover, in educating a boy, there is, or

ought to be, some reference to the particular

mental organization that he exhibits, so that

the faculties which are weak or deficient may

be strengthened, while those which are natur-

ally strong may be prevented from attaining

an undue preponderance. Now, what are

the points in which the mental nature of

woman is confessedly weak, and what are

the qualities in danger of being unduly pre-

dominant ? According to the concurrent

testimony of observers of both sexes, we find

that woman, while in general more acute in

observation and quicker in perception than

man, is, at the same time, much less accurate

and thorough-going ; that, with a more vivid

imagination, greater versatility, keener sensi-

bility, a more delicate nervous organization,

and much greater strength of sympathy and

warmth of emotional temperament, she has

less power of concentration and sustained

thought—weaker reflective and reasoning

powers than man ; so that her judgment is

at the same time weaker and more likely to

be swayed by strong prejudices, as we see

constantly exempUfied in daily Ufe. Now
the ordinary system of female education

which has prevailed in the past, so far as it

has been a system, has been exactly adapt-

ed to increase rather than to lessen these

points of difference, since to women have

been almost denied those severer studies that

tend to check the undue influence of the

imagination and the emotions, to brace the

mental constitution, and to strengthen and

develop the judgment and the reasoning

powers. For a nervous, sensitive, imagina-

tive boy, approaching in temperament to the

feminine type, these severer studies are

thought especially necessary to strengthen

his nature for the duties and experiences of

life, and to give his mind a due equilibrium,

by developing the powers naturally deficient.

In like manner girls need, even more than

boys, studies such as mathematics, to give

concentration and steadiness of thought

;

such as languages, thoroughly learned, to

teach accuracy of thought and expression ;

such as mental philosophy, to enlarge the

sphere of thought and raise the mental tone

;

such as logic, to give clearness of thought

and strengthen the judgment, naturally too

much under the dominion of feeUng and

prejudice. Had boys been, for generations

past, educated on the same miserably super-

ficial system which has been the rule with

girls, filling their minds with an undigested

chaos of heterogeneous facts, and expending

their energies on a number of so-called "ac-

complishments," all ifuperfectly acquired, it

is probable that their minds would have

exhibited much of the superficiality and

inaccuracy which have so long been held to

demonstrate the great mental inferiority of

women.

Mr. Morley in a recent paper says : "Wo-

men are at present far less likely than men

to possess a sound intelligence and a habit

of correct judgment. They will remain so

while they have less ready access than

men to the best kinds of literary and scien-

tific training." Kant, while he imputes to

man the "noble virtues," allows to woman

only the '' beautiful on^'s," which are nothing

more than amiable, unreasoning impulses.

Do not these and many similar observations

show how much the female mind, from its

very constitution, requires invigorating men-

tal discipline, and a liberal and thorough

culture ?

But, some one may object : We want women
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to remain women, not lo approximate to

the qualities of men. Granted, in so far as

all that constitutes the essential idea ofwoman

is concerned. But surely that essential idea

does not include narrowness of thought,

weakness of judgment, i)rejudiced intoler-

ance, the silliness and frivolity of vacant

minds I All these imply a degeneracy from

the true idea of woman as a helpmeet to man.

AVill she not be a truer helper, a safer coun-

sellor, if she be wise, earnest, thoughtful,

unprejudiced and sagacious in judgment ; if,

in short, she approximate to Wordsworth's

noble ideal of the

" Perfect woman nobly planned

To warn, to comfort, and command."

\nd there is not the slightest reason to sup-

jiose that she needs, or is likely to lose the

slightest particle of her natural tenderness

and womanliness in becoming this nobler

creature. The laws which God has im-

planted deep in her organization will secure

her against such danger far more than all

the moralizings of men. Give a lily the rich-

est soil, the most generous culture you like,

and you will never transform it into a rose,

far less into an oak. It will only become a

more beautiful, more perfect lily. And so,

the more highly a woman's nature is devel-

oped by thorough culture, the more true a

woman will she become. The more elevated

a nature is—other things being equal—it is

the more truly tender. When we find Mrs.

Browning—with a classical training of which

many an Oxonian might be proud—produc-

ing such exquisite love-poems as the "Son-

nets from the Portuguese," such tenderly

materr.al ones as her lines to her "Young

riorentine ;" when we see Mary Somerville,

with her masculine studies and mathematical

.luihorship, preserving to the last all the deli-

.ile graces of a gentle womanly character
;

when we see rarcj)a Rosa, amid all the

triumphs of a brilliant j)rofes.-.ional career,

ming for ihc little child that was only lo be

laid dead in her longing arms ; wc need

hardly fear that the greatest gifts, the most

generous culture that a woman can have, will

be likely to render her " masculine " in any

other sense than that of possessing the

greater vigour of mental tone, which is surely

in itself a desirable thing, whether' for man
or woman. It is only a half culture that

makes "masculine" women—the shallow

and noisy pretenders who have dragged the

" Rights of Woman " in the mire till they

have made the very term a by-word !

*

Of course, however, there is no need for

carrying this severer study to an injurious

extreme. It is very probable that this may
have been done in some of the American

Colleges, and that girls may have been un-

duly stimulated to too arduous and incessant

study at an age when such demands over-

tax the brain. There is no necessity for set-

ting girls to run the same race with boys in

.

equal time ; and even boys are often injured

by being driven through the course too fast,

with too severe and unremitting mental la-

bour. But if a girl's earlier years are well

and judiciously directed, it is possible to lay

a good foundation of solid groundwork dur-

ing those years, without at all overtaxing her

• The trtte " Rights of Woman" have been thus

beautifully expressed ;

" The rights of woman ! what arc they ?

The right to labour and to pray ;

The right to comfort in distress,

The right, when others curse, to bless ;

The right to love whom others scorn,

The right to comfort all who mourn ;

The right lo shed new joy on earth,

The right lo feel the soul's high worth
;

The right lo lead the soul to (Jod

Along the path her Saviour trod

—

The path of meekness and of love,

The path of faith that leads above,

The i)alh of patience under wrong,

The path in which the weak grow strong
;

Such woman's rights our (iml will bless,

And crown their chamjnons with success."

No one would quarrcl^wilh such a definition ; bui

it will be found that, other things l>cing equal, the

woman of thorough culture will use these "rights

more freely an<l more wisely than she whose cduc.i-

lion has been narrow or bu|>crhcial.
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powers, physical or mental. To this, indeed,

might advantageously be given the larger

portion of those dreary hours which many

girls, totally devoid of musical talent, are

compelled to spend in "practising" an art

which in after-Hfe they never think of using.

And by gaining such a fundamental ground-

work, thorough, so far as it goes, girls may

thus be prepared, Uke boys, for pursuing to

advantage the deeper studies which they

may find congenial, in the maturer years

which begin when a girl's education is popu-

larly supposed to be " finished." In England

it is proposed that " after a girlhood of

healthful work and healthful play, when her

development is complete and her constitu-

tion settled, the student, at the age of eight-

een or nineteen, should begin the college

course, and should be prepared to end it at

twenty-two or twenty-three."

What a boon such a " course," or even

the pursuit of one congenial study or art,

properly directed, would be to most of our

aimless girls " in society," a very little ob-

servation would suffice to show. Many a

mother in " easy circumstances " is utterly

at a loss to know what to do with her " fin-

ished " daughter, thrown on her own re-

sources, without necessary domestic duties

to fulfil, with nothing in the way of real

" occupation," forced to fill up her time in

the best way she pn, with morning calls,

shopping, practising, desultory reading, and

almost useless " fcncy work." What wonder

that good mental powers, frittered in this

way, should by-and-by perish by intellectual

atrophy !

And how many a girl, of average energy

and ability, really suffers from the almost

insupportable dulness of a life in which she

has no vivid interests, no mental stimulus

—

nothing to give any adequate outlet to her

faculties and energies ! Such dulness, pro-

ceeding from mental inanition, has, under

specially concurrent circumstances, induced

low spirits, morbidness, nervousness, hyste-

ria, consumption, habits of intemperance,

and even insanity ! What wonder if girls,

suffering from this dull and objectless exist-

ence, sometimes take refuge in the excite-

ment of a foolish flirtation, ending in a rash

and unhappy marriage ? What wonder if,

in many more cases, they seek the lacking

interest in extravagance in dress, in the

fashionable dissipation which destroys far

more health than does over-study, and in

the sensational novel-reading which, with its

exaggerated a.\-\^ fruitless demands upon the

emotional nature, is far more injurious, phy-

sically and mentally, than even an undue

proportion of good hard intellectual ivork ?

It may be said that there is plenty of active

philanthropic work for girls with unoccupied

leisure on their hands. But all girls are not

specially fitted for such kinds of this work

as come in their way, nor indeed is that

always of a kind to absorb beneficially a

girl's surplus of mental energy ; least of all

if she have any special tendencies which

crave for development and use. And most

women would be better fitted for the useful

discharge of the philanthropic work they may

undertake, by a bracing mental training of

vigorous study.

There is abundant evidence of the bene-

ficial effect of earnest continued study, and

of the interests which it brings in its train,

on the health as well as the happiness of

young women. President Hunter, in speak-

ing of the " remarkably good " health of the

young ladies who attend the new Normal

College in New York, says, that in his opin-

ion " the amount of mental work they have

to do is physically beneficial ; the most effi-

cient sanitary measure for a safe passage

from girlhood to womanhood being, study

enough to keep the mind occupied with

other thoughts than those pertaining to sex

and self." Professor Huxley expresses sub-

stantially the same opinion when he de-

clares his belief that even the severe study

required in preparation for the medical pro-

fession would be less injurious to the phy-

sical health of women than the vacuity and
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inanition of the average life of young ladies.

Even Dr. Maudsley admits that many " suf-

fer not a little in mind and body from a me-

thod of education which tends to develop

the emotional at the expense of the intellec-

tual nature : and by their exclusion from ap-

propriate fields of practical activity." How-

many of the daughters of luxurious homes

are continually needing " tonics," medical

men will testify. But, as Mrs. Garrett An-

derson says :
" There is no tonic in the

pharmacopoeia to be compared with happi-

ness ; and happiness worth calling such is

not known where the days drag along filled

with make-believe occupations and dreary

sham amusements."

Nor would the effect upon bodily and

mental health be the only beneficial result

of a higher intellectual training. How much

the whole tone of feminine life would be

raised, if higher interests than those of dress,

gossip, and amusement, were systematically

cultivated ? How much less would there

be of the trivial gossip that is perpetually

tending towards detraction, were the minds

of women more generally open to the nu-

merous elevating subjects of interest in

which their minds could find occupation of a

nobler kind than that of minutely discussing

the petty affairs of their neighbours ! And

with more mental occupation, and more

real culture, there would be infinitely less of

that absorption and extravagance in dress

which is one of our relics of barbarism, and

which causes many an anxious paterfamilias

to sigh over the magnitude of bills that he is

powerless to diminish. There would be

greater simplicity and good taste m dress,

and also in language. We should not hear

so much of that slangy talk in which too

many young ladies indulge, and in which,

owing to the delicate correlation between

thought and speech, they can hardly indulge

freely without some injury to refinement of

mind as well as of language. There would

be a stronger a])j)re(;iation of the value of

titne^ in which women in general are defi-

cient ; and by a more methodical use of it,

even wives and mothers could save from the

time unnecessarily spent in dress and so-

ciety, sufficient leisure to kee[) up some

knowledge of things in regard to which

their minds had previously been trained to

intelligent activity. By so doing they would

certainly become more intelligent com-

panions, and even counsellors, to their hus-

bands, removing the temptation arising

from lack of society at home to seek it

among male companions abroad. How much

better fitted, too, might mothers become

for the care of children and invalids, since

it is to be feared that many a valuable life is

cut short — many an infant one nipped in

the bud, or at least deprived of .some of its

rightful vigour and vitality, through the ig-

norance of mothers and nurses as to the

commonest physiological principles ? How
much influence might the higher culture of

women exercise in stimulating self-culture

among young men, especially in the homes

of wealthy yeomen, where the sons are too

apt to remain in a state of intellectual stag-

nation that will tell in future on the status

of Canada among the nations. How much,

in the conhi'^t of opinion that is ever in-

creasing, might he influence of woman on

tlie side of Christianity be strengthened by

a more thorough mental training, since,

without losing in any degree the strong

realizing faith which is more especially her

happy privilege, she woiild be better quali-

fied to give " a reason for the faith that is

in her," and more free from the narrownesses,

weaknesses, and inconsistencies that toooften

prejudice intelligent obser»-ers against the

faith that she is so anxious to commend.

And how often, by the cultivation of habits

of deeper reflection, and by a wider range

of thought, would women be saved from

being a drag upon the right eflbrts and asjii-

rations of their husbands ; from being even

a snare and a temptation to ihcni. not from

any wrong intention, but frt)ni a i)artial and

I superficial judgment.
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But there is another point of view, more

closely concerning the interests of women

themselves, in which a thorough early train-

ing is most important. In theory, the true

sphere of woman is the domestic one ; her

destined end, that of wife and mother.

And, doubtless, this is her happiest destiny,

when it is reached by means of that real

heart-union, which is the only safe condition

of the external one. But in actual life this

does not come in the ordinary course of

events, to all women ; indeed, statistics

teach us that to many it cannot. Is it not

then a cruel delusion, to foster in girls the

idea that in marriage lies a woman's only

prosperous and happy career, failing which,

life must be blank and objectless? And
why, seeing that a single life must inevitably

be the lot of so many, should she not be

encouraged to possess herself of some means

of achieving an honourable independence,

instead of being driven to choose, eventu-

ally, between poverty and a dependence

that sacrifices her self-respect, or a merce-

nary marriage, still more destructive of it ?

This need is recognized clearly enough

among the humbler classes ; and the

"trade" learned, or the "situation" obtain-

ed, soon makes girls self-supporting and

self-reliant. But, in richer homes, because

the daughter can be maintained comfort-

ably till the time when, as it is hoped, she

will be married, she is often encouraged to

waste valuable years in comparative idle-

ness : and then, perhaps, when sudden

bereavement or adversity comes, she is

compelled, with the best and freshest years

of her life gone, with faculties dulled by

disuse, and a mind that had been frittered

away on the most desultory pursuits, at last,

reluctantly, to choose "a career." Too often

she has but little choice ;—the alternative

between teaching, after a fashion that perpe-

tuates her own superficially, or sewing, with

its miserably poor remuneration, and its

unhealthy confinement. Even if the anti-

cipated marriage does come, how often there

4

follows an early widowhood, when with the

additional weight of the care of young chil-

dren on her hands, the mother, unfitted by

previous preparation, has to toil, with sadly

untrained powers, for a bare subsistence for

herself and them ! Without trespassing

unnecessarily at present upon the disputed

question of woman's work, would it not be

a real benefit to society, were every girl en-

couraged to learn thoroughly some one kind

of real work, be it profession, art, or handi-

craft ; something which would bring her not

only subsistence, but interesting occupation

should she have to travel the journey of life

alone. Our American neighbours are be-

ginning to learn this lesson from their many
commercial reverses, and it is a useful lesson

to learn, although in their case, rather sharp-

ly taught. As to the choice of an occupa-

tion, regard should certainly be shown, as

in the case of boys, to any strong distin-

guishing bias or impulse, such as seems to

be especially implanted by the Divine

Author of our being, to incline to the adop-

tion of such callings as would otherwise be

but little chosen. The strong natural im-

pulse which has drawn some women to the

medical profession, in spite of the severe

preliminary study, the heavy adventitious

clogs that have retarded their progress, and

the discouraging and ungenerous rebuffs

which they have in many cases received,

must surely, according to the principle of

final causes, have a strong raison d'etre.^

* The following sketch of Dr. Ehzabeth Garrett

Anderson, who has been several times referred to in

this article, is an illustration, at once, of the diffi-

culties which beset the path of female medical

students and of the perseverance which has overcome

them with the most satisfactory results. " Nearly

twelve years ago I heard of a young lady of high

position, who was making almost desperate efforts

to win her way into the medical profession. She

had taken a room near one of the largest hospitals

in London, to which she was not openly admitted,

that she might study cases of disease or injury, but

where, through the generosity of certain physicians,

she was able, as it were, to pick up such crumbs of
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It will be found, in spite of the objectors,

that such women will have an ample field

in ministering to their own sex and to chil-

dren, as well as in the most useful capacity

of medical missionaries ; while the gradual

establishment of exclusively female medical

colleges will do away with the most plausible

argument of the objectors. It is a pity that

in this, as in many other matters, woman has

for some time seemed to assume a some-

what aggressive attitude. She has been in

the uneasy position of an unrecognized

state, and has been obliged to contend

stoutly, though not selfishly, for " recogni-

tion." When this shall have been fully
]

accorded to her—when man shall no longer

treat her with the mock deference which too

often does duty for real respect—when he

shall act towards her as if he considered

her not a toy nor an ornamental lay figure,

but as a helpmeet, a friend and fellow-

worker,—she will assume a less aggressive

position, and things will fall gradually to

their natural level ; when it will probably

be found that there is work enough for even

exceptional women, without interfering with

the interests of "the more worthy gender."*

nformation as might fall from the table of the male

students. By dint of her perseverance, means of

information and study increased. I visited her room

near the hospital, and found this young lady sur-

rounded by specimens such as are conventionally

supposed to bring fainting fits on any person of that

s.ex at sight. I found that being e.xcluded from the

usual medical and surgical schools, she had been

comi^elled to employ lecturers to teach her alone.

Fortunately she had the means of doing this, but it

amounted to her establishing a medical college, of

which she was the only student. That lady is now

known as Dr. Elizabeth Garrett Anderson, an emi-

nent physician, who has done, not her sex alone, but

this entire community, a great benefit by showing

that a woman's professional success is not incon-

sistent with her being a devoted and happy wife and

mother."

• Mr. Kingslcy in " Health and lulucation,"

formerly (juolcd, s.ays, in a pica for a more general

knowledge of hygienic principles:— " 1 s.ay, women

as well as men. I should have said women rather

than men. For it is the women who have the order-

It has been urged against the choice of

a profession by women, that they thereby

run the risk of closing against themselves

the gate of domestic life. Such an objection

can hardly be seriously sustained, since,

even if a woman should eventually meet

with the possibility of a worthy union, her

thorough professional training would be by

no means thrown away ; while no man
whose regard was worth having would be

repelled by the circumstance that a woman
had had the courage and wisdom to provide

for herself an independent means of subsist-

ence in case of need. There can hardly be

much doubt which is the more dignified and

happier position for women : to drag out

idle useless lives, wasting their energies in

inane pursuits, in gossip, crochetwork,

morning visits, and evening dissipation,

—

waiting, as we have satirists enough to tell

us, for the husband who never comes—or

to have these same lives filled with delight-

ful and engrossing occupations, which shall

make their developed and cultivated woman-

hood a blessing to their country and their

age.

The fact that the profession of teaching is

falling so much into the hands of women, is

a strong argument for their higher education.

In New York, nine-tenths of the teachers

ing of the household, the bringing up of the chil-

dren ; the women who bide at home, while the men

are away, it may be at the other end of the earth.

Let women, duly educated and legally qualified,

teach to women, what every woman ought to know,

and what her parents will very properly object to

her hearing from almost any man. This is one of

the main reasons why I have, for twenty years past,

advocated the training of women for the medical

jMofession, and one which countervails, in my mind,

all possible objections to such a movement. Ami

now, thank C»od, I am seeing the common sense of

Great Britain, and, indeed, of every civilized nation,

gradually coming round to that which seemed to me,

when 1 first conceive<l of it, a dream too chimerical

to be cherished, save in secret—the restoring woman
to her natuual share in that sacre<l office of healer,

which she held in the Middle Ages, and Irom which

she was thrust out during the sixteenth century."
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are women, and the Board of Education

there declare the teaching by women to be

more satisfactory than that by men. In the

United States, as a whole, one-third of the

common school teachers are women, while

many of the chairs in the female colleges

are filled by female professors, one of whom,

the professor of mathematics at Antioch, is

said " to have taught, without book, the

most abstruse portions of her science with a

clearness which the best male professors

acknowledged could not be surpassed." In

Canada, women are fast gaining the same

numerical preponderance as teachers, as

must always be the case in a new country,

where there are so many more tempting

openings for ambitious young men. If,

therefore, the early training of our boys, as

well as our girls, is to be in the hands of

women, (and it is to be remembered that

the earliest groundwork of an education

often determines the character of the whole),

is it not of considerable importance that the

mental training of women should be

thorough, instead of superficial ?

The New York New Normal College,

before mentioned, with accommodation for

1,500 students, and a thorough equipment of

educational facilities, is probably the finest

Institution in the world for the education of

female teachers. It provides for "a careful

training in Latin, French, German, History,

Mathematics as far as Trigonometry, Physics,

Botany, Astronomy, Zoology, English Litera-

ture, Rhetoric and Composition, Drawing

and Music ; these regular studies being sup-

plemented by lectures on Mineralogy, Che-

mistry, Anatomy and Physiology, and other

branches of science. No pretence is made
to anything Hke a mastery of all the stu-

dies pursued. It were folly to attempt it in

the time allotted. The instruction given is

rather such as to da'clop habits of intelligent

study, while supplying the pupils with such

general and fundamental information as will

fit them for the work of elementary teach-

ing."

For the continuation of such studies—the

building to be erected on such a superstruc-

ture—Vassar College, the most magnificent

ot female colleges, with its boarding accom-

modation for 300 students, and splendid

provisions for studying to the fullest advan-

tage, affords most available facilities ; realis-

ing in actual life Tennyson's playful day-

dream of a feminine college :

" With prudes for proctors, dowagers for deans,

And sweet girl graduates in their golden hair."

The girls in the United States should be

well educated, and the advantages that many

of them have enjoyed are already telling

upon their ranks of female authorship. One

part of female education they have, however,

as a rule left unprovided for, though atten-

tion has recently been called to the omission.

A gentleman whose wife had been educated

at Hartford Female Seminary, declared him-

self thoroughly satisfied with her education

in every respect, save that of bread-making

;

and with a view to remedy this defect in the

education of other future wives, he offered a

prize for proficiency in this art, which was,

accordingly, competed for during the past

summer. Why should not we in Canada

profit by this experience? Besides training

our future wives and mothers in such princi-

ples of physiology, chemistry, and hygiene,

as may fit them for the intelligent discharge

of the duties appertaining to the guidance of

a household, why should there not always be

in a ladies' college, something like a profes-

sorship of domestic Technology—the appli-

cation of scientific principles to daily needs

—and, as there is at the Crystal Palace,

London, a professor of Domestic Economy

the present teacher of which. Miss Hooper,

assures us that even in old England there

never was a time when it was so necessary

that girls should be instructed in ever}' branch

of domestic economy. The principle of

giving only a special education is as far from

being right in the case of girls as of boys;

but certainly a system of education is defec-
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tive when it contains no provision for the dis- I

charge of those duties wliich are most Hkely
i

to fall to the lot of the individual. Why, then,

should not any projected course of female
I

education include some practical instruction

in the different kinds of domestic work ? Of
this, in a country like ours, women more espe-

cially require a competent knowledge, since

the wife of the wealthiest man may at any

moment be placed in circumstances in

which ignorance of such matters may be dis-

astrous to the entire comfort of the house-

hold. There is no reason why a woman of

cultivated mind should be unfit for the right

discharge of housewifely duties; no necessary

connexion between a liberal education, lite-

raryand scientific tastes, and an untidy menage

—badly cooked and ordered meals, and

neglected children. Whatever public preju-

dice may say, such lives as that of Mrs.

Somerville prove the contrary. When the

case is otherwise, it most frequently arises

from not knowing exactly what to do, and

how to do it — the defect of a one-sided

education. Why should not this one-sided-

ness be remedied by the introduction into

ladies' colleges of some training in domestic

work ? Why should we not have competition

in domestic arts at such institutions, as well

as at our country shows ? Why not have

prizes for bread-making, for cooking, for neat

l>lain sowing, as well as for languages, for

drawing, and music ? Even in old-fashioned

Edinburgh, the modern Athens, it has long

been customary for young ladies of " the

best families" to take lessons in cooking

from some experienced "Meg Dodds." And
in Canada such an education is even 7nore

needed ; while, in the homes of the wealthier

classes at least, it is too often neglected.

Moreover, might not a due attention to this

branch of training help us to scjlve the prob-

lem, how best to thoroughly utilize the period

of female education and yet avoid excessive

brain-work, and a one-sided development ?

As a change of occupation is in itself a

rest and a recreation, may there not be

found, in a judicious commingling of intel-

lectual and practical education, the golden

mean we want, and the best corrective to

the tendency of schools to overwork the

mind ? And an arrangement by which cheer-

ful, brisk, manual work should be inter-

spersed, at proper intervals, with the seden-

tary and brain-tasking studies, would be the

most effectual preventive of idling, since it

would afford a useful outlet for physical

activity, a desirable relief and alterative from

the strain of mental labour, while it would

furnish some, at least, of the active exercise

needed to keep up the tone of physical and

mental vigour, for which the ordinary " con-

stitutional '" walk of ladies' schools gene-

rally is not nearly enough. As supplying a

decided variety in school exercise, it would

constitute a recreation in itself, which should

not, however, supersede the more absolute

recreations, and even more active physical

exercises. The result of such a system would

probably be to demonstrate that, so far from

there being any reason why higher culture

should unfit a woman for domestic duties,

the truly cultivated woman is in reality the

one who can best guide the wheels of the

domestic machinery to move smoothly and

unobtrusively, both from her more metho-

dical habits and from the graces and ameni-

ties which her higher tastes enable her to

throw over domestic life. .\nd even for

women of decided literary tastes and pursuits,

though overburdening domestic duties are

often a clog upon their ])rogress, yet these

same domestic duties, in moderation, are a

useful relief from mental strain
;
just as some

mechanical or other active work is to mascu-

line students.

In the courses of lectures to ladies now

going on both in Toronto and in Montreal,

as well as in the. ladies' colleges being estab-

lished throughout the country, we have pro-

mising signs of a growing interest in this

important subject. The former, however,

will have to be conducted on a more sys-

tematically organized jilan, so as to secure
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earnest, systematic, and thorough study,

before they can be of the degree of use

which is desirable. As to colleges, which

for girls out of our large cities will be almost

the only available means of procuring a

thorough education, they will require the

most careful supervision to obviate the

dangerous tendencies often too correctly

attributed to such large institutions. In the

United States even, parents are beginning

to turn towards the secluded cloister-educa-

tion of Lower Canada as a relief from the

too artificial and hot-house education of

some American higher schools. Most of all,

therefore, we want in our ladies' colleges

—

and it is the sine qua non—a pure, high-

toned atmosphere free from worldly frivolity

and vanity, from unhealthy rivalry and com-

petition, from superficial display of all kinds,

from conventionality and fashionable folly.

We want an atmosphere in which our Cana-

dian girls may grow up as pure, and fresh,

and dewy as English violets, or as the typi-

cal English girl who is not yet quite an extinct

species, and whose graceful combination

of modest simplicity and gentle unconscious

dignity presents so attractive a contrast to the

" loud," fast-talking, pert, and familiar " girl

of the period," with whose "style" we are

unfortunately too familiar. Such an atmos-

phere, it is to be hoped, will characterize

our Canadian Ladies' Colleges, in which,

under the guidance of refined and cultivated

women, fitted by God for their work, and

looking in faith for the Divine blessing

which alone can crown their eff"orts with suc-

cess, " our girls " shall grow up to be thought-

ful, high-toned, earnest, intelligently-helpful

women, crowned with that which high autho-

rity has declared to be woman's truest adorn-

ment, " a meek and quiet spirit ;
" realiza-

tions of Wordsworth's beautiful ideal ; to

beautify with womanly and Christian graces,

refinement, and culture, many a future

Canadian home.

LOVE'S LABOUR LOST.

BY THE LATE HON. JOSEPH HOWE,

Lieut-Governor ofNova Scotia.

ONCE more I put my bonnet on.

And tie the ribbons blue
;

My showy poplin dress I don.

That's just as good as new
;

And smooth and stately as a swan,

Go sailing to my pew.

Once more—ah me ! how oft, how oft

Shall I the scene repeat ?

With graceful ease and manner soft,

I sink into my seat.

And round the congregation waft

The sense of odours sweet.

A finer form, a fairer face,

Ne'er bent before the stole
;

With more restraint no spotless lace

Did finer orbs control
;

I shine the beauty of the place.

And yet I look all soul.

When to the sinful people round,

My pitying glances rove,

The dewy tints of heaven's profound

Seem in my eyes to move

—

Too sorrowful their hearts to wound.

And hardly asking love.
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And thus for four long years I've sat,

My gloves without a crease,

For two of them I wore a hat,

For one a blue pelisse :

When will the wicked know what's what,

The weary heart have peace ?

My head gear twenty times I've changed,

Worn Paris flowers in spring.

Wheat sheaves in autumn re-arranged,

Tried birds of every wing,

Bade that from paradise estranged,

Its lustre o'er me fling.

But yet, as nether millstones'hard,

The hearts of men appear
;

Smooth-shaved, or "bearded like the pard,''

They're worse from year to year
;

My virtue is its own reward,

I'm sitting single here.

The rector's eyes, a brilliant pair.

Lit up with love divine.

Beaming with inspiration rare,

And phrenzy very fine,

Like nestling birds from upper air

Would gently droop to mine.

What could I think, as, day by day,

His gaze more earnest grew,

Till half the girls began to say,

He neither cared nor knew
Though all the church should go astray,

If he could save my pew.

I read divinity by reams.

The Bible got by heart
;

I studied all the church's " schemes,"

Prepared to play my part

As rector's wife, as well beseems

A lady of high art.

But let the truth at once be told,

Religion's cause was nought,

For twenty thousand pounds in gold

The rector's heart was bought
;

And 1 was most completely sold,

The " blackbird " was not caught.

The curate's hair was crisp and brown.

His colour very high
;

His ample chest came sloping down,

Antinous-like his thigh
;

Sin shrank before his gathered frown,

Peace whispered in his sigh.

So young ! I hoped his steps to guide

From error's devious way
;

By bad example sorely tried,

I feared the youth might stray ;

To life's allurements, op'ning wide.

Become an easy prey.

I did my best, I watched and prayed,

His ardent soul to save
;

But by the sinful flesh betrayed,

(What could I do but rave .••)

Ten stone of blonde, in lace arrayed.

Walked with him down the nave.

If Gospel truth must now be told,

I've selfish grown of late :

The banker next, though somewhat old.

And limping in his gait,

And quite as yellow as his gold,

I thought to animate.

I'm sure my " note" he would have '' done,"

W^ith " two good names" upon it,

I do not think he ever run

His eye-glass o'er my sonnet.

Or counted in the morning sun.

The feathers in my bonnet.

The widow'd judge I next essayed.

His orphans kindly viewing.

Read Blackstone nearly through, 'tis said.

All gaudy dress eschewing
;

But am I doomed to die a maid ?

Not yet he comes a-wooing.

Once more I'll put my bonnet on,

And tie the ribbons blue.

My showy poplin dress I'll don,

That's just as good as new,

And slow and stately as a swan,

(]o sailing to my pew.

Merchants anil lawyers half-a-score.

Bend o'er their hats to pray
;

Tho' scattcr'd round, I'm very sure

They always look my way.

I'll re-ai)pcar—encore, encore !

Whom shall 1 catch to-dav ?
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NOT JUST YET.

FIFTEEN years ago, London was a

much jollier place in every way than

it is now. It had an individuality of its own

then ; its big hotels were unbuilt, its Houses

of Parliament were unfinished; it was just

a big, brown, busy city, with a splendid

river running slap through it. For it had a

river then, with shores and noble bridges
;

now it has but a stone trough, with iron

drain-pipes across it. One rode on the top

of busses then, or darted about in hansoms

;

now, I declare, when I visit London, I

spend all my time in a coal-cellar, where

there is an escape of gas, and where all the

hot cinders from the kitchen fire are emptied

—I mean the Metropolitan Railway.

Fifteen years ago, I was in London, living

on a slender pittance, and much troubled in

the matter of dinners. As a rule I dined in

the middle of the day, on a chop sent in by

a neighbouring publican, and made out with

bread and cheese and beer at night. But

there were times when the soul craved more

luxurious living. Those times generally

coincided pretty accurately with the advent

of quarter day, and then one would go in

for a cut of Simpson's mutton, or, if more

reckless, for a dinner at the Wellington, at

that time just opened, vice ' Crockford's.'

Sundays were the worst days for dinner

arrangements. By breakfasting at noon,

indeed, one avoided the necessity of any

luncheon ; but at about five o'clock a des-

perate craving would come over me, a

gnawing vulture in the stomach would cease-

lessly cry for food. Frequently, I confess,

an empty purse coincided with an empty

stomach, and the vulture cried in vain ; but

sometimes one had a few shillings in one's

pocket, and then, even then, the problem

was a difficult one-where to dine on Sunday.

I often went on such occasions to an

underground chamber called the Recesses,

not far from Long-acre. The promises of

that establishment were excellent. Soup,

fish, and joint— all for the modest sum of

eighteen pence. The performance, how-

ever, was somewhat feeble. I don't mean
to say it wasn't an excellent dinner for tlie

money—it was. But it wasn't an invigorat-

ing dinner. The soup was somewhat thin,

the fish were generally ' fresh' herrings, and

they'd have been better for a little salt ori-

ginally. The joint was usually boiled beef,

and, you see, the joint and the soup were

like the two buckets of a well —the strong-

er the soup the less succulent the joint, and

m'ce versa.

One Sunday, I remember, my funds were

getting low, very low. I had determined to

remain in my lodgings and support nature

on tobacco-smoke ; but my hunger was too

strong. I had a kw shillings left, and as

the evening wore on, and the cravings of

my appetite increased, resolution broke

down. I put on my hat, and hurried out in

quest of a dinner.

How is it everything looks so ghastly on

Sunday ? Don't tell me about the prickings

of conscience, misspent day, and all that.

Good lack ! I wish I'd nothing worse than

that to reproach myself with. But I believe

it to be a physical fact that on Sunday the air

is loaded with bile. I don't think it rises

above a certain altitude ; I've escaped it on

the heights of Hampstead, on the hills of Sur-

rey ; but within a certain distance above the

level of the sea I believe the air, between

eleven o'clock a. m., and eight p. m., on

Sunday, to be overcharged with bile. Per-

haps it's owing to so many people being in

church or chapel, and that they leave their

bile outside, as they do their umbrellas on

a wet day.
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When I made up my mind to go to the used to be told at school about the effect of

Recesses for a dinner, it was because I knew Medhurst's look. Still, 1 was glad to see

that there was no other place open the
|
him ; any relief from the loneliness and mo-

prices of which would be within my means, notony of my life was pleasant. He recog-

How dismal it looked this Sunday evening, I nised me also, and came over and sat beside

that long, low room ! its tables almost de- i
me.

sert ed, save for one or two men here and; ' Well,' he said, after we had shaken hands

the re nodding over a plate of biscuits,
j

—he had a strange flabby, chilly hand, which

Tncre was pea-soup that night, 1 remember,
]

somehow sent an icy thrill to my very heart

and it was rather good too. The fish was
j

—
' well, and so you wish you were dead.'

fishy, the joint was reduced to a stump. I ' Did you hear me?" 1 said. 'O, it was

' Waiter,' I cried, ' can I dispense with nonsense, of course. I often say so. A
the other courses, and dine off the soup?'

• If you wish, of course, sir,' said the

waiter.

I had three helps of that excellent pea-

foolish habit I have. 1 don't mean it.'

' It wasn't nonsense !

' he said ; he talked

in a low monotonous voice, intelligible

enough to the ear for which it was intended,

soup, and in each plate I put a spoonful of
, but not to be overheard by others. ' It

dried mint. But the after result was not wasn't nonsense, but a very rational, prudent

exhilarating ; it rather clogged the pores, I
[

wish. I wish so myself ; and what is more,'

think, that soup. Miserable and depressed he said, ' ! have the means to carry out both

as I went into the Recesses, I felt still more our wishes.'

miserable, more depressed after my dinner.

I had spent my prescribed allowance. I

couldn't go anywhere or do anything. I

could only go back to my gloomy lodgings

through the sloppy streets, and sit, and lonely

chew the cud of bitter meditation.

The idea seemed to me horrible ; and yet

now, as ever, there appeared to be no escape

for me from the embraces of this dull me-

lancholy fiend. I couldn't help saying to

I laughed uneasily. ' You are joking.'

' 1 never joke. Until now,' he went on,

* the great deterring influence which has

restrained those wise men, who see the folly

and emptiness of life, who, measuring their

feeble capacities for enjoyment with their

unlimited capabilities for suffering, would

gladly resign a possession which has no ad-

vantage for them—the great deterring influ-

ence has been, the doubt whether death be

myself, as I sat with my chin resting on my ' really a complete severing of the body and

hands, ' I wish I were dead !'

I didn't mean to say it aloud, but I sup-

pose I must have whispered it audibly ; for a

man who was sitting opposite me at the table

—who had been sitting there, smoothing his

heavy red moustache all the time I had been

dining, his eyes fixed on his plate—looked

uj) of a sudden, and gave nie a (juick and

searching glance.

1 knew him then ; it was Meclhurst, an

the soul ; whether, indeed, there is not a

lingering capability of feeling still hanging

to the relaxed nerves, a lingering conscious-

ness in the decaying brain ; that, in addi-

tion to the bitterness of death, one may taste

also the gloom of the grave, the horrors of

the charnel-house.'

' (iood heavens I

'
I cried. ' ^^'hat a hor-

rible idea !

' He fascinated me, this man.

1 would gladly have risen and gone away
;

old schoolfellow. .\s a boy ho had been but he sto|)ped me with his eye.

always a mystery to us ; that quick sudden ,
' Listen,' he said. ' 1 have overcome this

glance of his had always had such a strange

effect u])on all on whoni it fell. We used to

impediment ; 1 have opened the gates of

Death to all mankind. To you, my young

say he had the Kvil l-.ye, and w(jnderful tales i schoolfellow, I will reveal the secret ; lest.
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tempted some day to cross the boundary, I

should die, and leave mankind as'wretched as

ever. You see this powdered herb ; it is

like mint, is it not ? the smell, the taste,

everything is like mint—you would not

know them apart ; and yet in a small quan-

tity of this powder lies a release from all the

miseries of life. Don't shrink back ; it is

innocuous in small doses, produces merely

a pleasing languor ; but in such a quantity

as a teaspoonful, it produces lethargy ; twice

the quantity brings on syncope ; thrice, in-

evitable DEATH. I have often ventured as

far as the second stage, but have always

stopped short of the third. But I have

brought back thus much assurance from the

world of shadows : consciousness ceases

altogether at the second stage. There are

no dreams in the sleep of death.

' The preliminary stage of lethargy is

delightful— I often indulge in it ; but I have

had a doubt sometimes whether I might not

possess an exceptional physical organisa-

tion ; whether the herb would produce ex-

actly the same effects on others. I deter-

mined to try the experiment on a large scale.

I came here to night to do it. I have no-

ticed that each frequenter of these rooms, on

pea-soup nights, which are frequent, takes

one plate of soup, to which he adds one

spoonful of mint. Well, I watched my op-

portunity. I came here as soon as the

room was opened ; and, whilst the waiter's

back was turned, I emptied the contents of

the plate of mint into my pocket, and filled

the plate with my own powder. The expe-

riment was a bold one. I might have caused

the death of innocent persons. However,

I persevered ; the interests of science over-

power considerations of humanity. The ex-

periment has completely succeeded. Each

habitue of these rooms has swallowed his

plate of soup, his spoonful of precious herb
;

each has gone through the state of lethargy.

There are some now, you observe, passing

through that stage.'

I threw an agonised glance around. Yes,

sure enough, there were two or three men
lying back in their chairs, their heads sunk

on their breasts, in a state of complete le-

thargy.

'And,' he went on, 'I can see the symp-

toms of the approaching lethargy upon

you—the dilated pupil of the eye, the ex-

pression of anxiety in the face
;

yes, all is

perfect ; the symptoms are
—

'

' But,' I gasped, ' I have taken three

SPOONFULS !

'

' Martyr of science ! he cried, springing

up and grasping me by the hand, ' how care-

fully, how painfully I will watch every symp-

tom of your declining vitality ! Dear friend,

your case will be an era in the history of

humanity. Like Curtius, you have leaped

into the chasm for the public weal.'

' But isn't there an antidote ? ' I gasped
;

' a remedy ?
'

' There is none ; and were there, you

would not go back from the noble path?

My dear friend, imitate the example of the

ancient Roman ; a quietude and serenity in

your last hours is indispensable for the pro-

per noting of your phenomena.'

' But I won't die !

' I shouted, getting up.

My limbs trembled beneath me ; I felt the

very chills of death upon me. ' I won't, I

won't
!

' Here I screamed, ' Send for a doc-

tor—for policemen. Quick ! Quick ! I'm

poisoned !

'

All the lethargic men jumped to their feet,

the waiters came running in, the proprietor

appeared, pale and wondering.

' I'm poisoned !
' I shouted ;

' poisoned

in the mint ! Send for a doctor, you fools !

do you hear?
'

'Mad !' said a quiet voice; 'mad as a

hatter. Poor fellow ! he's subject to these

fits. He'll fall down directly ; look out for

him !

'

' But I'm not going to have the character

of the house taken away for no mad freaks.

What do you mean, sir, by attacking the

quality of my victuals, sir ?
'

' It was he,' I shouted, pointing to my
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friend, ' who now seeks to screen himself

by calling me mad. But, good heavens !

will you see a fellow-creature perish, perish,

HEKISH ?
'

'There, don't aggravate him,' said my
friend. ' Put him into a cab and send him

to a i)olice-station ; he's sure to have been

advertised for.'

I was dragged and hustled from the room,

and hustled into a cab. Two or three police-

men had come up, and one took charge of

me inside, whilst another mounted the box.

I was (juiet now, overcome by my struggles,

and lay exhausted in the comer of the cab,

waiting the insidious advances of the deadly

narcotic.

Presently the cab stopped. ' We've got

that chap they advertised for,' cried the man

outside, to a policeman who was lounging

at the door of the police-station.

' The deuce you have !
' said the inspector,

coming up. ' Then you've done a good job

to-night. There's fifty pounds offered now.

Take him right off to the asylum at once.

Let's have a look at him, though. Why
this ain't the man at all ; this ain't Med-

hurst ! Low, you ought to have known bet-

ter.^ Red full moustache, drooping eyelids,

aquiline nose—why they're as different as

light from darkness.'

' What ! is Medhurst mad ?
'

I said, a

light bursting in upon me.

' Yes ; 'as he been playing any of his

pranks upon you, 'sir ?—making believe to

give you poison, or anything of that sort ?

Lord, he's the cunningest chap in creation,

that Medhurst. He's a small fortune to the

police to bring him back after his escapes.

He's quite 'armless, too, though he's always

up to so many tricks. Quite a gentleman

too. I've swallowed a pint ot" more of his

p'ison just to please him, and then he'd

stand a bottle of champagne afterwards.

That's how you ought to have served him,

sir. There, you won't get hold of him to-

night, chaps ; he's miles away by this time.

I have never wished myself dead since

then.

—

Belgravia.

A SERENADE.

'
' Lcise Jlehcn mcine Lieder.

"

(Translation from the fJerman-)

LIOHTLY let my song entreat thee.

Winging through the night
;

'I'o the (juict grove beneath thee.

Come ! my heart's delight !

Slender tree-tf)ps whis|)er, swaying

Fn the moon'.s soft light,

Dream not, sweet, of men's betraying,

Here will naught affright.

Hcar'st the nightingale's soft sorrows?

Ah I she prays to thee !

From her grief sweet notes she borrows, I ]ijrrie

Pleading them for me !

She the bosom's yearning feeleth,

Knows the lover's smart,

And with silver tones she hcaletli

Every tender heart.

Open now thy heart towards us.

List, and come to me !

Trembling shadows night affords us

Waiting here for thee.

Here for thee '

V. R.
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A FEW WORDS ABOUT FERNS.

BY AURORA.

"To him who, in the love of nature, holds

Communion with her visible forms, she speaks

A various language : for his gayer hours.

She has a voice of gladness, and a smile

And eloquence of beauty ; and she glides

Into his darker musings with a mild

And gentle sympathy, that steals away

Their sharpness ere he is aware."

W. C. Bryant.

WHEN a fashion is rapidly adopted

we may reasonably conclude that

it meets a need. Such appears to have been

the case with the fashion of Fern-growing.

Whence the fashion came it would perhaps

be difficult to say, but all of us can testify to

its adoption ; and while not a few of us can

remember the pleasure we derived from the

" Ferns and Mosses " chapters in the excel-

lent little " Family Friend," edited by Mrs.

Warren twenty years ago, and have delighted

ourselves with the " Ferns and Ferneries

"

of Shirley Hibberd, in his "Gardener's Maga-

zine" of a later date, we should be puzzled to

assign the motive power that has filled our

conservatories and drawing rooms, as well as

our humbler parlors and hearths, with these

most graceful and fascinating children of our

woods and streams.

Certainly there is much in fashion, as the

gardener knows who is pestered to death for

some " new thing " by those whose hobby

it is to outvie their neighbours ; but there is

much more in intuitive sympathy ; and who

shall define the limits of human nature's

love for what God has made so very beauti-

ful. The artificial love which is born of

fashion dies with the excitement that gave it

birth ; but the natural love that leads us to

cherish the wayside flower is of immortal

birth ; it is a relic of that " Paradise Lost,"

out of the ground of which "made the Lord

God to grow every tree that is pleasant to

the sight," and is an earnest of that " Paradise

Regained," our desire for which is stimulated

in the description of the " pure river of the

water of Hfe, clear as crystal," and of " the

tree of life on either side of it, bearing twelve

manner of fruits." It is that indestructible

chord in our nature that makes the old man

dying, " babble o' green fields," and the

little child at play cry, " Who'll buy my
daisies ?"

Fashion is often sneered at by the vota-

ries of their own conceits, but fashion has

often done the world good service by bring-

ing into general notice subjects very worthy

of regard, and by spreading that which would

otherwise remain a local, though not less

valuable object. And in no instance has

fashion been more worthily followed than in

Fern-growing. Graceful, beautiful, easy of

culture as they are, how many hundreds of

city women who now delight in the beauties

of a Fern-case, would have remained in

ignorance of its charms had not fashion inter-

vened ? And this from no obtuseness or want

of sympathy with natural beauty, but from

mere force of circumstances.

But fashion becomes a blind leader of the

blind when she leads us to overlook the

beauty that lies at our door, and commands ^

us to bestow all our admiration on foreign

subjects, be they never so lovely. Canada

has no need to go from home for ferns of

surpassing grace, elegance, and hue, for no

group can exceed the types that may be met

with anywhere among the woods and by the

waters of this fair land. The Brakes, the

Polypodies, the Spleenworts, the Adiantums,

each have abundant representatives here, as
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also has the Tree-fern—though but in minia-

ture— of the tropics.

Our native artists have made some of the

beauties of our gardens imperishable upon

their canvas. In Canadian Ferns the artist

will find a sufficiently exacting study, both

as to form and colour, and an ample

reward. Let him give us the handsome

Brake {Pteris aquilind), waving its plumed

head in the evening sunshine : the delicate

maiden-hair {Adiantum nigrum), black and

shining, standing apart under her array of

fan-like pinnae ; the cheerful robust Poly-

pody {Polypodium aculeatum), riveting the

eye in the foreground by the vigor and depth

of its growth and colour : the Maiden-hair

.Spleenwort {Asplcnium adiantum,) like a

merry country lassie, standing a-tip-toe on

the edge of a beetling crag where none dare

follow. Should he add a graceful Marsh- fern

{Pohpodium ihelyptris), at the edge of his

glinting little rock-pool, none will deem it

unwelcome ; nor can any object to a tuft of

the erect, though tender, green Mountain-

fern, in the crevice of a crag. Sir Edwin

Landseer might not be satisfied without the

an tiered head of a large-eyed stag peeping

down at us from above, but we shall be con-

tented with the Ferns.

Nor need the painter travel far for his

'•models,' provided he be " our local artist."

Let him take a summer holiday among the

woods and streams of Castle Frank, now rend-

ered so poetically interesting by the genial

pen of Professor Wilson, and he will find the

Maiden-hair Spleenwort nodding at him from

many a precipitous brow, and perfectly un-

•conscious of the possibility of being a case

of " mistaken identity " to the artist, if he be

not " up " in wild-wood individualities ; for

the Spleenwort is so like the Wild Columbine,

graceful as herself, that he needs to remem-

ber that while Aspicnium loves the cool

breeze and fears not the sunshine, Columhina

favours the grassy dingle. In some seques-

tered spot, hidden among the fallen trees,

and undisturbed by aught save the little

chijmiunk or the butterfly, the true Maiden-

hair waves her fans in the summer breezes,

and in broad rosettes upon the hill-sides. In

the moss at the foot of a tree, or where a little

streamlet of water trickles from—nobody

knows where, he will come upon Polypodium

aculeatum, the regular arrangement of its

pinncE, and its solid tone of colour, making

it a fine contrast to the fairy texture and hue

oi Adiatttun nigi-um, Siwd the careless grace

of Asplenium. Close by, the feathery ever-

green fern Aspidium angulare, is sure to

challenge his admiration by its intricate foli-

age and magnificent tufts.

Somewhere among the rugged stones of

the broken hill-side, or at the foot of a valley,

our artist will possibly meet with a lonely

specimen of the quaint Moonwort(6?j-w««'/<7

lunaria), its rather circular pinnse crowding

each other on the single stem. It often

bears a little flower-spike at the top, but

whether flowering or not, the Moonwort is

an excellent " subject " for an odd corner,

either of picture or fern-garden. Following

a stream, or the windings of the lazy Don,

our artist will be sure to meet with the deli-

cate Marsh-fern, of a pale—almost sickly

—

green, its stem of a cinnamon brown, almost

transparent, some of its fronds quite short,

yet not more robust than the longer ones that

bend over so gracefully. And on some steep

overhanging bank, exposed to the rough

blasts that sweep the valley, the Mountain-

fern rears its ever-youthful head. He may

know it from many other pale green ferns

which resemble it at various stages of their

growth, from tlie fact that the pinn;c decrease

in extent from the middle towards the base,

the lowest being very short, and all rather

far apart.

On half decayed fallen trees cxi)osed to

the washing of freshets, or half hidden under

water, grows a fern that pleases our taste

better than any other. Its black rhizoma

creeps along for many feet with no other

support or sustenance apparently than the

sprinkling of dark mould that accumulates
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in the crevices of the fallen trunk : yet it

throws up a longer stemmed frond, which

may more justly be termed a leaf, than any

other fern that grows. Broad, rather thin,

of a middle depth of colour, deeply cut,

after the pattern of a " royal oak " leaf, its

bold and noble front commands admiration,

and must render it a favourite subject for the

painter. We cannot assign the name of our

favourite, though we have searched all the

annals of British Ferns we possess. At first

sight it appears as though it might be the

Beech-fern, but there are many objections :

familiarly we term it the Oak-leaf Fern. We
have seen it portrayed in pictures of green-

house ferns, and it is certainly not rare in

the neighbourhood of Toronto, at least on

the eastern side. Besides fine specimens

from the Don, we have seen tiny ones that

were gathered in the Homewood grounds,

and several fine specimens of the same fern

have been procured near the banks of the

Humber, not far from Woodbridge. In the

same neighbourhood, magnificent specimens

of all the ferns we have mentioned (more

especially Adiantum nigrum) may be found.

Ferns, however, differ considerably in

their development, according to the circum-

stances of their growth. A hot dry season

will dwarf some of them remarkably, while a

very changeable one, provided the ferns are

in exposed situations, will cause the pinnae

to vary in size with the rapidity of their

growth. There is no doubt whatever that

they derive their chief nourishment from the

atmosphere. Thus we see a fern growing in

a valley parallel with a cardinal point of the

compass, and thereby exposed to a constant

draught, puny and small, though it may be

green and healthy; while its sister, under the

shelter of the deep woods, attains a size and

beauty not to be held in comparison with it.

The fern of which we last spoke has, in its

growth by the marshy Don, so great a resem-

blance to an oak-leaf in its simple and curved

indentations, (though it is broadest at the

base, in which it differs from an oak-leaf,)

that our familiar name will serve to identify

it
;

yet in the neighbourhood of the swift

Humber it grows so luxuriantly, that its

simple pinnatifid form is almost changed by

the depth of its cuttings and the elongation of

its marginal curves into points, so as to give

the idea of separate pinnae. We have one frond

out of several similar now before us, which

has on either side and from the centre of its

long stalk eight pinnate divisions, exclusive

of the lanceolate apex, which is irregularly

notched into three deep points on one side,

and two shallow ones on the other. These

eight, or rather sixteen points, are again

notched irregularly and deeply into several

points, tending towards their apex. The

Polypodiu77i amleatum also varies considera-

bly with locality and circumstances. We
have three specimens fully developed,

gathered in the Queen's Park. All three are

arranged on a six-inch card, leaving plenty

of margin, and we have growing specimens

nearly ten inches long, whose pinnae touch

each other from base to apex, and are three

inches in width from tip to tip of opposite

pinnae, all the way up ; the " thumb " on

the upper side of the base of each pinnule

being well developed, and the edges of the

whole fringed with very decided spines

—

these two last peculiarities being either very

slight or absent in ill-developed specimens.

July is the best month in the Canadian

year for seeing ferns in all their beauty, and

for marking the peculiarity of their flowering,

or fructification. In the Marsh-fern the seed-

vessels or sporanges are now very percep-

tible, the longer fronds being the fertile

ones, though the thecae are very irregularly

distributed : upon the back of a few only of

the pinnae may be observed dark brown

spots in a row on each side of the rib ; and

against the midrib of the frond, at short in-

tervals, are also little green pellets, so that

the marsh-fern has her seed of two charac-

ters. The beautiful evergreen, prickly-fern,

{Aspidium angulare)—sometimes called the

Lady-fern in one variety that flourishes luxu-
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riantly in Canadian woods and is an elegant

object singly or in a group—shews its yel-

lowish theciVi in very regular rows at the back

ol numerous fronds ; while the lordly bracken

involutes the margin of his pinnae as it were

to hold in a tight and careful grasp the fine

powdery seed. Again the elegant Maiden-

hair carries its thecae upon the upper or

notched margin of the fans, which gives the

pinnae the appearance of having been slight-

ly reflected hastily by some fatal agency
;

but as you look longer, and find that the

frond remains in a normal and healthy state,

you observe also that the thecae are similar

to tiny curved pods placed with their inner

margin against the notches in the pinnae of

the frond, and giving to the whole plant a

more delicate and interesting aspect. You

will find the thecje of the Polypodiutn acu-

leatum lying thickly under the pinnae, more

particularly those near the apex of the frond,

and if you perceive a frond for the most part

perfect, suddenly lose its exact conform-

ation, be sure you will there find masses of

the yellow brown thecse, like rusty velvet
;

but if you e.xamine others of the fronds still

of perfect form, you will find more thecae

scattered in tiny and irregular patches about

some of them, making you wonder by what

rule dame Nature works in this matter.

Our paper has but briefly referred to the

beauty of a few ferns which are very gener-

ally distributed in the neighbourhood of

Toronto. We have said nothing of the de-

lights of Fern-gathering as a happy and

invigorating recreation ; of the pleasures of

Fern-growing, and the interesting occupation

and knowledge to be thereby gained, leaving

scientific attainments entirely out of the

(juestion. But to the scientific lover of na-

ture, who has a little time and money at

command, how wide a field is open. Three

thousand Ferns are already known among
the three classes, arborescent, shrubby, and

herbaceous. Of these, Britain alone claims

nine hundred, chiefly herbaceous. Who can

doubt but that Canada may with the care of

her loving children establish her claim to an

equally large proportion. And with her tropic

summers, as well as by means of her Arctic

winters, it is probable the range would be

comparitively wider than in Britain. She

might, at least, swell the list with new species,

hidden among her woods and by her waters,

in her valleys and on her crags, where never

yet the foot of man has trod.

A wise discretion and an unselfish spirit

should distinguish the lover of nature. See-

ing how profusely she gives, let us not be

wasteful, but rather anxiously preserve and

generously foster such specimens as may be

local and rare, that those who come after us

may not find some of the most desirable

extinct. Fern-growers should remember this

also, and acknowledging the havoc they

often make, through ignorance, careless-

ness, or ill-luck, in the species of ferns they

honour with their choice, let them be self-

denying, until experience guarantees success

with even the rarest of their favourites.

Nor let us fail to give our children those

simple and beneficial tastes from which we

derive so much advantage, for not only will

they thereby learn to love the land of their

birth with a pure aftection, but when the

fierce fires of worldly conflict menace their

souls, they will find support and comfort in

the sweet smile of nature to which we have

taught them to look : nay, more, they will

"look through Nature, up to Nature's God,"

and their hearts will echo the Psalmist's in-

vitation, " Come and sec the works of God."
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AS both political parties profess to be

satisfied with the net result of the

Ontario elections, there seems to be no rea-

son why we should complain. The Govern-

ment has, of course, secured a majority ; but,

on the other hand, the Opposition has

gained in numbers and, we hope, in ability

and tact. It is not easy to make out accu-

rately the muster-roll of either belligerent,

and the task has not been made easier by

the feats of classification and addition ac-

complished in the newspapers. That rival

journals should contend for the right of

property in individual members was not

only natural, but, all things considered, in-

evitable. When men cannot tell what they

are fighting for, it is not to be wondered at,

if those in command occasionally mistake an

enemy for a friend, especially when the

error may be turned to temporary advan-

tage. In politics, a clearly defined principle

is as a light set on a hill : men may be for

or against it at will, but there it is, for weal or

for bane, compelling recognition even though

it fails to secure confidence. But when the

primary colours of the prism are blurred and

the hues of party grow faint, neutral, and

indistinguishable, who shall discriminate

between the Conservative blue and the buff"

of Reform ? The electoral contest of last

month was partly conducted on historic

ground. The organ-in-chief submitted the

Pacific Scandal to the people as the great

question before them. It was not altogether

clear what connection could be traced be-

tween that memorable expose and the affairs

of Ontario in 1875 ;
y^t, for lack of any

imaginable point of party difference, the

journalist was compelled to seek the living

among the dead. A minister of the Crown

delved still further into the past and brought

us face to face with such venerable relics as

he could gather of the struggles about Re-

sponsible Government, the Clergy Reserves,

and, strangest of all, Lower Canada domi-

nation. Party politics has thus been con-

stituted a branch of Archaeology. If, how-

ever, we leave antiquarian research on one

side, it would be difficult to tell what the

contest was about. The Government party

could, of course, enumerate the measures

it had passed; but the Opposition might

retort that they would very cheerfully have

introduced and carried through much better

measures, had they been favored with the

opportunity. The Opposition told its story

of corruption, not unseasoned with scandal,

and the Government was ready with the

unanswerable tu qiioque. Under these cir-

cumstances the electors of Ontario acted

wisely in resolving not to give too much
rope to either faction. The Ministry has

been sustained by a majority quite sufficient

for legitimate purposes, and the power of

the Opposition has been extended so far as

to render it effective, and yet not far enough

to make it heady or presumptuous.

We may reconcile the discrepancies be-

tween the numbers furnished by the Globe

and Mail by a summary process. The
former classifies the new House thus

:

Ministerialists 50, Opposition 33, Indepen-

dents 4 ; whilst the latter (we correct errors

in addition) enumerates them as 48, 37, and 2

respectively. Now, if the " Independents,''

in each case, be thrown into the scale of

that party to which the editor is opposed,

it will be found that they agree to a unit.

The result is a majority of thirteen for the

Government, which we take to be as close

an approximation to the truth as we can

expect for the present. Of "Independent
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Candidates" we shall have something to say

in the sequel ; here it may suffice to remark

:iat the Grit journal has a very bad charac-

ter to give them. One would naturally

suppose, therefore, that the four who have

managed to deceive the elect should be put

at once into political Coventry. Strange to

say, this is not the case. All four, we are

told, have signified their intention of sup-

porting Mr. Mowat's Government, and if

they are held off for a moment and grouped

in a class by themselves, it is only that they

may be drawn nearer and clasped closer to

the party bosom. Now, of course, " Inde-

pendent Candidates" are not the same as

Independent Members
;
yet no one dreams

of asserting that there is sacramental efficacy

in the ballot-bo.x. It is not quite apparent,

then, why this quartette of political waifs

should be so precious in party eyes, and

why the Mail should be roundly scolded

for attempting to abduct them. Either the

Globe does not believe that the " Indepen-

dents" are so bad as it painted them, or

else it is paying the Reform party an equi-

vocal compliment, when it represents them

as its natural allies.

The experiment of secret voting has been

eminently successful, at least from one point

of view. It secures free, fair, and orderly

elections. There is an entire absence of that

feverish unrest which usually pervaded a

constituency under the old system, and was

too often stimulated into riot and bloodshed

by frequent announcements, true or false,

of the state of the poll. On the other hand,

too much must not be expected from the

ballot. It will, no doubt, render the expen-

diture of money in electoral corrujjtion more

difficult, and its returns as an investment,

uncertain and precarious ; but, as they have

discovered in Kngland, it does not put a

stop to all bribery but that of a blind and

tentative character ; the old-fashioned, well-

assured system handed down from our

ancestors has been made available with

some necessary modifications. Again, the

! ballot does not favour the growth of such

: virtues as veracity and moral courage. It

is beyond question that at the Toronto

elections, hundreds of voters who had

pledged themselves to supporl particular

candidates, deliberately broke their word.

The evident surprise with which the com-

mittees of both candidates in the Eastern

division heard the numbers announced, was

a proof that somebody had been the victim

of false promises. Henceforth the returns

of canvassers will not be relied on as an

indication of probable results, because they

are, to all appearance, more likely to mis-

lead than to assure the candidate.

There was another feature in the late

elections partly attributable to the ballot. It

is probable that the electorate would, under

any circumstances, luive taken the first op-

portunity of repudiating a dictatorship which

had become too galling and insolent to be

much longer endured. The leading journal

may parade names and figures as long as it

pleases : the fact remains that the '' party,"'

to say nothing of its opponents, is growing

restive under the whip of the Managing Di-

rector. The comparison between parties, as

they stood at the dissolution of the old

House, and as they may stand— for it is a

mere assumption—in the new, is nothing to

the purpose. The " organ" must say some-

thing to mislead, or at least amuse its fol-

lowing ; and an anxious effort to prove that

Ontario hugs its chains is as innocuous as it

is futile. Let the reader compare the figures

and judge for himself In this city, at the

Dominion election a year ago, Mr. Wilkes

had a majority of two hundred and eighty-

one in St. James' Ward ; in 1S75, Mr. Crooks

had only fifty-five, although his canvassers

were assured of at least two hundred and

fifty. Mr. Brown aills this " fickleness "on

the part of city voters ; to us it shows that

the rebellion appears first and most power-

fully where the dictatorship is best known

and most sorely fell. Let us, however, l;ike

two counties, one east, and the oilier west.
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of Toronto. In East Durham at the 1872

election, Mr. Ross, M.P. had a majority of

240 ; in 1874, a majority of 651 ; in 1875,

Mr. Rosevear (opposition) is elected for the

Ontario Assembly by a majority of 275. In

West Elgin, at the local election of 1872,

Mr. Hodgins secured a majority of 198 ; in

1875, he is defeated by a small majority

These are by no means the best examples

of the growing dissatisfaction of the Reform

party, nor will it do to pit against them op-

position defeats, which are irrelevant in this

connection. Any one who will take the

trouble to set the election returns of the va-

rious elections for four years past side by

side, will at once realize the plain significance

of the one through which we have just pas-

sed. It cannot be affirmed that there is any

actual revulsion in political opinion ; if there

were, it would be causeless and aimless. The

Opposition has certainly done nothing to

attract support from its adversaries, and Mr.

Mowat's real service to the State more

than counterbalances the blunders of his

Administration. If the Premier is wise, he

will at once recognise the |fact that the Re-

form party is afflicted with an incubus no

longer to be borne—an " Old Man of the

Sea," who must be thrown from Sinbad's

shoulders at once and forever. In a new

House, in which forty-one members will take

their seats for the first time, Mr. Mowat has

an opportunity of turning over a new leaf,

which he cannot afford to neglect. Let him

abandon party cant and set about the purely

local and municipal duties committed to the

Provincial Assembly. Let him boldly eman-

cipate himself from the traditions of the past,

and select his colleagues, should a recon-

struction of the Cabinet be necessary, solely

for their administrative ability, without regard

to the arbitrary and unmeaning distinctions

of party. A majority of a dozerf is not a large

majority in a new Parliament
;

yet, by pre-

ferring the interests of Ontario to every other

consideration, and steadily labouring in the

prosaic path laid down in our Constitution,

he may soon attract to his standard all the

support that is worth having on both sides

of the House.

Any speculation as to the probable tone

and temper of the new Assembly would be

premature on this occasion. Nearly half the

House consists of new and untried men, of

whom nothing can be predicated, except that

they are labelled as belonging to the genus
" Reform," or the genus " Conservative,"

which is equivalent to the admission that we
know very little about them. The species,

family, and variety to which each individual

member must be affiliated have yet to be

found out. Of the old members, the Gov-
ernment has lost several whom it can afford

to lose ; and the Opposition has been de-

prived of one or two whom it will do quite

as well without. It is much to be regretted

that Messrs. Crooks and Hodgins have failed

to secure seats. Men of culture and intelli-

gence do not superabound in the House, and
the exclusion even ofone cannot be regarded

as a matter of indifference. The Traasurer

can, no doubt, find a place elsewhere,

should he decide to retain his office. It

must be confessed that he was unconsciously

the author of his own misfortunes ; for his

defeat was entirely due to his temerity in

matching himself with the leader of the Op-

position, and to the confidence he reposed

in the fallacious assurances of ward politi-

cians. While we deplore his exclusion from

the House, we cannot affect to conceal our

satisfaction that Mr. Cameron retains his

seat ; for his defeat at this juncture would

have been a heavier blow to the cause of

good Government than the Treasurer's dis-

comfiture can possibly be. Mr. Hodgins

has probably fallen a victim to that wretched

localism which sometimes takes possession

of rural constituencies, and spreads with the

virulence of zymotic disease. Of its tem-

porary presence, powerfully aided by the

growing discontent in the Reform ranks, the

Opposition has taken advantage. We are

glad to welcome Messrs. Meredith and Be-
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thune back to their places ; they are the first

fruits of a movement on behalf of rational,

as opposed to imaginative, politics, and it is

to be hoped they will not suffer the thorns

of party to spring up and choke their nobler

aspirations. Mr. Wm. McDougall made a

gallant fight in East York ; but he came late

into the field, and had the dictator's body-

guard to contend against. His ability and

experience would be invaluable in the House,

and we are happy to hear that there is a pos-

sibility of his being returned for another

electoral division. If any one doubts Mr.

McDougall's sterling worth, he may refer to

the Globe s flattery of him or to its abuse.

During a period of twenty-five years, from the

time when that gentleman first pubUshed the

North American up to this moment, he has

been alternately lauded and denounced in

the organ. Our readers may select the praise

or the blame, according as they regard the

one or other as the better recommenda-

tion.

One of the few sincere political senti-

ments current now-a-days is the repugnance

felt by working politicians and journalists to

professions of political independence. The

Globe devoted a whole article, a couple of

weeks ago, to warning the constituencies

against so-called " independent candidates."

All such, we were told, might be roughly

divided into two classes, empty-headed

prigs, not knowing enough to choose a side,

and deliberate impostors, who have not yet

made up their minds which side it will suit

them best to choose.

We have no desire in the world to shut

our eyes to facts : we leave that to those

who have anomalies to defend or sinister

purposes to serve ; and we therefore freely

irknowledge that many a man has, ere this,

assumed the name of inde|)cndent who was

(juite unworthy of so respectable a designa-

tion, and that some who have been elected

in that character have proved themselves,

l)cforc long, the most selfseeking and ser-

vile of partisans. The name, liowever.

is still a good one, and we trust that the

labours of the Globe to make it a by-

word of contempt will be as futile as the

labours of that journal often are. The first

class of Indejiendents which the 6rgan held

up to derision are those who are so very in-

dependent as not to be able to make up

their minds on any open question, and who
can, therefore, give the electors no satisfac-

tion as to the course they propose to hold.

As a sample of " inner consciousness " work,

this particular essay in class-building is toler-

ably creditable ; for certain it is that no man
in the flesh—not to say any class of men

—

ever tried to make ineptitude pass for in-

dependence, in the fashion described by

the Globe. To the mind of the greatest

simpleton there never could appear to be

any connection, or even relation, whatsoever,

between ignorance or indecision respecting

])ublic afiairs, and that which every uncor-

rupted mind understands by independence

in politics—namely, a disinterested desire to

deal faithfully by public interests, and a dis-

engagement from all ties that might render

such foithful dealing difficult or impossible.

If the question is squarely put : What sys-

tem is most favourable to the intrusion of

ignoramuses into political life ?—no honest

man can pretend that the answer is far to

seek. It is the system which throws the

nomination of candidates into the liands of

a few wire-pullers, and which makes intelli-

gence, character, and everything else of se-

condary or rather of no importance at all, in

comparison with " fidelity," as it is called, to

party leaders. Everyone knows that the

contending parties have invariably acted on

the maxim that any slick will do to beat a

dog with, and that, in accordance with this

sublime principle, the Globe., in 1858, was

prepared to support Mr. Romaine against

Mr. Baldwin, while, in 1872, the Mail did

supi)ort Mr. Hickford against Mr. Moss.

With such facts as these in full view, it re-

fjuires a practised audacity for a party jour-

nal to boast, as the Globe does by implica-
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tion, of the superior political sagacity and

character of strictly partisan candidates.

All Independents, however, we are told,

are not mere conceited nonentities, hiding

their Avant of poHtical intelligence under a

specious name ; the larger number are trick-

sters of the worst type, waiting to see which

party will offer them the highest price. That

these sharp-witted gentlemen should so con-

fidently count upon finding a market for their

valuable votes is, perhaps, not an altogether

creditable feature of the party system ; but,

as our views about party are said to be fun-

damentally wrong, perhaps we are mistaken

upon this minor point as well as upon greater

ones. Who knows that the party leader or

whip who approaches one of the superior

class of independents with a bribe is not fired

with an apostolic zeal for the salvation of

the man's political soul? He sees him wan-

dering in darkness and error, and if a mere

trifle in the way of worldly emolument or

advantage will win him over to the true

faith—and something in the man's eye or an

apparent local irritation in his palm points

him out as a hopeful subject for conversion

—why withhold what it is so easy to give ?

Of course he should be gathered in with the

faithful ; it will be a blessing to himself and

—the party will be all the stronger. One
only needs to be in sympathy with an insti-

tution to see as beauties what to the unsym-

pathizing are deformities ; and surely it

should be reckoned a very touching trait in

political parties that, instead of anathema-

tizing the unbelievers and rigidly excluding

them from communion, they should show

the tenderest anxiety for their welfare, and

offer all possible facilities for their reclama-

tion. We have read somewhere of people

who compassed sea and land to make one

proselyte, and who, when they had got him,

— well, did him no good. We should not

have thought of this were it not for the re-

semblance established by the Globe between

the proselyte and the converted Independ-

ent who, it seems, goes beyond his convert-

ers in political iniquity.

When two parties are struggling for place

and power and nothing else ; when they are

known to be far from scrupulous as to the

means by which they gain adherents ; when
the spectacle of their warfare tends continu-

ally to lower the tone of public morality

—

is it any wonder in the world that a few un-

scrupulous men should falsely assume an in-

dependent character, in order to gain time

to decide which party will pay most for their

support ? Why, no more inevitable conse-

quence of the whole system could be im-

agined : the hypocrisy of such men takes a

different shape, but is essentially the same,

as the hypocrisy of those hardened partisans

who pretend to think that the interests of

the whole country depend upon the triumph

of their party, and who for their most fac-

tious and disreputable acts make the public

good the pretext. Imagine the " standard-

bearer " who has gone through a few elec-

tion contests taxing the pseudo-independent

with hypocrisy. Allow equal wit on both

sides, and it is far from certain that the

" standard-bearer " would make 'much by

the attempt.

The only independence which it is proper

for any man to profess before the electors is

independence of such ties as would make his

public conduct depend upon views of party

interest ; and we have no hesitation in saying

that the man who is not independent in this

sense is not deserving of the people's confi-

dence, inasmuch as it is impossible for him

to be a faithful steward of the interests com-

mitted to his charge. This argument is so

clear and simple, that we are almost afraid

it will have but little effect with those who
most need it. There are people in the

world whom you can convert to anything

except the plain teachings of common sense.

Whatever lays no tax on their credulity they

despise, very much as the Syrian King, who

expected " some great thing " to have been

commanded him, and despised the simple
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prescription of the prophet Elisha. Our ad-

vice to the people in regard to " independ-

ent candidates" is, to see that they make

something more than a mere formal profes-

sion of independence, which is worth little

or nothing. A man who asks the suffrages

of his fellow-citizens ought to be prepared

to state his views upon public questions,

and may fairly be expected to display an in-

telligent grasp of the whole political situa-

tion. For a man who has no views in par-

ticular, and who has never been distinguished

by moral earnestness, to make profession of

independence is simply a fraud. To be in-

dependent in any effective or worthy sense

of the word requires a superior degree both

of intelligence and character. There are

many men in the country who, in Parliament

or in the Legislatures, could act the part

of true independents \ but, unfortunately,

there are no indications at present that the

country generally desires the services of

such men. Still, those who believe in better

things must look away from all discouraging

signs, and trust that the time will come

when the most " available " candidate will

be the best candidate ; when a profession of

independence will not expose a man to sus-

picion or to ridicule ; and when leading

journals will not conspire to teach the de-

moralizing lesson, that the strife of factions

is the only means through which the political

life of a free country can be carried on.

We are not disposed to claim the Do-

minion election in East Toronto as a crucial

instance of the decay of party. There was

room there for strong personal preference

and, in a certain sense, for strong religious

prejudices. So far, however, as the latter

formed an element in the contest, it is

clearly ojien to misconstruction. We believe

that the number of those who voted against

the Grit candidate .solely because of his

religion w.xs small. Bigotry, jiure and sim-

ple, notwithstanding the unfortunate ellorts

to keep it alive by secret organizations and

periodical parades, is an exotic in Ontario;

certainly its practical influence in i)olitics

has been greatly exaggerated. Roman Ca-

tholics were returned at the local elections

for constituencies mainly Protestant ; and,

we have not to go back many years, to find

the Orange and the Green united on the

hustings and at the polls. Temporary causes,

such as the Fenian raids and the murder

of Scott, may tend to arouse fanaticism
;

but it has no permanent vitality ; and even

these perturbing events do not cause a

general proscription of all Roman Catholics,

but only of those whose loyalty is open to

grave suspicion. When, therefore, the par-

tisans of Mr O'Donohoe urged the plea of

religious toleration upon the electors, they

were guilty of an anachronism, as they must

have felt when they pronounced all who
supported Mr. Piatt to be disciples of Lord

Eldon and Mr. Percival. References to

Sydney Smith, Bayle, and Addison were

equally irrelevant ; they might as well have

published Jeremy Taylor's " Liberty of Pro-

l)hesying," or Locke's " Letter on Tolera-

tion," as "campaign papers." There was,

in fact, an obvious fallacy underlying this

stratagem in party tactics. An attempt was

made to draw the inference that, because

Roman Catholics are justly and properly

entitled to e(}ual rights and equal privileges

with their fellow-subjects, therefore, we

ought to vote for every Roman Catholic

candidate the wire-pullers may name, no

matter how shady his antecedents. The

objection to Mr. O'Donohoe was, not that

he was a Roman Catholic, but that lie was

in sympathy with a jjarticularly noisy, trou-

blesome, and disloyal set of men, who
" profess and call themselves" Roman Ca-

tholics. We do not say that that gentleman

is, or ever has been, a Fenian, or even that

he is disposed to be actively disloyal, but

people are only judging by his antecedents

when they conrlude that if tlie major i)art

ot her Majesty's subjects were O'Donohoes.

the Throne would bo in a shaky condition.

'I'he vote against Kiel's expulsion after a
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price had been set upon that outlaw's head,

would not have counted for much ; but,

coupled with Mr. O'Donohoe's former

utterances, it shed some light upon a dark

spot, and confirmed the popular belief

that, in his eyes, insurrection and blood-

shed, if not laudable, are, at worst, legiti-

mate and harmless methods of diversion.

These and other matters of a more purely

personal character determined the course of

the constituency. The Opposition had an

additional advantage in the personnel of its

candidate. He is not an active politician,

it is true, but he possesses exactly those

qualities which his rival lacks. Hence it

happened that many who are rational men
first, and Grits, if at all, afterwards, declined

to be made the victims of any compact

between Catholicism and its old traducer.

They were not prepared to unlearn the old

lesson in a day. They might have swal-

lowed a less nauseous dose had the party

physician been content to prescribe one
;

nothing would satisfy him but an emetic,

and the result was that both the doctor and

his physic were kicked into the street. If

the confidence of these credulous patients

was shaken, the effect upon the general

intelligence of the Division was more marked

and more decided. Of the four hundred and

fourteen majority obtained by Mr. Piatt,

three hundred, at least, were recalcitrant

Reformers, men who had more respect for

themselves than they had for their party

—

men who preferred the interests of their

country to the exigencies of a Quebec
alliance, or the trumpery triumph of a To-

ronto journal. We observe that the Mail
is endeavouring to take the victory to itself

and to its party. Conservatism, as such,

had very httle to do with it. It elected

neither Mr. Piatt nor Mr. Cameron ; for

both owe their seats to a break-up of the

Government party—the consequence of a

too free use of the spur and the whip. But,

as we have said already, even this cause of

re-action, powerful though it was, would not

have been adequate to the production of

such an effect, had not the insane confi-

dence, the domineering assurance of the

party engineers beguiled them into fatal

mistakes. The battle was intended to be

one for party without principle ; the consti-

tuency preferred the triumph of persons and

principles, leaving party to shift for itself.

To crown all, the ballot interposed a shield

betweeal^the faint-hearts and the eye and

lash of their old master.

Major Walker, M.P. for London, has been

disqualified, as he deserved to be ; the only

thing to be regretted is that he suffers alone.

If the Judges had been as " strict to mark

iniquity, and severe to punish sin" as we
think, with all respect, they might have been,

he would not be without companions in ad-

versity. At least half-a-dozen who, to use

Mr. Justice Gwynne's sober figure, had been
" immersed " in the waters of bribery would

have been put to dry in the judicial furnace.

We are accustomed in Canada to see Gov-

ernors and Judges abused when they fail to

meet the wishes of particular men or coteries

of men, but we must confess that the de-

nunciation of the Common Pleas Court,

because it declined to call black white, is

about the most outrageous on record. So

far from the bench having been filled by the

Tory party with "violent political parti-

sans," it is a notorious fact that all the Supe-

rior Court Judges who took an active part

in politics before their elevation to the bench

were Reformers ; we, of course, except the

President of the Court of Appeal, who has

nothing to do with election cases. The
Chief Justice of the Court of Common Pleas

acted with the greatest forbearance when he

simply unseated Major Walker; and al-

though many years ago he was said to be a

Conservative voter, it would require more

audacity than falls to the common lot to in-

sinuate that the Judge's decisions have ever

been influenced by any considerations un-

worthy of him as an upright magistrate and
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an impartial " divider" between man and

man. As for Judges Gait and Gwynne, if

they ever had any political views, they have

not obtruded them upon the public ; at any

rate they are far removed above the tainted

atmosphere in which faction delights to live

and move.

The commutation of Lepine's sentence

as so generally expected that its announce-

ment has taken no one by surprise. An

attempt is, of course, being made to get up

a little factitious indignation on the subject,

but it will certainly fail. We have already

expressed a very decided opinion that the

execution, at this late date, of the actors in i

the tragedy of 1870 would be a wanton and

inexcusable act of bloodshed. Whenever

politicians strive, by means of popular cla-

mour, to compass the death of any man

solely in the interests of party, governments

do well to interpose the Royal prerogative

between the agitators and the culprit. There

has been rebellion in Canada before, and it

is not forgotten that two victims were hur-

ried to the scaffold with unseemly haste in

1838, whom no one would have thought of

hanging three or four years afterwards. The

quasi judicial murder of Thomas Scott was

utterly indefensible ; the only plea in ex-

tenuation of the useless crime that could

bear a moment's serious consideration was

the excited and fevered state of both parties

at the time. It must be borne in mind,

however, that there arc other elements to be

taken into account besides the naked fact

of the crime itself. Archbishop Tach6 was

sent up to Red River to make what terms

he thought fit. It is true that the shooting

of Scott had not then taken place ; but that

is beside the i)oint. The Roman Catholic

prelate was endowed with i)lcnary i)owcrs,

and he exercised them in such a way as vir-

tually to condone the offence. Moreover,

as if that were not enough, Lieutenant-(iov-

emor Archibald subscfiucnlly confirmed the

Archbishop's action by receiving Kiel and

accepting his services on behalfof the Crown.

The hanging of even the arch-rebel, under

these circumstances, could only be paralleled

from English history by the execution of

Raleigh notwithstanding that he had been in

the King's employment during the period

which intervened between the alleged crime

and its punishment. The only objection

which can fairly be urged against the com-

mutation of Lepine's sentence is the way in

which it was eftected. To our view, and

we believe it is the view of every unpreju-

diced person in the Dominion, the course

taken by Mr. Mackenzie is entitled, if not

to hearty approval, at least to indulgent con-

sideration, under the peculiar difficulties of

the case. In any Cabinet, whether con-

structed by Mr. Mackenzie or by Sir Jno. A.

Macdonald, serious differences of opinion

would be inevitable on this troublesome

question. These dissensions could not be

obtruded upon public attention otherwise

than by a complete break-up of the Adminis-

tration. The Privy Council is not a legisla-

tive body in which each member may jjub-

licly record his vote pro or contra ; it must

exist as a unit or cease to exist at all. Each

individual minister is obliged to surrender

his private opinion to the voice of the Pre-

mier and the majority or resign ; nay more,

he must be i)repared to defend in Parlia-

ment and on the hustings the Government

policy, whatever it may be. Perhaps it

will be said that honourable men would re-

tire rather than occupy so false a position
;

but would that be a solution of the diffi-

culty ? It is (juite certain that no Govern-

ment could be formed that would give satis-

faction to the two Provinces. The French

Canadian population will be content with

nothing short of a full amnesty and a free

pardon ; and no ( )ntario member, west of

Kingston at any rale, would dare to enter-

tain such a proposition. It might be as well,

therefore, if Opposition journals, before being

Ijhari.sair^-iily severe on Mr. Mackenzie,would

be kind enough to inform the public how
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Sir Jno. A. Macdonald could have acted

otherwise. The party out of power is not

so entirely without sin that it can afford to

throw a stone at its successors. The Royal

instructions to the Governor-General have

been appealed to by both parties ; but an

attentive perusal of His Excellency's de-

spatch to Lord Carnarvon will show that he

acted knowingly and ostensibly without refe-

rence to them. His words place this fact

beyond dispute :
—" In thus dispensi?ig with

the advice of my responsible Ministers, and

exercising the Queen's prerogative accord-

ing to my own judgment, I am aware I have

undertaken a grave responsibility." What

responsibility could Lord Dufiferin have in-

curred, if he were simply acting as in

an ordinary matter on the usual instruc-

tions ? We believe that the Globe is right

when it says that " the incidents in the case

of Lepine were pecuHar to itself, and of a

nature certainly not contemplated in the

ordinary instructions." His Excellency

might have acted otherwise ; he might have

embarrassed the Government by declining

to interfere in the matter. No doubt had

Sir John Macdonald been in power, the

Globe would have insisted upon such a

course, and abused the Governor-General

for not taking it ; even now, though it hap-

pens to be right, it cannot refrain from giving

a false reason for its view. The argument

that because Scott was murdered before

Manitoba became a Province of the Domin-

ion, the Ottawa Government could not ad-

vise the Crown touching the sentence is ab-

surd. Chief Justice Wood is a Dominion

official, and if his superiors have no power

to commute a sentence pronounced by him,

it is clear that he had no power to pronounce

it. Nor can we refrain from reminding the

Grit organ that the strong antagonism be-

tween the two Provinces must be chiefly

laid at the door of its party. If politicians

in opposition would only look a little be-

yond their noses, they would hesitate to

raise an agitation when out of office, which

they cannot lay when they are in it. The

difficulty would have been easily adjusted

if Mr. Mackenzie had not thought it con-

sistent with his dignity to wander about the

country as stalking horse to the Orange

thoroughbred. We owe it to the chivalrous

and impartial bearing of Earl Dufiferin, as

well as to his broad and comprehensive

views of public policy, that Government has

not been brought to a dead-lock, and the

federal bond to the verge of dissolution.

The meeting of the Dominion Board of

Trade calls for a brief notice. Its principal

achievement was the hurling of another stone

—and that a rather weighty one—on the

coffin ofthat unfortunate Reciprocity Treaty.

The discussion was conducted solely from a

commercial point of view, as it ought to be,

and the condemnation of the scheme was

prompt and decisive. We are unable to

sympathize with the Opposition attacks up-

on Mr. Brown in this matter, and, in depre-

cating these attacks, we are certainly not

moved by admiration of his political course.

To any one who lays aside the spectacles of

party, it must be evident that Mr. Brown

could have had no object in view but the

material interests of the Dominion. We
may be sure that he took all he could get,

and the best negotiator could do no more.

If he has failed to satisfy everybody, that is

his misfortune, and not his fault. After all,

although present attempts to come to an

agreement on the Reciprocity question have

failed, it by no means follows that they

have been put forth in vain. In any case,

there is neither sense nor justice, not to

speak of gratitude, in heaping abuse upon

the head of Mr. Brown. We observe that

the Board of Trade touched very gingerly

upon the question of exemptions from taxa-

tion; for, although theyprotested againstthem,

so far as Government property is concerned,

they were warned off ecclesiastical preserves

by the worn-out cry, " The Church is in dan-

ger." Perhaps the time may come when
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the plain truth that to exempt churches and

manses from taxation is to endow them out

of the pubhc funds will be apparent to every

one. Another important matter was the

Board's resolution against the exorbitant

charges made by the Express monojioly.

Mr. Clemow's suggestion that the Govern-

ment should assume the business now carried

on by Express Companies, did not meet

with much favour ; but the grievance of

which he complained is a real and palpable

one. Ever)' merchant knows that he is at

the mercy of these foreign corporations,

which are growing rich by extortion. It is

full time that the monopoly were broken up,

and that our own people undertook their own

forwarding business. It is not to their credit

that they have submitted so long to the in-

tolerable exactions of the existing com-

panies.

We have grown so accustomed to un-

seemly wranglings amongst professors of the

Gospel of Peace that we no longer feel

called upon to express surprise at their

periodic recurrence. The symptoms sel-

dom vary, and the disease runs its ordinary

course of misapprehension, misrepresenta-

tion, and personal attack, until its victims,

exhausted by the violence of the fit, sink

back into their wonted state of quiescence.

The year would be dull indeed which did

not witness one of these feverish outbreaks;

for, although they do not occur with the

regularity of a tertian ague, we have learned

to expect them, like the movable feasts of

the Church, at some time within a definite

period. The intestine warfare now being

waged, with so nuK h bitterness, in the An-

glican diocese of Toronto might be passed

over in silence, were it not synchronous

with a more deadly struggle in the mother

Church of England, it is with no intention

of entering the lists on behalf of either

l)arty, that we refer to the sul)ject on this

occasion. That one or other, or both of

them, may have just cause of controversy.

we shall not undertake to deny. If, not

satisfied with fighting manfully " against

sin, the world, and the devil," they are de-

termined to earn a new claim to.the title of

Church Militant, by fighting one another, it is

unlikely that anything we can urge will recall

them to a better frame of mind. Still it is

surely open to any one to suggest the enrjuir)-

whether the weapons in use are not carnal

rather than sj^iritual, and whether the cause

of religion will be a probable gainer by the

adoption of tactics we are learning to despise

in the warfare of political faction ? Let us

take a hasty glance at the facts of the case.

The Church Association was formed for the

purpose of protecting the Anglican commu-

nion in this Diocese from what its members

regard as dangerous and unauthorized inno-

vations in doctrine and also in ritual, so far

as the latter symbolizes unorthodox dogma.

This object, in our humble opinion, was a

perfectly legitimate one ; and we adhere to

that opinion, notwithstanding that episcopal

authority seems to be against us. Theques

tion remains how far may the means adopted

for carrying out that object be justified ? So

far as the Executive Committee is concerned,

its aims were clearly defined and its com-

plaints carefully and distinctly formulated.

They ought, therefore, to have received fair

and courteous consideration. It is not to

the credit of their opponents that the

charges made ^were not even respectfully

examined, and that no attempt to disprove

them, in a regular and orderly way, was

made. No one will believe, for a moment,

that such men as Chief Justice Draper,

Vice-Chancellor Blake, Dr. \Vilson and Mr.

Gzowski would lightly and without a firm

belief in their truth, attach their names to

the documents formally promulgated by the

executive of the Association. Whatever

ojiinion may be entert.ained of the views

enunciated by these gentlemen, there was

cerljiinly nothing published under their

names—at least so long as they were treated

with common courtesy—to warrant the ugly
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epithets which have been flung at them. On

the other hand, the Association has been

favoured with the patronage and support of

a band of combative guerillas—theological

Modocs they may be called—who impede

the movements and compromise the credit

of the regular belligerents. They know

nothing of the history of their Church ; they

are not aware that it is based upon a policy

of compromise, and depends for its very

existence upon mutual forbearance. That

rude husbandry with which alone they are

acquainted, not only tempts them to pluck

up the tares at the risk of uprooting the

wheat, but fails to provide them with the

means of distinguishing the one from the

other. They neither know, nor care to

know, the locus standi of those who differ

from them. The Real Presence, which is

certainly taught in the Prayer Book, they

persist in identifying with the dogma of

Transubstantiation, because they cannot dis-

criminate between "real" and "corporeal.**

Rushing into the columns of a press which,

though nominally secular, is in reality bit-

terly denominational, they inflict such

wounds upon their own Church as they can

inflict with the feeble appliances at their

command. These men are in the Church

of England ; but they are not of it. Their

sole aim is to make the entire body "sound"

as they call it, by driving intelligence and

culture out of its pale. There is but one

consistently dogmatic Church in Christen-

dom, and that is the Church of Rome.

Having cast off the intolerable yoke of

Papal authority, men who think for them-

selves will not bend their necks to popes of

an inferior sort, Evangelical or Ritualistic.

We are bound to give the Bishop credit for

a sincere and honest desire to promote

peace and good-feeling within his Diocese.

If his Lordship has failed, it is because he is

unable to comprehend the difficulties, or

enter into the spirit—honest and earnest as

it is—of the " Evangelical party." Profes-

sor Ambery's defence of Trinity College was

in every way creditable to him, and his

letter should be studied as a model of what

a Christian gentleman of culture is capable

in the way of controversy, without sacrific-

ing his principles, or lowering his dignity by

unseasonable passion or spiteful vitupera-

tion.

The appearance of a new Reform Journal

in Toronto, has peculiar significance at this

juncture. It means, or else it has no mean-

ing, that The Liberal expects support from

that large and growing section of Govern-

ment supporters, who are tired of the Globe,

and are not willing to submit themselves any

longer to its dictation. The first issue of the

new venture, which lies before us, though

studiously non-committal on the domestic

quarrels of its party, is not without indica-

tions of a contemplated rupture with the

Grand Lama. There must, of course, be

two parties to every quarrel ; but, unless the

chief organ resorts to the ostrich policy, and

quietly ignores the existence of the The

Liberal, a faxm\y fracas \s inevitable. It was

not to be expected that the first utterances

of the paper would be combative in tone.

A man cannot make a courteous bow, and

pose himself in a belligerent attitude at the

same moment. Yet we could wish that our

young contemporary had uttered a less uncer-

tain sound. An editor may support Messrs.

Mackenzie and Mowat, and declare himself

a Reformer, without giving the public any

distinct idea • of his political whereabouts.

The Liberal may possibly disappoint many

more besides Mr. Goldwin Smith and those

who, like ourselves, have a hearty contempt

for both the factions. The name of Mr.

Edward Blake is mentioned in the leading

article, but without any expression of opinion

as to his position as a Reformer. The editor

cannot be ignorant of the fact that people

who prefer country to party, hold the member

for South Bruce in the highest esteem, and

look to his honesty, ability, and eloquence,

for deliverance from an irksome dictatorship.
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He has approved himself to them as a man
who can think and act for himself on public

matters. Philistinism has affected to regard

him as eccentric, because he has dared to

strike out his own path and devote his talents

to the service of his country in his own way.

We shall soon see whether The Liberal will

rise to the importance of the impending

crisis ; meanwhile we wish its publishers, as

we are always ready to wish any one who
launches his bark upon the uncertain sea of

journalism, a large measure of success in

their new enterprise.

If General Grant had the power and the

ner\'e, as he unquestionably possesses the

desire, to retain the supreme power in his

ov\Ti hands for life, the free institutions of

the United States would not be worth a

month's purchase. Years ago Gen. Blair

of Missouri expressed his conviction that

the low estimate popularly formed of Grant's

intellectual capacity was a mistaken, and

might prove a fatal, one. In his opinion,

and he had ample opportunities of forming

a correct judgment, Grant "possessed a

vigour of mind and an intensity of ambition

which would make his election to the Pre-

sidency a great public danger." This view

led Blair to prognosticate that if the

General " were once elected to that office

he would never relinquish it." The Presi-

dent has devoted his energies during the

second term in endeavouring to secure re-

election for a third ; and, although his hopes

received a powerful check at the November
elections, it is by no means clear that he

has abandoned them. His intimate asso-

ciates ])ublicly boast that they " will have

him for ten terms, if they can get him."

Tieforc the war, (irant was a sort of rZ/^v^Z/VT-

d'itu/iistrie, and so little did he care for the

Union, that it was by a mere accident he

was not enrolled in the army of Gen. Lee.

Luckily for himself, he was attracted to the

Northern side, rose to fame and attained

ihc highest office in the gift of his fellow-

citizens. During a six years' occupancy

he has feathered his own nest with charac-

teristic avarice, and, at the same time,

charitably provided for every nvin, woman,

and child having, by birth or marriage, the

good fortune to be connected with the noble

house of Grant. Should he gracefully relin-

quish the office on the fourth of March,

1877, he will retire into the obscurity of

private life with the proud consciousness

that he is the richest President who ever

turned his back upon the White House,

leaving as a legacy to his grateful country

the countless herd of relations he has quar-

tered upon it.

Recent events in Louisiana have clearly

demonstrated the utterly unscrupulous cha-

racter of Grant. A ruler who will maintain

in power a notoriously illegal government

by force, and send his soldiery to re-enact

Colonel Pride's purge in the legislature and

to decide contested elections at the point of

the bayonet, is capable of any outrage upon

the liberties of a free people. After making

every allowance for the real difficulties in

the President's path, there can be no apolo-

gy for his persistent efforts to make these

difficulties chronic. Out of his own mouth

he stands condemned, for he laid do\vn the

law for himself in these words ;
—" I can

conceive of no case, not involving rebellion

or insurrection, where such interference by

authority of the general government ought

to be permitted, or can be justified." There

is no pretence that any lawlessness prevails

in the unfortunate State, except that of the

carpet-baggers and the U. S. troops who

uphold them in usurped power. The mis-

sion of Gen. Sheridan to New Orleans is the

master-key to the secret designs of Grant.

No one knew better than the President that

the " Licutenant-Ciencral" might be safely

entrusted with the execution ofa policy which

Strafford and I/ind wf)uld have rerogni/ed as

"'i'horough." Gen. Grant has gone back to

1868 ; he might have gone a little further

ba(k. In 1S67, Andrew Johnson, finding
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in his classic phrase, that Sheridan " was up

to his devilment" at New Orleans, thought

it necessary to transfer him to Kansas.

Grant knew well the character of the man,

for the order of removal was countersigned

by him as Acting Secretary of War. The

Committee appointed by a Republican

House of Representatives deputed a sub"

Committee, consisting of two Republicans

and one Democrat, to visit New Orleans and

ascertain the true facts of the case. The in^

vestigation was conducted in an impartial

manner, both sides being represented by

counsel ; and even the usurping Governor

Kellogg was so well satisfied that he de-

clared himself willing to abide by its deci-

sion. The report of the Committee, as pub-

lished in the New York Herald of the i6th

ultimo, convicts both Sheridan and the Pre-

sident of gross misstatements. If either of

them had desired to get at the truth, it was

within their reach ; but that was not their

object. Sheridan spent four days at New
Orleans, apparently roystering with Kellogg ;

and Grant accepted a version of the facts

received from that overblown flower of

his nepotism, Casey, a brother-in-law. The

Investigating Committee went no farther

back than the November elections ; but we

can easily give briefly the whole history as

in a panorama. Kellogg, in 1872, received

a minority of the votes cast, but was declared

duly elected by a committee who had not

even the returns before them, chosen from a

legislature which was also installed illegally.

A judge, one Durell, by a decision on which

General Grant lays great stress, but which

was extra-judicial and declared null and

void by a Republican Senate, confirmed " the

frauds and forgeries," and, to crown all, the

Federal forces were called in to sustain an

illegal judgment confirming an illegal return

by an illegal legislature, and to install in

oflice an usurping Governor. The entire

path traversed by Grant and his adherents

has been tainted with fraud at every step.

It is unnecessary to follow the Committee

in its disgraceful revelations regarding the

election of 1874, when the Democrats had

a clear majority of twenty-nine, in spite

of the outrageous means taken by Kellogg

to win the day. and yet were deprived of it

—

although only three seats were contested

—

by a partisan Returning Board. In his tri-

umphal despatch, Sheridan expressed a wish

that the members of the White League might

be declared "banditti," so that he could

try them by court-martial, and Grant, in his

message, while admitting that that salutary re-

form of the penal laws is impracticable under

the Constitution, does not conceal his regret

that this is the case, because such 'a sum-

mary proceeding would undoubtedly put an

end to the voting power of his opponents.

The Investigating Committee distinctly vin-

dicates the White League as being simply a

political organization, as guiltless ofrebelHon,

murder, or even intimidation as the Reform

or Carlton Clubs of London. The scene at

Vicksburg the other day, when Gen. Emory

expelled a sheriff" who had been duly elected

and installed without protest in his office, is

a fitting supplement to the more disgraceful

doings in Louisiana. When staunch Repub-

licans like the venerable poet Bryant, Carl

Schurz, and William Evarts, vehemently de-

nounce these military usurpations, there can

be no doubt of their true character. Hap-

pily, as a NewYorkjournal remarks, although

Grant has, by means'of the military, interfered

with a Legislature after the manner of Crom-

well and Napoleon, it is a consolation to know

that he is only " a very faint and contempti-

ble copy " of his illustrious predecessors.

The last Session of the moribund Con-

gress is being spun out to its legal term by

buncombe speeches on the affairs of Louis-

iana and the question of a third term. Grant

has a majority in both Houses at present,

and they will no doubt absolve Sheridan,

sustain Grant, and prop up the tottering seat

of Kellogg ; but the real tug of war between

State rights and military despotism has yet

to come. A motion was made in the Lower
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Chamber to amend the Constitution by add-

ing an article to extend the Presidential term

from four to six years, and forbid the re-elec-

tion of any future President. This proposi-

tion was warmly supported by men of both

parties, and, so far as a bare majority is con-

cerned, prevailed by a vote of 134 to

104; but it lacked the two-thirds required

to carry a constitutional amendment. The
Currency Bill has been dropped, and the

Civil Rights Bill will share the same fate or

be vetoed by the President. The elections

of U. S. Senators have followed the verdict

of the several States in November. In New
York, Keman has been elected ; in Penn-

sylvania, after a sharp struggle, Wallace, also

a Democrat. Our old enemy. Chandler, has

been rejected in Michigan, and Grant's " mo-

mentary dreams of peace " have been dispelled

by the election of ex-President Andrew John-

son, in Tennesee. The Democrats of Mis-

souri let slip a golden opportunity of cement-

ing their alliance with the anti-Grant Repub-

licans. Instead of accepting Carl Schurz,

they were foolish enough to take up and, of

course, elect a nobody called Gen. Cockrell.

Baron Reuter and the Associated Press,

when they manipulate the cable telegraph,

are doubtless public benefactors ; but they

are sadly given to propounding enigmas for

Cisatlantic solution. A week or so ago we

were treated to a paragraph from the Ittnes,

which may be regarded as alarming or not,

according to the peculiar tem])erament of

the reader. Perhaps the Baron's agents

have been giving us the luxury of a war

panic, as they hoaxed the Times itself with

an imaginary (juotation from the President's

Message, on a very slim basis of fact. It

may be that the leading journal, while in a

dyspeptic frame of mind, was trying to cor-

rect its digestion by getting rid of the atra-

bilious humour which temporarily weighed

upon it. Be this as it may, the newspa])ers

on this side of the Atlantic have coupled the

Times regret that " the momentary dreams

of peace have fled away " with Mr. Disraeli's

declaration that Europe is " on the eve of a

great crisis ;
" and have exercised their in-

genuity upon the probable cause of these

gloomy forebodings. The peace of the

world may be interrupted at any moment in

several ways. There is first, the obstinate

and menacing fact that every nation in Con-

tinental Europe is armed to the teeth. These

bloated armaments are not maintained in

times of peace, still less materially strength-

ened, as they have been by the Landsturm

Bill in Germany, without set purpose. They

indicate clearly either that the first power on

the Continent is apprehensive of attack,

which was Von Moltke's absurd plea for an

extension of its military establishments, or

that Prince Bismarck, " the high-priest clad

in chain-mail," has not yet had his fill of

blood and iron. The Chancellor can hardly

suppose that France is likely to renew the

attack for some years to come ; but he is

vexed that she has so soon repaired her dis-

asters, and thus stolen a march upon the

road to her revenge. He has, therefore,

declared that Germany must not wait till

France is ready, but take her in a half-pre-

pared state. This is danger number one.

Closely connected with it is the Papal ques-

tion, which has assumed international signi-

ficance from the publication of Bismarck's

despatch on the next Papal election. This

remarkable document is a singular jumble of

historical errors and inconsequent deductions,

but it clearly shows that Germany contem-

plates interference in the choice of Pius the

Ninth's successor, and, what is without pre-

cedent, the right to veto the choice of the

Conclave after it has been made. In this

despatch Bismarck made a ])id lor support

from the other j)owers, it is said without suc-

cess. Moreover, it would not be difficult

to find a pretext in Spain, if the Chancellor

were so disposed. At present the speck of

war appears on tlie Eastern horizon. When

the three Emperors met together last year

most jicnplc were disposed to assign little
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importance to the meeting
;
yet it may turn

out that some very grave and weighty mat-

ters were settled at that conference. So far

as England is concerned, the results may be

very serious. Having already treated the

stipulations of 1856 as waste paper, Russia

proceeded upon her eastward march and

took permanent possession of Khiva, not-

withstanding her positive assurances to the

contrary. Then followed her attempt to en-

trap England, at the Brussels Conference,

into adopting rules of warfare which would

place small Powers like Belgium, Denmark,

and Switzerland entirely at the mercy of the

autocrats. The next step was the dispute

regarding the commercial treaty with Rou-

mania, in which Austria was the active

agent, backed by Russia and Germany. The

advice of England was adopted by the Porte,

and that casus belli disappeared. Now it is

Montenegro, whose inhabitants, being of

Slavonic origin, are regarded by Russia as

peculiarly her proteges. The facts are briefly

these. Last year a trading party of Monte-

negrins was set upon in the Turkish Province

of Albania, and some of them were killed.

Reparation was demanded, and given by the

Porte promptly in the shape of a wholesale

execution of twenty—all the murderers he

could get hold of. This might have been

considered satisfactory by the mountaineers,

but Russia and Austria, both of whom man-

aged to interpose, urged the Montenegrins to

make demands it was not likely Turkey

would comply with. What will come of

this new imbroglio is uncertain ; but, for the

present, it appears as if the mountain snows

were the only obstacle to active hostihties.

Almost simultaneously with this assault on

"the sick man," comes the intelligence that

Russia has made another advance eastward

from Khiva—another step towards our In-

dian frontier. In any case, the atmosphere

of Europe is surcharged with clouds which

may at any moment break into whirlwind

and storm.

The fitful attendance of Mr. Gladstone

during the last Session of Parliament should

have prepared his party for the announce-

ment that he has definitively withdrawn from

active political life. " This retirement," he

writes to Lord Granville, " is dictated by

personal views regarding the method of

spending the closing years of my life." The

few touching words which have reached U5

seem to find a fitting parallel in the lines

put by the great master into the mouth of

Lear :

—

" 'tis our fast intent

To shake all cares and business from our age,

Conferring them on younger strengths, while we

Unburdened crawl toward death."

The time has not yet come for a satisfac-

tory review of Mr. Gladstone's public life

and work. Contemporaries have been •

too close to that finely-textured nature to

judge of it aright, either in its strength or

its weaknesses. They have been often puz-

zled by the subtle workings of his intellect,

and more than once annoyed, not to say ex-

asperated, by sudden and inconvenient dis-

plays of moral earnestness, which sober poli-

ticians regard, perhaps rightly, as a perturbing

element in public affairs. For the present

it is scarcely possible to form a calm and

adequate judgment of Mr. Gladstone as a

statesman ; but, when distance shall have

softened the angularities of that rarely gifted

and delicately organized mind, and cast a

mellowing glow over the struggles of the

hour, his true worth and essential nobility

of nature will be ungrudgingly acknow-

ledged. Even as it is, the Liberal party,

torn by dissensions, has learned his value,

now that it has lost him. Achilles retires

to his tent, not perhaps in the best of hu-

mours, and there is no Patroclus capable

of filling out the armour of the great chief

Even Mr. Gladstone's formal abdication

does not content either those who sought to

keep him back or those who strove to urge

him on. They are haunted wnth the fear

of his sudden apparition in the field, to dis-
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])iite the strategy or disturb the orderly ar-

rangements of his successor ; so long as he

is in Parliament, there will be a skeleton in

the Liberal closet. The Radical party is, for

the present, a broken and voiceless faction

—

incrptus dattwr frustatur hiauks. Mr.

Bright has made what may be taken as

a valedictory address to his constituents at

Birmingham. " He did not ask his hearers

to declare for disestablishment. He would

only ask them to consider the question as

reasonable beings ; "' but " he declined to

enter upon an agitation to hasten disestab-

lishment" Mr. Gladstone's retirement has

set his party on the search for a leader.

The Manjuis of Hartington, eldest son of

the Duke of Devonshire, would make an

" eminently respectable " leader of the old

aristocratic Whig type, so dear to Edin-

burgh Reviewers. Sir William Harcourt is

protesting too much, and angling for support

in all waters with too palpable an aim at the

coveted prize, to take with the party. More-

over, he had the bad taste to abuse Mr.

Gladstone while yet his chief, with singular

coarseness and virulence. He would be of

no service to the Left, for with character-

istic straining after originality, he opposes

disestablishment on the ground that Rome
would be the " residuary legatee " of the

English Church. He aims to be regarded

as a Disraeli of the Reform type ; and cer-

tainly one Sphinx at a time is enough. Mr.

Korster would be at once hailed as the best

available successor to the ex-Premier, but

it has not been forgotten that he was the

author, and is still a strenuous defender of,

the twenty-fifth clause of the Education

.•\ct. He is therefore unacceptable both to

the Secularists and the radical Nonconform-

ists
;
yet, no doubt, they would accept him,

an difaut de inicux. The advanced Liberals

have very little to hope for from any leader

that may be chosen ; indeed, they have

reason to expect more from Mr. Disraeli

than from him. The Home Rulers may

jiossilily fall into line again ; but theirs will

no longer be an " undivided allegiance."

They are not blind to the unconcealed exul-

tation with which Mr. Gladstone's pamphlet

has) been received by their fornjer English

allies. Parliament meets ominously on a

Friday, the 5th inst.,and will no doubt expect

to be startled by a sensational programme.

It is more likely, however, that Mr. Disraeli's

illness will have prevented his excogitating

any of those startling surprises he delights

to spring upon the House. Still he is not

as other men, and no one may venture to

indulge in speculations on his probable

course.

The affairs of Continental Europe call for

no special remark this month. France has

been as busy as usual, organizing the Septen-

nate [or disorganizing it with becoming se-

riousness. Nothing delights French politi-

cians so much as building up a system of

government, except perhaps the luxury of

pulling it down. Marshal McMahon's Gov-

ernment is avowedly provisional ; but until

the twentieth of November, 1880, casualties

excepted, its stability will merely depend on

the will and temper of its chief. The ^L^r-

shal's message to the Assembly, at the open-

ing of the Session, laid down his position

and intentions with soldierly lucidity and

bluntness. If the Assembly chose to hedge

about his nondescript authority with consti-

tutional defences, so much the better. If

not, they might go their own way and he

would pursue his; and, although they did not

seem likely to agree upon anything, he had

come to a very positive conclusion, and that

was, that, having the army at his back, he

would retain the supreme i)owcr in his hands

until the end of the allotted period. Early

in the year, however, this vein of masterly

indifl'erence was succeeded by another stroke

of masterly activity. The President had

discovered that a Second Chamber was
'* imperatively called for by the Conservative

interests which you entrusted to me, and

which I will never abandon," and the neces
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sity would be none the less, " even if, as

my Government has asked you, you arm

the Executive power with the right of ap-

pealing to the judgment of the country."

He also desired, not as the Republicans de-

manded, that the form of Government should

be definitely settled then, but that the As-

sembly of 1880 should "have full and entire

liberty of determining the form of govern-

ment of France." An attempt to take up

the question of the Senate was met with an

unmistakable expression of the Assembly's

opinion. The entire Left, in all its sections,

the Buonapartists and the Right, united

against the Marshal, and threw the matter

out by a vote of 420 to 250. Then followed,

in due course, a ministerial crisis, which, so

far as we can glean from the cable dispatches,

is still diverting the quidnuncs of Paris. The
latest information received at this moment
is, that the Senate Bill has passed a first

reading by the decisive vote of 512 to 188.

If so, the long-cherished dream of a union

of the Centres must have taken place, and

they must have been further reinforced by

the Imperialists.

Alfonso, by the grace of the army and

the treachery of Primo de Rivera Captain-

General of Madrid, has ascended the Throne

of Spain. To call it the throne of his ancestors

is no rhetorical figure, for, as an English

journal informs us, he is the forty-ninth in

direct descent from Don Pelayo, who wres-

tled with the infidel in A.D. 716. He is the

twelfth Asturian Alfonso, the eleventh,

formerly called el ultimo^ the last, having been

freed from the cares of this world somewhere

about A.D. 1350. The new Monarch is

said to have selected, or rather to have had

selected for him, a good set of advisers. His

Minister of Foreign Affairs is a decided

Liberal, no unimportant qualification in these

Bismarckian days. In the War Department

there is Jovellar, an approved warrior ; for

the Interior, a disciple of Narvaez ; for the

Colonies, an oratorical rival of Castelar ; and

what is more important than all, a Finance

Minister, Salaverria, who is said to be the

only successful one Spain ever had. On the

whole, it is probable, and surely desirable,

that the unfortunate Peninsula may enjoy

a respite from civil broils. The rumour which

came from Barcelona that the Transigentes

and the Carlists were about to join hands

against Alfonso, with the prospect of a ple-

biscite to determine which should have the

prize, was absurd on the face of it. The
power of Don Carlos is evidently melting

away, and will probably disappear with the

snow when the spring torrents rush down
from the rugged sides of the Sierra.

SELECTIONS.

REPLY TO THE CRITICS OF THE BELFAST ADDRESS.*

BY JOHN TYNDALL, LL.D, F.R.S.

I
TAKE advantage of a pause in the

issue of this Address, to add a few

prefatory words to those already printed.

The world has been frequently informed

*Preface to the seventh edition of the Address be-

fore the British Association at Belfast, with an
Appendix on " Scientific Materialism," etc. Lon-
don : Longmans & Co. New York : D. Appleton &
Co.

of late that I have raised up against myself

a host of enemies \ and considering, with

few exceptions, the deliverances of the press,

and more particularly of the religious press,

I am forced sadly to admit that the state-

ment is only too true. I derive some com-
fort, nevertheless, from the reflection of

Diogenes, transmiited to us from Plutarch,
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that " he who would be saved must have

good friends or violent enemies ; and that

he is best off who possesses both." This
" best " condition, I have reason to believe,

is mine.

Reflecting on the fraction I have read of

recent remonstrances, appeals, menaces,

and judgments—covering not only the world

that now is, but that which is to come—it

has interested me to note how trivially men
seem to be influenced by what they call

their religion, and how potently by that

" nature " which it is the alleged province of

religion to eradicate or subdue. From fair

and manly argument, from the tenderest and

holiest sympathy on the part of those who
desire my eternal good, I pass by many
gradations, through deliberate unfairness, to

a spirit of bitterness which desires, with a

fervour inexpressible in words, my eternal

ill. Now, were religion the potent factor,

we might expect a homogeneous utterance

from those professing a common creed
;

while, if human nature be the really potent

factor, we may expect utterances as hetero-

geneous as the characters of men. As a

matter of fact we have the latter ; suggesting

to my mind that the common religion pro-

fessed and defended by these different

people is merely the accidental conduit

through which they pour their own tempers,

lofty or low, courteous or vulgar, mild or

ferocious, holy or unholy, as the case may
be. Pure abuse, however, I have deliberately

avoided reading, wishing to keep, not only

hatred, malice, and uncharitableness, but

even every trace of irritation, far away from

my side of a discussion which demands not

only good temper, but largeness, clearness,

and many-sidedness of mind, if it is to guide

us even to provisional solutions.

At an early stage of the controversy a

distinguished professor of the University of

Cambridge was understood to argue—and
his argument was caught up with amusing
eagerness by a portion of the religious press

—that my ignorance of mathematics renders

me incomj)etent to sjjcculate on the proxi-

mate origin of life. Had I thought his

argument relevant, my rcjjly would have
been simple ; for before me lies a printed

document, more than twenty-two years old,

bearing the signature of this same learned

professor, in which he was good enough to

testify that I am " well versed in pure

mathematics."

In connection with his limitation of
speculative capacity to the mathematician,
the gentleman just referred to offered what
he considered a conclusive proof of the
being of a (iod. This solemn problem he
knocked off in a single paragraph. It

interests me profoundly to reflect upon the

difference between the state of mind which
could rest satisfied with this performance
and that of the accomplished poet, and more
than accomplished critic, who in " Litera-

ture and Dogma " pronounces the subject of

the professor's demonstration "an unveri-

fiable hypothesis." Whence this difference ?

Were the objective facts decisive, both
writers would come to the same conclusion :

the divergence is, therefore, to be referred to

the respective subjective organs which take

the outward evidence in. When I turn, as

I have done from time to time for years, to

the articles and correspondence in our theo-

logical journals, and try to gather from them
what our religious teachers think of this

universe and of each other, they seem to me
to be as far removed from nineteenth-century

needs as the priests of the Homeric period.

Omniscience might see in our brains the

physical correlatives of our differences ; and,

were these organs incaj^able of change, the

world, despite this internal commotion,
would stand still as a whole. But happily

that Power which, according to Mr. Arnold,
" makes for righteousness " is intellectual as

well as ethical; and by its operation, not

as an outside but as an inside factor of the

brain, even the mistaken efforts of that

organ are finally overruled in the interests

of truth.

It has been thought, and .said, that, in the

revised Address, as here jiublished, I have

retracted opinions uttered at Heltast. A
Roman Catholic writer, who may be taken

as representative, is sj^ecially strong upon
this point. Startled by the deep chorus of

dissent with which my dazzling fallacies have

been received, he convicts me of trying to

retreat from my position. This he will by
no means tolerate. " It is too late now to

seek to hide from the eyes of mankind one
Ibul blot, one ghastly deformity. Prof Tyn-
dail has himself told us how and where this

Address of his was com|)osed. It was
written among the glaciers and the solitudes

of the Swiss mount.uns. It was no hasty,

hurried, crude |)rodu< tion ; its every sen-

tence bore marks of thought and care."
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My critic intends to be severe : he is

simply just. In the " sohtudes " to vvhich

he refers I worked with dehberation ; endea-

vouring even to purify my intellect by disci-

plines similar to those enjoined by his own
Church for the sanctification of the soul. I

tried in my ponderings to realize not only

the lawful, but the expedient ; and to permit

no fear to act upon my mind save that of

uttering a single word on which I could not

take my stand, either in this or any other

world.

Still my time was so brief, and my process

of thought and expression so slow, that, in a

literary point of view, I halted, not only

behind the ideal, but behind the possible.

Hence, after the delivery of the Address, I

went over it with the desire, not to revoke

its principles, but to improve it verbally,

and above all to remove any word which
might give colour to the notion of " heat

and haste." In holding up as a warning to

writers of the present the errors and follies

of the denouncers of the past, I took occa-

sion to compare the intellectual propagation

of such denouncers to that of thistle-germs
;

the expression was thought offensive, and I

omitted it. It is still omitted from the

Address. There was also another passage,

which ran thus : "It is vain to oppose this

force with a view to its extirpation. What
we should oppose, to the death if necessary,

is every attempt to found upon this elemen-

tal bias of man's nature a system which
should exercise despotic sway over his intel-

lect. I do not fear any such consummation.
Science has already, to some extent,leavened

the world, and it will leaven it more and
more. I should look upon the mild light of

science breaking in upon the minds of the

youth of Ireland, and strengthening gradu-

ally to the perfect day, as a surer check to

any intellectual or spiritual tyranny which
might threaten this island than the laws of

princes or the swords of emperors. Where
is the cause of fear? We fought and won
our battle even in the Middle ages ; why
should we doubt the issue of a conflict now?"

This passage also was deemed unneces-

sarily warm, and I therefore omitted it. It

was an act of weakness on my part to do so.

For, considering the aims and acts of that

renowned and remorseless organization

which for the time being wields the en-

tire power of my critic's Church, not only

resistance to its further progress, but, were

it not for the intelligence of Roman Catho-
lic laymen, positive restriction of its present

power for evil, might well become the neces-

sary attitude of society as regards that or-

ganization. With some slight verbal altera-

tions, therefore, which do not impair its

strength, the passage has been restored.

My critic is very hard upon the avowal
in my preface regarding atheism. But I

frankly confess that his honest hardness and
hostility are to me preferable to the milder

but less honest treatment which the pas-

sage has received from members of other

churches. He quotes the paragraph, and
goes on to say :

" We repeat this is a most
remarkable passage. Much as we dislike

seasoning polemics with strong words, we
assert that this apology only tends to affix

with links of steel to the name of Prof
Tyndall the dread imputation against which
he struggles."

Here we have a very fair example of sub-

jective religious vigour. But my quarrel

with such exhibitions is that they do not al-

ways represent objective fact. No atheistic

reasoning can, I hold, dislodge religion from

the heart of man. Logic cannot deprive us

of life, and religion is life to the religious.

As an experience of consciousness, it is per-

fectly beyond the assaults of logic. But the

religious life is often projected in external

forms—I use the word in its widest sense

—

by no means beyond the reach of logic,

which will have to bear—and to do so more
and more as the world becomes more en-

lightened—comparison with facts. The
subjective energy to which I have just re-

ferred is also a fact of consciousness not to

be reasoned away. My critic feels, and takes

delight in feeling, that I am struggling, and
he obviously experiences the most exquisite

pleasures of " the muscular sense " in hold-

ing me down. His feelings are as real as if

his imagination of what mine are were
equally real. His picture of my " strug-

gles " is, however, a mere phantasm. I do
not struggle. I do not fear the charge of

atheism ; nor should I even disavow it, in

reference to any definition of the Supreme
which he, or his order, would be likely to

frame. His " links " and his " steel " and
his " dread imputations " are, therefore, even

more unsubstantial than my " streaks of

morning cloud," and they may be permitted

to vanish together.

What are the conceptions in regard to
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which I place myself in the position here

indicated ? The Pope himself provides me
with an answer. In the Encyclical Letter

)f December, 1864, his Holiness writes:

—

• In order that Clod may accede more easily

to our and your prayers, let us employ in all

r jiitulence, as our Sledialrix with Him, the

X'ir^in Mary, Mother of Clod, who sits as a

(^ucen on the right hand of her only-begot-

icn Son, in a golden vestment, clotlied

i round with various adornments."

In regard to this, as to other less picto-

ri.iUy anthropomorjjhic and sartorial con-

ceptions of the Supreme, I stand in an atti-

tude of unbelief; for, taken in connection

with what is known of the extent, organiza-

tion, and general behaviour of this universe,

ihev lack the congruity necessary to com-

mend them to me as truth.

Soon after the delivery of the Belfast

Address, the Protestant Bishop of Manches-

ter did me the honour of noticing it ; and,

in reference to that notice, a brief and, 1

trust, not uncourteous remark was intro-

duced into my first ])reface. Since that

time the Bishop's references to me have

been very frecjuent. Assuredly this is to

mc an unexpected honour. Still a doubt

may fairly be entertained whether this inces-

sant speaking before public assemblies on

emotional subjects does not tend to disturb

tliat equilibrium of head and heart which

it is always so desirable to preserve—whe-

ther, by giving an injurious ])redominance

to the feelings, it does not tend to swathe

the intellect in a warm haze, thus making

the perception, and consequent rendering of

facts, indefinite, if not untrue. It was to

the Bishop I referred in a recent brief dis-

course as " an able and, in many respects,

a courageous man, running to and fro upon

the earth, and wringing his hands .' r the

I ireateiied loss of his ideals." It is doubt-

less to this sorrowing mood— ihi., partial and,

I trust, temporary overthrow of the judg-

ment by the emotions—that I nuist ascribe

.: probably unconscious, but still grave, mis-

representation contained in the Bisho|)'s last

reference to me. In the Tima of Novem-
ber 9th, he is reported to have expressed

iiimself thus :
" In his lecture in Manches-

ter, Prof. Tyndall as much as said that at

Belfast he was not in liis best mood, and

tliat his liespondency i)assed away in brigluer

moments." Now, considering that a 'i'aba-

tim report of the lecture was at hand in the

Mauchcster Examiner, and that ni)- own
corrected edition of it was to be had for a

penny, the Bishop, I submit, might have
aftbrded to repeat what I actuaUy said, in-

stead of what I " as much as said." I am
sorry to add that his rendering of my words

is a vain imagination of his own. In my
lecture at Manchester there was nu reference,

expressed or implied, to my moods in Bel-

fast.

To all earnest and honest minds acquaint-

ed with the paragraph of my first preface,

on which the foregoing remark of Bishop

Fraser, and similar remarks of his ecclesias-

tical colleagues, not to mention those of less

responsible writers, are founded, 1 leave the

decision of the question whether their mode
of presenting this paragraph to the public be

straightforward or the reveise.

These minor and more ])urely personal

matters at an end, the weightier allegation

remains—that at Belfast I misused my posi-

tion by quitting the domain of .science, and
making an unjustifiable raid into the domain
of theology. This I fail to see. Laying
aside abuse, I hope my accusers will con-

sent to reason with me. Is it not competent
for a scientific man to speculate on the ante-

cedents of the solar system ? Did Kant,

Laplace, and William Herschel, quit tlieir

legitimate spheres when tliey j^rolonged the

intellectual vision beyond ilie boundary of

experience, and projjounded the nebular

theory ? Accepting that theor)' as probable^

is it not permitted to a scientific man to fol-

low up in idea the series of changes associ-

ated with ihe condensation of the nebulai ;

to picture the successive detachment of

])lanets and moons, and the relation of all

of them to the sun ? If 1 look upon our

earth, with its orbital revolution and axial

rotation, as one small issue of the process

which made the solar system what it is, will

any theologian deny my right to entertain

and exjjress this theoretic view ? Time was
when a multitude of theologians would be

found to do so—when that arch-enemy of

science which now vaunts its tolerance

would have made a speedy end of the man
who might venture to publish any opinitm

ol the kind. But that lime, unle.ss the

world is caught .strangely slumbering, is for-

ever past.

As regards inorganic Nature, then, 1 may
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traverse, without let or hindrance, the

whole distance which separates the nebul?e

from the worlds of to-day. But only a few

years ago this now conceded ground of

science was theological ground. I could by
no means regard this as the final and suffi-

cient concession of theology ; and at Belfast

I thought it not only my right but my duty

to state that, as regards the organic world,

we must enjoy the freedom which we have
already won in regard to the inorganic. I

could not discern the shred of a title-deed

which gave any man, or any class of men,
the right to open the door of one of these

worlds to the scientific searcher, and to close

the other against him. And I considered

it frankest, wisest, and in the long-nm most
conducive to permanent peace, to indicate

without evasion or reserve the ground that

belongs to Science, and to which she will

assuredly make good her claim.

Considering the freedom allowed to all

manner of opinions in England, surely this

was no extravagant position for me to as-

sume. I have been reminded that an emi-

nent predecessor of mine in the presidential

chair expressed a totally different view of the

Cause of things from that enunciated by
me. In doing so he transgressed the bounds
of Science at least as much as I did ; but

nobody raised an outcry against him. The
freedom that he took I claim, but in a more
purely scientific direction. And looking at

what I must regard as the extravagances of

the religious world ; at the very inadequate

and foolish notions concerning this universe

entertained by the majority of our religious

teachers ; at the waste of energy on the part

of good men over things unworthy, if I

might ..:.y it without discourtesy, of the atten-

tion .-fenhghtened heathens : the fight about
the fripperies of Ritualism, the mysteries of

the Eucharist, and the Athanasian Creed
;

the forcing on the public view of Pontigny
Pilgrimages ; the dating of historic epochs
from the definition of the Immaculate Con-
ception ; the proclamation of the Divine
Glories of the Sacred Heart—standing in the

midst of these insanities, it did not appear
to me extravagant to claim the public tole-

rance for an hour and a half for the state-

ment of what I hold to be more reasonable

views : views more in accordance with the

verities which Science has brought to light,

and which many weary souls would, I thought,

welcome with gratification and relief.

But to come to closer quarters. The ex-

pression to which the most violent excep-

tion has been taken is this :
" Abandoning

all disguise, the confession I feel bound to

make before you is that I prolong the vision

backward across the boundary of the expe-

rimental evidence, and discern, in that Mat-
ter which we, in our ignorance, and notwith-

standing our professed reverence for its Crea-

tor, have hitherto covered with opprobrium,
the promise and potency of every form and
quality of life." To call it a "chorus of

dissent," as my Catholic critic does, is a

mild way of describing the storm of oppro-

brium with which this statement has been
assailed. But, the first blast of passion

being past, I hope I may again ask my op-

ponents to consent to reason. First of all,

I am blamed for crossing the boundary of

the experimental evidence. I reply that this

is the habitual action of the scientific mind

—

at least of that portion of it which applies

itself to physical investigation. Our theories

of light, heat, magnetism, and electricity, all

imply the crossing of this boundary. My
paper on the "Scientific Use of the Imagina-

tion " illustrates this point in the amplest

manner ; and in the lecture above referred

to I have sought, incidentally, to make clear

how in physics the experiential incessantly

leads to the ultra-experiential ; how out of

experience there always grows something
finer than mere experience, and that in their

different powers of ideal extension consists

for the most part the difference between the

great and the mediocre investigator. The
kingdom of science, then, cometh not by
observation and experiment alone, but is

completed by fixing the roots of observation

and experiment in a region inaccessible to

both, and in dealing with which we are

forced to fall back upon the picturing power
of the mind.

Passing the boundary of experience, there-

fore, does not, in the abstract, constitute a

sufficient ground for censure. There must
have been something in my particular mode
of crossing it which provoked this tremen-

dous "chorus of dissent."

Let us calmly reason the point out. I

hold the nebular theory as it was held by
Kant, Laplace, and William Herschel, and
as it is held by the best scientific intellects

of to-day. According to it, our sun and
planets were once diffused through space as

an impalpable haze, out of which, by con-
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densation, came the solar system. What
caused the haze to condense ? Loss of

heat. What rounded the sun and jtlanets ?

That which rounds a tear—molecular force.

For a?ons, the immensity of which over-

whelms man's conceptions, the earth was
unfit to maintain what we call life. It is now
covered with visible livinj,' things. They
are not formed of matter different from that

of the earth around them. They are, on
the contrar)', bone of its bone and flesh of

its flesh. How were they introduced ? Was
life implicated in the nebula;—as part, it

may be, of a vaster and wholly Incompre-

hensible Life ; or is it the work of a Being

standing outside the nebula;, who fashioned

it as a potter does his clay, but whose origin

and ways are equally past finding out ? As
far as the eye of science has hitherto ranged

through nature, no intrusion of purely crea-

tive power into any series of phenomena has

ever been observed. The assum])tion of

such a power to account for special phe-

nomena has always proved a failure. It is

opposed to the very spirit of science, and I

therefore assumed the responsibility of hold-

ing up in contrast with it that method of

Nature which it has been the vocation and
triumph of science to disclose, and in the

application of which we can alone hope for

further light. Holding, then, that the nebulae

and all subsequent life stand to each other

in the relation of the germ to the finished

organism, 1 reaffirm here, not arrogantly, or

defiantly, but without a shade of indistinct-

ness, the position laid down in Belfast.

Not with the vagueness belonging to the

emotions, but with the definiteness belong-

ing to the understanding, the scientific man
has to put to himself these questions regard-

ing the ijitroduction of life upon the earth.

He will be the last to dogmatize upon the

subject, for he knows best that certainty is

here for the present unattainable. His re-

fusal of the creative hyjjothesis is less an
assertion of knoiuUdge than a protest against

the assumption of knowledge, which must

long, if not for ever, lie beyond us, and the

claim to which is the source of manifold

confusion upon earth. With a mind open

to conviction, he asks his opponents to show
him an authority for the belief they so stren-

uously and so fiercely uphold. They can

do no more than point to the Book of

Oencsis, or some other j)orlion of the Bible.

Profoundly interesting and indeed pathetic

to me are these attempts of the opening mind
of man to ajjpease its hunger for a Cause.

I{ut the Book of Genesis has no voice in

scientific (jucstions. To the grasp of geology,

which it resisted for a time, it at length

yielded like i)otter's clay ; its authority as a

system of cosmogony being discredited on
all hands by the abandonment of the ob-

vious meaning of its writer. It is a poem,
not a scientific treatise. In the former aspect

it is forever beautiful ; in the latter aspect

it has been, and it will continue to be, purely

obstructive and hurtful. To kmnoledge its

value has been negative, leading, in rougher

ages than ours, to physical, and even in our

own "free" age, as exemplified in my own
case, to moral violence.

To the student of cause and effect no in-

cident connected with the proceedings at

Belfast is more instructive than the deport-

ment of the Catholic hierarchy of Ireland
;

a body usually wise enough not to confer

notoriety upon an adversary by imprudently

denouncing him. The Times, to which I

owe nothing on the score of .sympathy, but

a great deal on the score of fair play, where
so much has been unfair, thinks that the

Irish cardinal, archbishops, and bishops, in

their recent manifesto, i)romptly and adroitly

employed a weapon which I, at an unlucky
moment, had placed in their hands. The
antecedents of their action cause me to re-

gard it in a different light ; and a brief refe-

rence to these antecedents will, I think, illu-

minate not only their proceedings regarding

Belfast, but other doings which have been
recently noised abroad.

Before me lies a document, bearing the

date of November, 1S73, but which, after

appearing for a moment, unaccountably

vanished from public view. It is a memorial

addressed by seventy of the students and
ex-students of the Catholic University in

Ireland to the Episcopal Board ol the Uni-

versity. This is the plainest and bravest re

monstrance ever addressed by Irish laymen

to their si)iritual pastors and masters. It

e.xpresses the profoundest dissatisfaction

with the curriculum marked out for the stu-

dents of the university ; setting fi)rth the ex-

traordinary fact that the lecture-list for the

faculty of Science, published a month before

they wrote, did not contain the name of a

single |)rofessor of the Physical or Natural

Sciences.

The memorialists forcibly deprecate this,
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and dwell upon the necessity of education

in science :
" The distinguishing mark of

this age is its ardour for science. The natu-

ral sciences have, within the last fifty years,

become the chiefest study in the world ; they

are in our time pursued with an activity un-

paralleled in the history of mankind. Scarce

a year now passes without some discovery

being made in these sciences which, as with

the touch of a magician's wand, shivers to

atoms theories formerly deemed unassail-

able. It is through the physical and natural

sciences that the fiercest assaults are now
made on our religion. No more deadly
weapon is used against our faith than the

facts incontestably proved by modern re-

searches in science."

Such statements must be the reverse of

comfortable to a number of gentlemen who,
trained in the philosophy of Albertus Mag-
nus and Thomas Aquinas, have been accus-

tomed to the unquestioning submission of

all other sciences to their divine science of

Theology. But something more remains :

" One thing seems certain," says the memo-
rialists, viz., " that if chairs for the phy-
sical and natural sciences be not soon
founded in the Catholic University, very

many young men will have their faith

exposed to dangers which the creation of a
school of science in the university would
defend them from. For our generation of
Irish Catholics are writhing under the sense
of their inferiority in science, and are

determined that such inferiority shall not
long continue ; and so, if scientific know-
ledge be unattainable at our university, they

will seek it at Trinity, or at Queen's Colleges,

in not one of which is there a Catholic pro-

fessor of science."

Those who imagined the Catholic Univer-
sity at Kensington to be due to the spon-
taneous recognition on the part of the

Roman hierarchy of the intellectual needs
of the age, will derive enlightenment from
this, and still more from what follows ; for

the most formidable threat remains. To
the picture of Catholic students seceding to

Trinity and the Queen's Colleges, the

memorialists add this darkest stroke of all

:

" They will, in the solitude of their own
homes, unaided by any guiding advice, de-

vour the works of Hackel, Darwin, Huxley,
Tyndall, and Lyell ; works innocuous if

studied under a professor who would point

out the difference between established facts

and erroneous inferences, but which are

calculated to sap the faith of a solitary stu-

dent, deprived of a discriminating judgment
to which he could refer for a solution of his

difficulties."

In the light of the knowledge given by
this courageous memorial, and of similar

knowledge otherwise derived, the recent

Catholic manifesto did not at all strike me
as a chuckle over the mistake of a maladroit

adversary, but rather as an evidence of pro

found uneasiness on the part of the cardinal,

the archbishops, and the bishops who signed

it. They acted toward it, however, with

their accustomed practical wisdom. As one
concession to the spirit which it embodied,
the Catholic University at Kensington was
brought forth, apparently as the effect of

spontaneous inward force, and not of out-

ward pressure which was rapidly becoming
too formidable to be successfully opposed.
The memorialists point with iDitterness to

the fact that " the name of no Irish Catholic

is known in connection with the physical

and natural sciences." But this, they ought
to know, is the complaint of free and culti-

vated minds wherever t)ie priesthood exer-

cises dominant power. Precisely the same
complaint has been made with respect to

the Catholics of Germany. The great

national literature and scientific achievements
of that country in modern times are almost

wholly the work of Protestants ; a vanishingly

small fraction of it only being derived from
members of the Roman Church, although

the number of these in Germany is at least

as great as that of the Protestants. " The
question arises," says a writer in a German
periodical, " what is the cause of a phenome-
non so humiliating to the Catholics ? It

cannot be referred to want of natural

endowment due to climate (for the Protes-

tants of Southern Germany have contributed

powerfully to the creations of the German
intellect), but purely to outward circum-

stances. And these are readily discovered

in the pressure exercised for centuries by
the Jesuitical system, which has crushed
out of Catholics every tendency to free

mental productiveness." It is, indeed,

in Catholic countries that the weight of

ultramontanism has been most severely

felt. It is in such countries that the very
finest spirits who have dared, without
quitting their faith, to plead for freedom
or reform, have suffered extinction. The
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extinction, however, was more apparent than
j

real, and Hcrnies, Hirscher, and Giinther,
|

though individually broken and subdued,
|

prepared the way in Havaria for the perse-
j

cuted but unflinching Frohschaninier, for
j

Diillinger, and for the remarkable liberal

movement of which Dollinger is the head

and guide.

Though managed and moulded for centu-

ries to an obedience unparalleled in any other

countr)'. except .Spain, the Irish intellect is

beginning to show signs of independence,

demanding a diet more suited to its years

than the pabulum of the middle ages. As
for the recent manifesto where pope, cardi-

nal, archbishops, and bishops, may now be

considered as united in one grand anathema,

its character and fate are shadowed forth by

the vision of Nebuchadnezzar, recorded in

the Book of Daniel. It resembles the image,

whose form was terrible, but the gold, and

silver,and brass,and iron of which rested upon

feet ot clay. And a stone smote the feet of

clay, and the iron, and the brass, and the

silver, and the gold, were broken in pieces

together, and became like the chaff of the

summer threshing-floors, and the wind car-

ried them away.

There is something in Jesuitism profoundly

interesting, and at the same time clearly

intelligible, to men of strong intellects and

determined will. The weaker spirits, of

whom there are many among us, it simply

fascinates and subdues. From the study of

his own inward forces, and their possible

misapplication, the really determined man
can understand how possible it is, having

once chosen an aim, to reach it in defiance

of every moral restraint—to trample under

foot, by an obstinate effort of volition, the

dictates of honesty, honour, mercy, and
truth ; and to jjursue the desired end, if

need be, through their destruction. This

force of will, relentlessly ajjplied, and work-

ing through submissive instruments, is the

strength of Jesuitism.

Pure, honest fanaticism often adds itself to

this force, and sometimes acts as its eciuiva-

lent. Illustrations of this are not far to

seek, for the daz/ling prize of Kngland, con-

verted to the true faith, is sullicient to turn

weak heads. When it is safely caged it is

interesting to watch the o])erations of this

form of energy. In a sennon on the Per-

petual Office of the Council of 'I'rent,

preached before the Right Reverend Fathers

assembled in Synod, the Archbishop ol

Westminster has given us the following

sam])le of it :
" As the fourth century was

glorious by the definition of the (iodhead
and the Consubstantial Son, and the fifth by

that of his two jierfect natures, and the

thirteenth by that of the procession of the

Holy Ghost, so the ninetenth will be glorious

by the definition of the Immaculate Con-
ception. Right Rev. Fathers," contiiuies

this heated proselyte, " you have to call the

legionaries and the tribunes, the patricians

and the people, of a contiucringrace, and to

subdue, change, and transform them one by
one to the likeness of the Son of God.
Surely a soldier's eye and a soldier's heart

would choose by intuition this field of

Kngland for the warfare of the faith. It is

the head of Protestantism, the centre of its

movements, and the stronghold of its

powers. Weakened in England, it is para-

lyzed everywhere ; conquered in England,

it is conquered throughout the world. Once
overthrown here, all is but a war of detail

:

it is the key of the whole position of modern
error." This is the propaganda which Eng-

land has to stem. What mere stubble a

dilettante ritualist or a weak-headed noble-

man must be when acted upon by this fier)

breath of fanaticism ! The only wonder is

that weak heads, which are so assiduously

and deliberately sought out, are not more
plentiful than they are.

Monsignor Capel has recently been good
enough to i)roclaim at once the friendliness

of his Church towards true science, and her

right to determine what true science is. Let

us dwell for a moment on the historic proofs

of her scientific competence. When Halley's

comet ap|)eared in 1456, it was regarded as

the harbinger of God's vengeance, the dis-

penser of war, pestilence, and famine, and.

by order of the pope, all the church bells in

Europe were rung to scare the monster aw^ay.

An additional daily prayer was added to the

supplications of the faithful. The comet in

due time disappeared, and the faithful were

comforted by the assurance that, as in ])re-

vious instances relating to eclijises, droughts,

and rains, so, also, as regards this "nefarious"

comet, victory had been vouchsafed to the

Church.

lioth Pythagor.is and Cojiemicus had

taught the heliocentric doctrine -that the

earth revolved roimd the .sun. In the exer.

cise of her xvAw. to determine what true sci.
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ence is, the Church, in the pontificate of

Paul v., stepped in, and, by the mouth of

the holy Congregation of the Index, deliv-

ered, on March 5, 16 16, the following de-

cree :

And whereas it hath also come to the know-
ledge of the said Holy Congregation that the

false Pythagoreati doctrifie of the mobility of
the earth and the immobility of the sun, entirely

opposed to Holy Writ, which is taught by
Nicholas Copernicics, is now published abroad
and received by many—in order that this ques-

tion may not further spread, to the damage of
Catholic truth, it is ordered that this and all

other books teaching the like doctrine be sus-

pended, and by this decree they are suspended,

forbiddeii, and condemned.

Though often quoted, I thought the never-

dying flavour of this celebrated decree would
not be disagreeable to some of my readers.

It is pleasant to be able to say that the very

doctrine here pronounced "false," "opposed
to Holy Writ," and " damaging to Catholic

truth," Science has persuaded even Mon-
signor Capel to accept.

But it is a constant tendency rather than a

single fact which is chiefly important here,

and a few jottings will show with sufficient

plainness what this tendency has ever been.

The fate of Giordano Bruno is referred to in

my Belfast Address. For a further reference

to him I would direct the reader to a brief

passage in the Appendix to the same. The
case of Galileo is also touched upon ; and
to this it may be added here that he died

the prisoner of the Inquisition, which, true

to its instincts, followed him beyond the

grave, disputing his right to make a will,

and denying him burial in consecrated

ground.*

Again, the famous Academia del Cimento
was established at Florence in 1657, and
held its meetings in the ducal palace. It

lasted ten years, and was then suppressed at

the instance of the Papal Government. As
an equivalent, the brother of the grand-duke
was made a cardinal. The Jesuits were less

successful in Bavaria in 1759 ; for they did

their best, but vainly, to prevent the found-

ing of the Academy of Sciences in Munich.
Their waning power was indicated by this

fact, and in 1773 Pope Clement XIV. dis-

solved the order. The decree was to be
" irrevocable ; " the Society of Jesus was
" never to be restored ;

" still, in 1814^ an in-

* Draper, " Trial of Galileo."

fallible follower of Clement, Pope Pius VII.,

undid the work of his equally infallible pre-

decessor, and revoked his decree.

But why go back to 1456 ? Far be it from

me to charge by-gone sins upon Monsignor
Capel's Church, were it not for her practices

to-day. The most applauded dogmatist of

the Jesuits is, I am informed, Perrone.

Thirty editions of a work of his have been
scattered abroad in all lands by a society to

which he belongs. His notions of physical

astronomy are quite in accordance with

those of 1456. He teaches boldly that
" God does not rule by universal law . . .

that when God [obviously a Big Man] orders

a given planet to stand still He does not de-

tract from any law passed by Himself, but

orders that planet to move round the sun

for sucli and such a time, then to stand still,

and then again to move, as His pleasure

may be." Jesuitism proscribed Frohscham-
mer for questioning its favourite dogma that

every human soul was created by a direct

supernatural act of God, and for asserting

that man, body and soul, came from his

parents. This is the society that now strives

for universal power ; it is from it, as Mon-
signor Capel graciously informs us, that we
are to learn what is allowable in science and
and what is not !

In the face of such facts, which might be

multiplied at will, it requires extraordinary

bravery of mind, or a reliance upon public

ignorance almost as extraordinary, to make
the claims made by Monsignor Capel for his

Church.

A German author, speaking of one who
has had bitter experience in this line, de-

scribes those Catholic writers who refuse to

submit to the Congregation of the Index as

outlawed ; fair subjects for moral assassina-

tion !* This is very strong ; but still, judg-

ing from my own small experience, not too

strong. In reference to this point I would

ask indulgence for a brief personal allusion

here. It will serve a two-fold objectj one of

which will be manifest, the other being re-

served for possible future reference. Sprung

* See the case of Frohschammer as sketched by a

friend in the Preface to " Christenthum und die

moderne Wissenschaft. " His enemies contrived to

take his bread, in great part, away, but they failed

to subdue him, and not even the Pope's nuncio

could prevent five hundred students of the Univer-

sity of Munich from signing an address to their Pro-

fessor.
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from a source to which the Bible was speci-

ally dear, my early training was confined al-

most exclusively to it. Born in Ireland, I,

like my jiredecessors for many generations,

was tauglit to hold my own against the

Church of Rome. I had a father whose

memory ought to be to me a sUi\', and an

example of unbending rectitude and purity

of life. The small stock to which he be-

longed were scattered with various fortunes

along that eastern rim of Leinster, from

Wexford upward, to which they crossed from

the Bristol Channel. My father was the

poorest of them. Still, in his socially low

but mentally and morally independent posi-

tion, by his own inner energies and affinities,

he attained a knowledge of history which

would put mine to shame ; while the whole

of the controversy between Protestantism

and Romanism was at his finger's ends. At

the present moment the works and charac-

ters which occupied him come, as for-oft" re-

collections, to my mind : Claude and Bos-

suet, Chillingworth and Nott, Tillotson,

Jeremy Taylor, Challoner and Milner, Pope
and ^icGuire, and others whom I have for-

gotten, or whom it is needless to name.

Still this man, so charged with the ammu-
nition of controversy, was so respected by

his Catholic fellow-townsmen, that they

one and all put up their shutters when he

died.

With such a preceptor, and with an here-

ditary interest in the papal controversy, I

naturally mastered it. I did not confine

myself to the Protestant statement of the

question, but made myself also acquainted

with the arguments of the Church of Rome.
I remember to this hour the interest and
sur]>rise with which I read Challoner's
" Catholic Christian Instructed," and on the

border-line between boyhood and manhood
I was to be found taking part in controversies

in which the rival faiths were jjittcd against

each other. 1 sometimes took the Catho-

lic side, and gave my Protestant antagonist

considerable trouble. The views of Irish

Catholics became thus intimately known to

me, and there was no doctrine of Protestant-

ism which they more emphatically rejected,

and the ascription of which to them they re-

sented more warmly, than the doctrine of

the pope's personal infallibility. \'el, in the

face (;f this knowledge, it was obstinately

asserted and reasserted in my presence some
time ago, by a Catholic priest, that the doc-

trine of the infallibility of the Pope had al-

ways been maintained in Ireland.*

But this is an episode, intended to disa-

buse those who, in this country or the

United States, may have been misled in re-

gard to the jjersonal points referred to. I

now return to the impersonal. The course

of life ujjon earth, as far as Science can see,

has been one of amelioration—a steady ad-

vance on the whole from the lower to the

higher. The continued effort of animated

Nature is to improve its conditions and
raise itself to a loftier level. In man, im-

provement and amelioration depend largely

upon the growth of conscious knowledge,

by which the errors of ignorance are contin-

ually moulted and truth is organized. It is

assuredly the advance of knowledge that has

given a materialistic colour to the philoso-

phy of this age. Materialism is, therefore,

not a thing to be mourned over, but to be

honestly considered — accepted if it be

wholly true, rejected if it be wholly false,

wisely sifted and turned to account if it em-

brace a mixture of truth and error. Of late

years the study of the nervous system and

of its relation to thought and feeling, has

profoundly occupied inquiring minds. It is

our duty not to shirk— it ought rather to be

our privilege to accept—the established re-

sults of such inquiries, for here assuredly

our ultimate weal dejiends upon our loyalty

to the truth. Instructed as to the control

which the nervous system exercises over

man's moral and intellectual nature, we
shall be better prepared, not only to mend
their manifold defects, but also to strengthen

and purify both. Is mind degraded by this

recognition of its dependence? Assuredly

not. Matter, on the contrary, is raised to

the level it ought to occupy, and from which

timid ignorance would remove it.

But the light is dawning, and it will be-

come stronger as time goes on. Even the

Brighton Congress affords evidence of this.

From the manifold confusions of that assem-

blage my memory has rescued two items

which it would fain jireserve : the recogni-

tion of a relation between Health and Reli-

gion, and the address of the Rev. Harry

• On a memory which dates b.ick to my fifteenth

year, wlieii I first read the discussion l>et\veen Mr.

I'ojjc ami Father Mctluirc, I should lie inclineil to

rely for proof that the (atholic clerj^ynian. in that

discussion, and in the name of his (."Inn eh, re])udiat-

ed the doctrine of personal infallibility.
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Jones. Out of the conflict of vanities his

words emerge fresh, healthy, and strong, be-

cause undrugged by dogma, coming directly

from the warm brain of one who knows
what practical truth means, and who has

faith in its vitality and inherent power of

propagation. I wonder is he less effectual

in his ministry than his more embroidered

colleagues ? It surely behooves our teachers

to come to some definite understanding as

to this question of health : to see how, by
inattention to it, we are defrauded, nega-

tively, by the privation of that " sweetness

and light " which is the natural concomi-

tant of good health
;
positively, by the in-

sertion into life of cynicism, ill-temper, and
a thousand corroding anxieties which good
health would dissipate. We fear and scorn
" materialism." But he who knew all about

it, and could apply his knowledge, might

become the preacher of a new gospel. Not,

however, through the ecstatic moments of

the individual does such knowledge come,

but through the revelations of science, in

connection with the history of mankind.
Why should the Roman Catholic Church

call gluttony a rnortal sin ? Why should

prayer and fasting occupy a place in the

disciplines of a religion ? What is the mean-
ing of Luther's advice to the young clergyman
who came to him, perplexed with the diffi-

culty of predestination and election, if it be
not that, in virtue of its action upon the

brain, when wisely applied, there is moral
and religious virtue even in a hydro-carbon ?

To use the old language, food and drink are

creatures of God, and have therefore a spi-

ritual value. The air of the Alps would be
augmented tenfold in purifying power if this

truth were recognized. Through our neglect

of the monitions of a reasonable materialism

we sin and suffer daily. I might here point

to the train of deadly disorders over which
science has given modern society such con-

trol—disclosing the lair of the material enemy,
insuring his destruction, and thus preventing

that moral squalor and hopelessness which
habitually tread on the heels of epidemics
in the case of the poor.

Rising to higher spheres, the visions of

Swedenborg, and the ecstacy of Plotinus and
Porphyry, are phases of that psychical con-

dition, obviously connected with the nervous
system and state of health, on which is based
the Vedic doctrine of the absorption of the

individual into the universal soul. Plotinus

taught the devout how to pass into a condi-

tion of ecstacy. Porphyry complains of

having been only once united to God in

eighty-six years, while his master Plotinus

had been so united six times in sixty years.*

A friend who knew Wordsworth informs me
that the poet, in some of his moods, was ac-

customed to seize hold of an external object

to assure himself of his own bodily existence.

The "entranced mind" of Mr. Page-Roberts,

referred to so admiringly by the Spectator, is

a similar phenomenon. No one, I should say,

has had a wider experience in this field than

Mr. Emerson. As states of consciousness,

those phenomena have an undisputed reaUty,

and a substantial identity. They are, how-

ever, connected with the most heterogeneous

objective conceptions. Porphyry wrote

against Christianity ; Mr. Page-Roberts is a

devout Christian. But notwithstanding the

utter discordance of these objective concep-

tions, their subjective experiences are similar,

because of the similarity of their finely-strung

nervous organizations.

But admitting the practical facts, and act-

ing on them, there will always remain ample

room for speculation. Take the argument

of the Lucretian. As far as I am aware, not

one of my assailants has attempted to answer

it. Some of them, indeed, rejoice over the

ability displayed by Bishop Butler in rolling

back a difficulty on his opponent ; and they

even imagine that it is the bishop's own ar-

gument that is there employed. Instructed

by self-knowledge, they can hardly credit me
with the wish to state both sides of the ques-

tion at issue, and to show, by a logic stronger

than Butler ever used, the overthrow which

awaits any doctrine of materialism which is

based upon the definitions of matter habitu-

ally received. But the raising of a new diffi-

culty does not abolish—does not even lessen

—the old one, and the argument of the Lucre-

tian remains untouched by anything the

bishop has said or can say.

And here it may be permitted me to add
a word to an important controversy now
going on. In an article on " Physics and
Metaphysics," published in the Saturday

Review more than fourteen years ago, I ven-

tured to state thus the relation between

physics and consciousness :
" The philosophy

of the future will assuredly take more account

* See Dr. Draper's important work, " Conflict be-

tween Religion and Science."
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than that of the past of the relation ofthought

and feeUng to physical processes; and it may
be that the qualities of Mind will be studied

through the organism as we now study the

character of Force through the affections of
ordinary matter. We believe that every

thought and every feeling has its definite

mechanical correlative in the nervous system,

that it is accompanied by a certain separation

and remarshaling of the atoms of the brain.

" This latter process is purely physical
;

and were the faculties we now possess suffi-

ciently strengthened, without the creation of

any new faculty, it would, doubtless, be within

the range of our augmented powers to infer

from the molecular state of the brain the

character of the thought acting upon it, and,

conversely, to infer from the thought the ex-

act corresponding molecular condition of the

brain. We do not say—and this, as will be
seen, is all-important— that the inference

here referred to would be an a priori one.

What we say is, that by observing, with the

faculties we assume, the state of the brain,

and the associated mental affections, both
might be so tabulated side by side, that if

one were given, a mere reference to the table

would declare the other.

" (liven the masses of the planets and their

distances asunder, and we can infer the per-

turbations consequent on their mutual at-

tractions. Given the nature of a disturbance
in water, air, or ether, and from the physical

properties of the medium we can infer how
its particles will be affected. The mind runs

along the line of thought which connects the

jjhenomena, and, from beginning to end,
tinds no break in the chain, iiut when we
endeavour to pass by a similar |)rocess from
the jihcnomena of physics to those of thought,

we meet a problem which transcends any
conceivable expansion of the powers we now
possess. We may think over the subject

again and again— it eludes all intellectual

presentation—we stand, at length, face to

face with the Incon)prehensible."

The discussion above referred to turns on
the question: Do states of consciousness

enter as links in the chain of antecedence
and sequence which give rise to bodily ac-

tions and to other states of consciousness ; or

arc they merely by-i)roducts, which are not

essential to the physical processes going on
in the brain? Now, it is perfectly certain

that we have no power of imagining states

of consciousness interposed between the

molecules of the brain, and influencing the

transference of motion among the molecules.

The thought " eludes all mental presenta-

tion;" and hence the logic seems of iron

strength which claims for tht> brain an auto-

matic action, uninfluenced by states of con-

sciousness. Hut it is, I believe, admitted by
those who hold the automaton-theory that

states of consciousness are produced by the

marshaling of the molecules of the brain
;

and this production of consciousness by
molecular motion is certainly quite as un-

thinkable as the production of molecular
motion by consciousness. If, therefore, un-

thiiikability be the proper test, we must
equally reject both classes of phenomena.
I, for my part, reject neither, and thus stand

in the presence of two Incomprehensibles,

instead of one Incomprehensible. \\'hile

accepting fearlessly the facts of materialism

dwelt upon in these pages, I bow my head
in the dust, before that mystery of the brain

which has hitherto defied its own penetrative

power, and which may ultimately resolve it-

self into a demonstrative impossibility of

self-penetration.*

But, whatever be the fate of theory, the

practical monitions are plain enough, which

declare that on our dealings with matter de-

pends our weal or woe, physical and moral.

The state of mind which rebels against the

recognition of the claims of " materialism
"

is not unknown to me. I can remember a

time when I regarded my body as a weed,

so much more highly did I prize the con-

scious strength and jileasure derived from

moral and religious feeling, which I may add,

was mine without the intervention of dogma.
The error was not an ignoble one, but this

did not save it from the penalty attached to

error. Saner knowledge taught me that the

body is no weed, and that if it were treated

as such it would infallibly avenge itself. Am
I personally lowered by this change of front ?

Not so. Oive me their health, and there is

no spiritual experience of those earlier years

—no resolve of duty, or work of mercy, no
act of self-denial, no solemnity of thought,

no joy in the life and -aspects of Nature—that

would not still be mine. And this without

the least reference or regard to any jjurely

personal reward or punishment looming in

the future.

• ArTyndaH's " FraRi
" Scientific .M.atcri.ilism.

'

mcnts of .sciciKc, aiiuk-
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As I close these remarks, the latest melan-

choly wail of the Bishop of Peterborough

reaches my ears. Notwithstanding all their

" expansiveness," both he and his brother

of Alanchester appear, alas ! to know as little

of the things which belong to our peace as

that wild ritualist who, a day or two ago,

raised the cry of " excommunicated heretic !

"

against the Bishop of Natal. Happily we
have among us our Jowetts and our Stanleys,

not to mention other brave men, who see

more clearly the character and magnitude of

the coming struggle ; and who believe un-

doubtingly that out of it the truths of science

will emerge with healing in their wings.

Such men must increase, if the vast material

resources of the Church of England are not

to fall into the hands of persons who may be
classed under the respective heads of weak
and infattiated.

And now I have to utter a "farewell," free

from bitterness, to all my readers—thanking

my friends for a sympathy more steadfast, I

would fain believe, if less noisy, than the

antipathy of my foes ; commending to these,

moreover, a passage from Bishop Butler,

which they have either not read or failed to

take to heart. " It seems," saith the bishop,
" that men would be strangely headstrong

and self-walled, and disposed to exert them-

selves with an impetuosity which would ren-

der society insupportable, and the living in

it impracticable, were it not forsome acquired

moderation and self-government, some apti-

tude and readiness in restraining themselves

and concealing their sense of things." In

this respect, at least, his grace the Archbishop

of Canterbury has set a good example.

CURRENT LITERATURE.

THE anonymous author of " Supernatural
Religion " has replied to Professor

Lightfoot in the pages of the Fortnightly Re-
view. He had an obvious advantage over his

critic, of which he evidently desired to avail

himself. The Professor's strictures were of
that minute and carping character peculiarly
annoying to an author, and they were conveyed
in language decidedly, and perhaps intention-
ally, rude and uncourteous. The complaint is

certainly just, that " while delivering severe
lectures upon want of candour and impartiality,

and preaching temperance and moderation,
the practice of the preacher, as sometimes hap-
pens, falls very short of his precept." This is

quite true, and the author, although he visibly
" winced " under the attack, was, no doubt, in-

clined to profit by the Professor's mistaken
tactics, when he said—" I shall not emulate
the spirit of that article, and I trust that I shall
not scant the courtesy with which I desire to

treat Dr. Lightfoot, whose ability I admire, and
whose position I understand." It was perhaps
too much to expect that this calm and dignified
tone should be maintained under the circum-
stances, by ordinary flesh and blood. The de-
fence of '" Supernatural Religion " assumes a
two-fold aspect. So far as philological dis-

putes are concerned, the writer enters two
pleas, one of not guilty, and the other, as the

lawyers would say, of " confession and avoid-

ance." Those who read any of the apologetic

or rationalistic treatises on the canon of Scrip-

ture will be aware that the name of Papias oc-

cupies a prominent place in the controversy.

He was bishop of Hierapolis, a Millenarian,

and evidently a man of weak and credulous

character ; but it so happens that he is tradi-

tionally reputed to have been a disciple of St.

John, and he is the only authority for the

Synoptic Gospels till we come to Justin Martyr,

about the middle of the second century. His
writings have been lost, and all that we know
of them we owe to Irenaeus and Eusebius, the

one belonging to the latter part of the second
century, and the other to the beginning of the

fourth. Now the author was referring to the

dubious reference of Irenjeus where, speaking

of " the presbyter, a disciple of the Apostles,"

he uses the words " that therefore the Lord
said, ' In my Father's house are many man-
sions.' " This presumptive allusion to the fourth

Gospel would be very important, if we could

identify Papias with the presbyter ; but every

one having the slightest acquaintance with

patristic literature, however, is well aware that

the prevailing method of quotation is extremely

loose and untrustworthy. Ireneeus himself

quotes, as a saying of our Lord's, a monstrous
Talmudic fiction regarding the material de-



196 THE CANADIAN MONTHL Y.

lights of the Kingdom. Among the host of

authorities cited by the author, I3r. Davidson
may be mentioned, who says, " it is impossible

to show that the foui (Gospels) were current as

early as A. D. 150," and, in reference to the

disputed passage in Irena^us. asks—" Is it not
evident that Iren;vus employed it (the word
' elders ') loosely, without an exact idea of the
persons he meant ? " The cjuestion regarding
the date of Celsus, the heathen writer against

Christianity, whose works we only know from
Origen's reply, is parried by the author, who
shows that if he errs, he errs with Tischendorf,
one of Dr. Lightfoot's favourite apologists.

There are other points, on which the author,

with greater or less success, meets his an-
tagonist. His general conclusions may be
summed up thus:—"The higher criticism in

which Dr. Lightfoot seems to have indulged in

this article, scarcely rises above the correction
of an exercise or the conjugation of a verb,"
and that " if it were granted, for the sake of
argument, that each slip in translation, each
error in detail, and each oversight in statement
with which Canon Lightfoot reproaches ' Super-
natural Religion ' were well-founded, it must be
evident to any intelligent mind that the mass of
such a work would not really be affected." We
may add that the author announces his inten-

tion of comparing the Gospel and Pauline
forms of Christianity in a future work.

Sir George Campbell is known to the public
chiefly as having been Governor of Bengal
during the recent Indian famine. His paper
on " The Tenure of Land " is a very interest-

ing and valuable one. He differs from most
English "land reformers" in doubting the
propriety of abolishing the right of primogeni-
ture. He is of opinion that, instead of building
up a peasant proprietary, it would merely, so
far as it had any effect, transfer the ownership
of land from aristocracy to plutocracy. His
remedies, such as the abolishing of entails

and settlements, the extension of tenant-right,

a cheaper and easier method of conveyance by
purchase, and a systematic effort on behalf of
popular rights in the remaining commons, call

for no special remark. .Mr. Symond's critique

of Lucretius is of special importance just now
from the prominence given to his writings by
Prof. Tyndall and his school. This paper is

not only written opportunely, but it is a clear

and able v<ew of the great philosophical poet
of Rome. If we were disposed to demur to

any of the writer's claims on behalf of Lucre-
tius, it would be that (jf originality of thought,
which seems t(j be unduly pressed. Very little

of the poet's phiios()|)liy was his own ; he was,
in fact, indebted for it to the Atomic and
Elcatic Schools,and to Kpicurus. i'rof Cairncs
examines Herbert .Spencer's theory of Social

Evolution. His criticism is, for the most part,

of a friendly kind, but he entertains a strong
objection to the attempt to base Sociology upon

a Darwinian foundation. In the first place he
objects to it as an " unverifiable hypothesis,"
and then strives to prove in opposition to

Spencer that " political institutions do not
'grow' in the sense in which plants and
animals grow : they are not the ' products ' of
a community in the sense in which the fauna
and flora of a country are its products ; but are
due to causes and to processes of an entirely

different kind. Under these circumstances to

describe them as e.xamples of spontaneous de-
velopment, and to class them with the ordinary
phenomena of organic life, is to use language,
and to adopt a classification, fitted to obscure
and to confound, rather than to elucidate, the
problems of social existence."

Mr. Hales' paper on Kin^ Lear is an acute
and careful analysis of Shakespeare's tragedy.

The writer justly complains of the depreciative

criticism of some critics, native as well as

foreign, and he proceeds to show that it has pro-

ceeded entirely from inability to understand the

poet's aim. " It has not been seen," he says,
" that it was his design in this play to depict an
age unruly and turbulent, but now emerging
from barbarism, in whose ears the still \oice

of conscience was scarcely yet audible, and
where Passion was yet lord of all." In short,

it was a pre-Christian period in a scarcely half-

civilized country. Mr. Hales has the credit

also of striking upon an original clue to the

tragedy. He points out with great clearness,

and fortified by a careful analysis, that Shakes-
peare was aiming at the portraiture not only of

men but also of a race. Lear, in this view,

becomes in fact a curiously-varied series of

sketches of the characteristics of the Celtic

temperament. The second of Mr. Morley's

papers on " Mill's Essays on Religion " is

similar to the first in contending that Sir. Mill

concedes too much to the theologians.

The Contemporary Reviexo contains no less

than nine papers, each one of which would re-

quire, in justice, more space than we can de-

vote to them all. Professor Lightfoot continues

his examination of " Supernatural Religion."

The present article is devoted to a careful

analysis of the writings of what are known dis-

tinctively as the Apostolic Fathers. There is a
decided improvement in the tone of the criti-

cism, which may be partially accounted for by
the delicate and precarious ground on whith
Dr. Lightfoot has ventured to tread. Still

some of his objections arc extremely trifling,

as when he complains that the author, in refer-

ring to Euscbius, uses " knows nothing " as a
substitute for " says nothing " surely a p.irdon-

able way of impressing upon his readers that

"silence" of the ecclesiastical historian which
is a weapon in the hamls of both disputants.

There is also a dispositi(Ui on the part of the

apologist to use the word " Car on " in .an

elastic and ambiguous way ; for it is clear that

the canon Dr. Lightfoot is concerned in defend-
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ing is not the canon of Eusebius, or of Papias,

Hegesippus, and the other early writers whom
the later Father quotes in his usually loose

way. The present article, however, displays

great learning, and is probably the best ex-

position of the apologetic side of this particular

branch of the general subject. " Cassandra " is

again in the field, this time to disprove the

fallacy that " the earth has been given to viaji-

ki7id at Im-ge, not to this or that generation, or

to this or that tribe or nation, far less to this

or that class or section of a people, but as a
source of sustenance for the support and main-
tenance of succeeding and increasing gener-

ations of men." The thesis attempted to be
established by Mr. Greg-—a very convenient
one by the way to those who monopolize the

possession of land— is that governments should
consider " not what system will yield most
food and support to the densest population,

but what will sustain the finest race physically,

morally, and intellectually." The whole paper
is a plutocratic application of the Darwinian
doctrine of " survival of the fittest," which goes
far to serve it as a reductio ad absurdum. A
posthumous paper by the Count de Montalem-
bert on " Rome and Spain," is a most impres-
sive view of the true cause of the fall of the

Iberian power. We should like to have been
able to reproduce this valuable historical

sketch ; as it is, we must be content to state

the moral. " The world," writes the Count,

" beholds the most lamentable transformation
under the sun. What is the cause.? We an-
swer—The subjection of a people to their

masters, and the too intimate and too absolute
union between the throne and the altar." Mr.
Llewellyn Davies is well-known as an able
disciple of the Broad Church in England. His
article on '' Church Prospects " deserves care-
ful perusal. He takes a cheery, and perhaps
rather too sanguine, view of the theological out-
look. That view may be summed up in the
two considerations, that there are signs in pre-
vailing scepticism of a return to the Christian
faith, and the Church was never in so healthv
a condition ; and that, if it can induce Parlia-

ment to abstain from interposing with its Pub-
lic Worship Regulation Acts, all will go well
with the Church of England. Professor Max
Miiller maintains with his wonted vigour the
proposition that " Language is the great barrier
between man and beast," in opposition to the
younger Darwin, whose arguments appeared
in the November number of the Cojitemporary.
Hawthorne's "Saxon Studies " are written in

the author's usual style. They are always in-

teresting from their graphic power and good-
humoured cynicism. The sermon Bishop
Colenso intended to preach in Westminster
Abbey will reach a vaster congregation through
the columns of the Review; but it calls for no
special remark.

MUSIC AND THE DRAMA.

'I "\ /"E have no more welcome task than that

V V of recording the not unfrequent per-

formances of the Philharmonic Society, whose
sacred concerts are always regarded with anxi-

ous interest by those enthusiastic lovers of
music who look forward to a time when it may
be said that oratorio is as popular in Canada
as in Great Britain, and is even accepted as
one of our national institutions. It cannot be
overlooked that it is mainly owing to the culti-

vation of an acquaintance with the best works
of George Frederick Handel, that England has
became the most liberal patron of music among
the nations of Europe—a fact which she fully

appreciates. The profound veneration in which
she holds the memory of the master, finds ade-
quate expression in the monster festivals which
she periodically gives in his honour. Handel's
great oratorios, composed, be it remembered,
to English words, have became the standard to

which all sacred musical compositions are re-

ferred, and it is scarcely necessary to point out
that his universal popularity indicates that his

music is peculiarly suited to the genius of the

Anglo-Saxon race. As co-partners in the tra-

ditions, the sympathies, and the language of the

English, the people of Ontario may reasonably
be expected to share in the deep attachment for

oratorio which has been developed in the

mother-land, and in process of time, to vie with
her in paying homage to one who has conse-
crated his muse to the most sublime and ex-

alted purposes. It would not be too daring to

hope to imitate, at no distant date, those

famous musical celebrations of which report

brings across the Atlantic such glowing ac-

counts. We, therefore, readily attach all the

importance to the performances of our Society

that is claimed for them, and have faith that

ere long they will attain a merit and dignity of

which our citizens may be proud. We take

pleasure in believing that it would be perfectl)

feasible to hold in Toronto a Handel festival,

in which the most prominent professional and
amateur musicians in the Province might take

part. Nothing, however, but the most hearty
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co-operation and liberal support on the part of

ihe public would enable the Philhannonic

Society to carry out such a scheme, but we feel

assured that when required, these would not be

withheld. If, as we are informed, the Society

have this honourable aim in view, they would

have <;reater claims upon the public than would

be acknowled;4ed for any purely local purpose.

Before proceeding to notice the recent per-

formance of the Messiah, at the Grand C)pera

House, it may not be out of place to give a

sketch of the circumstances that attended the

first production of the oratorio in (ircat Britain,

for although the i)ublic are perfectly familiar

with the design and the numerous beauties of

the work, but little is known of its early history.

Victor Schoelcher, Handel's biographer, tells us

that in the summer of 1 741 , the great composer,

then 58 years of age, left London on a visit to

Gopsall Hall, Leicestershire, the residence of

his friend, Charles Jennens, a gentleman of dis-

tinction, and of some literary ability. It Was
Charles Jennens who arranged the libretto of

the Messiah, and it is supposed that during his

visit, Handel wrote his inspired music. Jen-

nens, in a letter which he subsequently wrote to

a friend says :
" I shall show you a collection I

gave Handel, called Messiah, which 1 value

highly, and he has made a fine entertainment

of it, though not so good as he might, and ought

to have done. / have loith great diffi-ciiliy

made him correct some of ihe grossestfaults in

the composition. But he retained his overture

obstinately, in tuhich there are some passages

far unworthy of Handel, but }nuch more un-

ivorthy of the Messiah." The extraordinary

opinions advanced in this letter are refreshing,

to say the least, andneednocomment. Whether
the music of the Messiah was written at Gop-
sall Hall or not, the inscription on the manu-
script shows that it was commenced and
finished in the autumn of 1741—

" Commenced on the 22nd Aug., 1741.

End of first part, on 28lh August.

End of second, on 6th .Sejitember.

End of the third, on 12th Sept., 1741.

Filled up (scored) on the 14th."

It surely could have been nothing less than an
inspiration which enabled Handel to comi)lcte

so stupendous a work within the short space of

twenty-three days. We have only to consider

th.ii liaydn took nearly three years to com-
pose the Creation, to appreciate the nature of

such an achievement. H.iving been some-
what harassed by the undisguised hostility of

the nobility of London, Ilandcl had deter-

mined to try his fortune in Dui)iin, where he
had long been eagerly wished for ; and accept-

ing the invitation of the Lord l^ieutenant, he

bct out for the Irish c.ii)ital on the 4th Novem-
Ijcr, carrying with him the new or.ilorio. He
arrived in Dublin on the i8th November, and
having given a scries of successful perform-

ances of his earlier compositions, announced
that the Messiah would be produced at the
.Music Hall, Fishamble .Street, on the 13th
April, 1742. The curious advertisement that

appeared in Faulkner's Journal, w;is as fol-

lows :

—

" This day will be performed Mr. Handel's
new grand sacred Oratorio, called the Messiah.
Uoors will be ojiened at eleven, and the per-

formance begin at twelve.

"The .Stewards of the Charitable Musical
Society request the favour of the ladies not to

come with hoops this day to the Music Hall.

The gentlemen are desired to come without
their swords."
From a report that appeiired in the same

Journal, it would seem that the new oratorio

was most enthusiastically received, being wit-

nessed by over seven hundred people. The
proceeds amounted to nearly $2,000, which
Handel generously distributed among three

charities of the city. The writers of those days
stated that " words were wanting to express the

e.Kquisite delight it afforded to the admiring
crowded audience. The Sublime, the Grand,
and the Tender conspired to transport and
charm the ravished heart and ear." The
Messiah was performed for the second time in

Dublin on the 25th May, 1742. After a nine

months' residence in Ireland, Handel left Dub-
lin for England in August, 1742. On his re-

turn to London, the Messiah was produced
three times at Covent Garden in 1743, but,

owing to a senseless cry of sacrilege that was
raised, was announced under the title of the
" Sacred Oratorio," as a kind of concession to

popular prejudice. It was performed twice in

April, 1745, and then withdrawn until 1750,
when it was announced under its original

designation, " The Messiah." It was, doubt-

less, on account of this bigoted cry of sacrilege

raised against his work, and not to the sup-

posed coldness of its reception by the London
audiences, that caused H ; >del to give it so sel-

dom. On the I ith .April, 1/50, Handel gave a
performance for the bv-nelit of the London
Foundling Hospital, and the proceeds having
been considerable, it was rejieated in the fol-

lowing year for the same charitable purpose.

Finally Handel, linding that his oratorio had
become popular, gave the hospital a copy of

the score, and jiromiscd to give a performance
each year in aid of the I nstitution. The trustees

of the Hospital, wishing to secure the gift

legally, drew wy a petition to I'arliament for

leave to bring in a Bill to secure the privileges

Handel proposed to confer upon them. It is

related, however, that when a deputation was
sent to the composer to ask his assent to the

me.isure, Handel tlew into a great rage, and
exdaimctl, " Ted 1 ! for vat s.al de Found-
ling put mien oratorio in de I'arlement. Tc
d 1, mien music sal not go to tie I'arle-

ment." Handel, nevertheless, fulfilled the jiro-



MUSIC AND THE DRAMA. 199

mise he had made, and the eleven perform-
ances under his direction in aid of the hospital,

from 1750 to 1759, I'ealised $34,000. This is a
touching history of his generosity, especially

when it is remembered that he conducted these

performances in person up to 1758, and that he
became (^//;/(-/ in 1753. After Handel's death,

seventeen performances were given from 1760
to 1770, and we are told, on the authority of

Dr. Burney, that the hospital gained an addi-

tion to its funds of $50,000 from this one source.

It is scarcely necessaiy to follow the history of

the Alessiah further than to say, that in 1798
Mozart wrote his additions to the instrumenta-

tion, to serve as a substitute for the organ ac-

companiment which Handel used to add when
presiding at that instrument. The charitable

work that Handel commenced has been con-

tinued up to the present day, and the London
Sacred Harmonic Society make it a practice to

give the Messiah every year for the benefit of

distressed musicians, so that it has truly been
said of it, " It has fed the hungiy, clothed the

naked, and fostered the orphan."
The performance of the Messiah by the

Philharmonic Society, on the nth ult., was
given by way of experiment in the Grand Opera
House. A more disastrous step could scarcely

have been taken, for, from a musical point of

view, the whole thing was a failure. It re-

quired no extraordinary perception to discover

that under existing arrangements the Opera
House is quite unfitted for the representation

of oratorio. The acoustics of the house are de-

fective, and a large proportion of the perform-

ers having to be placed at the back of the stage,

the choruses were rendered indistinct in out-

line, and sounded comparatively insignificant.

It would, however, be unfair to lay the whole
blame of the very level performance upon the

Opera House. The orchestra, which had been
reinforced by Mrs. Morrison's orchestra and
several members of a Buffalo band, had evi-

dently not had a sufficient number of re-

hearsals. Indeed, it is doubtful whether the

violinists who came from the other side had
ever played the music of the Messiah before in

their lives. There was not the slightest pre-

tence to uniformity of bowing ; each player

seemed to phrase and take the passages as best

suited his peculiar style or convenience, and
the result was that the beautiful accompani-
ments weredisfigured, and often made to assume
a character quite inconsistent with the elevated

nature of the oratorio. Had not the Society
been put to great expense for the purpose of

securing the services of these foreign musicians,
there would have been no occasion to dwell
upon this point ; but we may be allowed to

complain if the outside material was of indif-

ferent quality. The soloists were Mrs. Grainger
Dow, of Boston (soprano), Mr. Simpson, of

New York (tenor), and Mr. Egan (bass). Mrs.
Dow, although the possessor of a flexible and

brilliant voice, misinterpreted the solos that fell

to her share in a manner that led us to be-
lieve she was quite out of her element in ora-

torio. She improved upon Handel to an ap-
palling extent—introduced shakes and other
ornaments that were entirely out of place, while
her singing throughout was marked by a want
of sympathy or understanding. Mr. Simpson,
whose voice is of fine quality, was unmistak-
ably the most successful of the soloists, and the
public will doubtless be glad to hear him again
in Oratorio. The exquisite recitative, " Com-
fort ye," was sung in most chaste and finished

style, and under his treatment the music was
truly in harmony wath the words of consolation

to which it is wedded. Equally satisfactory

was his rendering of " Behold and see,"which he
sang with great pathos. It was regretted that

on one or two occasions he slightly departed
from the text. Mr. Egan, it was apparent, had
not sufficiently rehearsed his part, and in jus-

tice to him it must be said ttiat it was generally
understood he had received short notice that

his sen-ices would be required. Our amateurs,
Mrs. Osier, the Misses Dexter, and Miss Madi-
son, sustained their parts creditably. The
choruses, owing to the disadvantageous position

of the singers, did not go so crisply as usual.

Had the stage been effectually boarded in at the
back and sides, as well as above, the eftect

might have been improved. The chorus, how-
ever, struggled bravely against the acoustical

difficulties, and delivered the " Hallelujah

"

with something like their wonted fire. It was
observed that during the singing of this num-
ber, the audience adopted the English custom
of rising en masse. It has been erroneously

supposed that this is a mark of respect to the

more than ordinarily sacred character of the

chorus. The explanation may be found in the

following e.xtract fi'om Beattie's Letters, pub-
lished in 1820 :

—

" When Handel's Messiah was first per-

formed, the audience was exceedingly struck

and affected by the music in general ; but when
that choru ~. struck up, " For the Lord God om-
nipotent,' tbe Hallelujah, they were so trans-

ported, thai with the King (who happened to

be present) they started up and remained stand-

ing till the chorus ended. This anecdote I had
from Lord Kinnoul."
The practice, therefore, is merely an act of

homage paid by the English public to the

memor}' of the composer, as they do not rise at

the Hallelujah chorus in Beethoven's Mount
of Olives, and other oratorios. In concluding
our notice, we must not forget to add that the

conductor was Mr. Torrington, who presided

with his usual care and ability. It is hoped
that Mr. ToiTington will give us an opportunity

of becoming" familiar with the Israel in Egypt.
A concert company, under the management

of a Mr. De Vivo, visited Toronto last month,
appearing at the Grand Opera House on Fri-
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day. the 8th. The artists were Mdlle. Ilmadi

Murska, the celebrated W\\x\'^,\x\2.v\ prima don-

ftij; Madame Carreno-Sauret, pianiste ; Mons.

Sauret, solo violinist ; Signor Bniga, violoncel-

list ; and Sij,'nor Ferranti, the popular lutjfo.

The house was crowded in every part. As was
anticipated, Mdlle. lima di Slurska proved

that she possessed most extensive powers of

vocalization, and her feats oi /ion'/urr excited

great astonishment. The general opinion, how-

ever, was that her voice was on the decline,

and she failed, moreover, to exert that sympa-

thetic charm which is expected from all sin-

gers who claim to be considered high-class

artists. It is unnecessary to enumerate the

different numbers of the programme, as they

have already been noticed by the daily press.

Mdme. Carreno-Sauret, who has appeared in

Toronto on former occasions, is evidently a

favourite. Her touch is somewhat hard, but

her execution is remarkably brilliant, and she

makes light of the greatest difficulties. Mons.

Sauret played several violin solos with all that

nicety of finish which is peculiar to the P'rcnch

school ; his style, however, is cold, and fails to

touch. As to Signor Braga, we have not

heard a finer violoncello player in this city.

He unfortunately indulges in all those displays

of virtuosity calculated to catch the applause

of the unthinking, and consequently compro-

mises his reputation as a conscientious artist.

Signor Ferranti gave a number of /w^ songs

which, if somewhat exaggerated, were very

cleverly rendered, and provoked unusually en-

thusiastic applause. The Company subse-

quently gave a second concert in Shaftesbury

Hall, which was, however, a failure. The
audience was weak, and Madame Sauret being

indisposed, did not appear. Her place as ac-

companyist was ably filled by .Mr. Torrington.

The Boston Philharmonic Club gave two

concerts at Shaftesbury Hall on the i8th and

i9ih ult. As in the programmes of the Club

there is always to be found a selection of the

best classical music, we regretted that the

audiences were small. Owing to the fact of

the Club being one of recent formation, their

cnstiti/>/c' was scarcely so good as that of the

Mendelssohn (Quintette Club, an association of

an older date. Their performance was, how-

ever, of a high order, and we shall be glad to

welcome them again in 'loronto.

In drama the jirincipal feature of the month
at -Mrs. Morrison's Opera House has been

the successful three-week's engagement of Mr.

Frederick Robinson, the eminent l-'nglish

tragedian. He ajipeared in " The Wife's

Secret," " The King of the Commons," " Ham-

let," " Macbeth," " Othello," and other plays,

and showed himself a tragic actor of no ordin-

ary power, though not belonging to cjuite the

highest class. A noteworthy feature is his

elocution, which, without being over-studied, is

so wonderfully distinct that not a word is lost.

Mr. Robinson is remarkable also for his versa-

tility, being quite as good in comedy as in

tragedy or melodrama. His greatest successes

were unquestionably obtained in the two bril-

liant comedies of the late T. \V. Robertson,
" School " and " (Jurs,"bolh of which were put

upon the stage, and acted, as regards all the

principal characters, in a manner that would
have done credit to any theatre in the world.

In both of them, but especially in the last act

of " Ours," the scenery, costumes, stage acces-

sories, even to the most trifling minutiic, and
i
the acting, were presented with a life-like actu-

ality and realism that were perfectly delightful

to witness. We are glad to add that the audi-

ences which witnessed them were large and en-

thusiastic. On the first night of " Ours " the

curtain had to be drawn up no-^ess than six

times at the close of the second act.

At the Royal Opera House, Miss Katharine
Randolph, the English actress, appeared for a

couple of weeks. The principal parts per-

formed by her were Juliet Julia in " The
Hunchback," Pauline in the " Lady of Lyons,"
and Galatea in Mr. W. S. Gilbert's charming
comedy " Pygmalion and Galatea." Miss Ran-
dolph is possessed of great personal beauty,
both of face and figure, has a musical voice,

good elocutionary powers, and is altogether an
exceedingly good actress, though scarcely so
good as the notices in the London Times and
other papers had led us to expect. Her prin-

cipal defect is a decided tendency to " over-

act," a tendency especially noticeable in Julia
and Pauline. Her Juliet was much better,

her presentation of .Shakespeare's hapless
heroine, though by no means on a level with
Miss Neilson's wonderful impersonation, being
a very powerful and erfecti\e piece of acting.

HerCfW(/Av7 also was very effective, being charac-
terized by a very charming )taii>ete, grace, and
innocence ; though it would have been improved
by giving greater prominence to the poetical

side of Mr. Gilbert's conception. .Miss Ran-
dolph's engagement was but moderately suc-

cessful, not so much so as it deserved to be.
We take pleasure in announcing that the great
Fnglish tragedian, Mr. T. C. King, will re-ap-

pear at this establishment on Monday, the <Sth

inst. When last here Mr. King did not favour
us with his masterpiece, Richelieu. We ho|)e

he will do so this time.
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REMINISCENCES OF SOME CAMBRIDGE PROFESSORS.*

BY THE REV. H. SCADDING, D.D.

THERE are many men in Universities

who enjoy, and quite justly, a great

repute locally, but who are little heard of

outside University limits. Whewell, how-

ever, won for himself a name in the general

world of British, if not European, science.

He first appeared as the author of a num-

ber of elementary treatises on Mechanics,

Statics, Dynamics, Geometry, and Conic

Sections, which were used very generally as

text-books in the lecture-rooms ; but his

reputation rests chiefly on two works, The
History of the Inductive Sciences, and

The Philosophy of the Inductive Sciences.

He wrote also one of the Bridgewater

treatises. In the intellectual arena of Cam-
bridge, Whewell, as Tutor, Professor, and

finally. Master of his College (Trinity), was

regarded with considerable awe, on account

of the extra vigour of his mind and a cer-

tain tendency to domineer. With Everett,

in his lectures entitled "On the Cam," the

expression is " Trinity's honoured head ;

"

* From "Leaves They Have Touched ;" No. 3.

Read before the Canadian Institute, Saturday, Jan.

30, 1875.

but Bristed, in his Five Years at an English

University, speaks of "Whewell's awful

presence." He was a Lancashire man, of

stalwart frame and powerful physique ; Ger-

man, perhaps, rather than English, in the

character of his countenance, which was

open, fresh-hued, and round. In his younger

academic days he was regarded with respect

by the bargees of the river and the roughs

of the town, between whom and the gowns-

men there used to be, some years ago, peri-

odical passages of arms. I have myself seen

serious conflicts of this kind in the streets

of Cambridge
;
quite senseless affairs, but

attended with considerable risk to skin and

limbs. If on such occasions one happened

to be out of his own rooms and belated

somewhere with a friend, it was highly ad-

visable, when returning home to College, to

get under the lee of Whewell, or some one

else of his bulk and build. I was in resi-

dence when the old-fashioned "Charley," or

watch, disappeared from the pavement and

the modern policeman took his place. The
effect on the public peace of Cambridge was

very soon apparent. Whewell has left
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memorials of himself in Cambridge of the

old durable mediccval kind. Previous to

his death a so-called Hostel for the accom-

modation of Trinity students was added to

the College by his munificence ; also a quad-

rangle, known as the Master's Court.

Princely endowments were afterwards be-

queathed by him for the perpetual main-

tenance of these augmentations to Trinity.

He likewise by his will established and en-

dowed a chair of International Law, with

scholarships for students in the department

of science. Whewell's first wife was a

a sister-in-law of Lord Monteagle (Spring

Rice) ; his second was the widow of a cleri-

cal baronet (Sir Cilbert Affleck). By the

custom of England this latter lady retained

her name and title after her second marriage.

The invitations to the Lodge used then to

run in the following curious form :

—
" The

Master of Trinity and Lady Affleck request

the honour, &c." At Cambridge it was

humorously said that Whewell's name was

one that ought to be whistled. This was

to correct the wrong rendering of it some,

times heard, Whe-well. Another little jest

among undergraduates used to be that no

book of Whewell's ever appeared without

the assertion somewhere or another in it of

Newton's Three Laws of Motion. As years

rolled on, an epigrammatic saying became

current that science was Whewell's forte, and

omniscience his foible ; it does not appear,

however, that his acquirements in any direc.

tion were superficial. As an instance of the

^reat variety of his knowledge, a story is

told of the conversation having been pur-

jjosely led to the subject of Chinese music,

a learned traveller from China being present

.vho had made himself master of that sub-

let ; whc-n, to the astonishment of all, it

was found that Whewcll was more intimately

acfjuainted with the theory and practice of

music in China than the stranger himself.

The manuscript relics which I preserve of

Whewell are. first, a note addressed from

" 'I rin. (Joll." to the Kdilor of the /'/li/o

sophical Magazine^ accompanying matter for

that periodical. It is characteristic of Whe-

well's ever-busy intellect. " I send you," he

says, " an account of the last meeting of

the Philosophical Society here, which I shall

be glad if you will insert in \k\Q Philosophical

Afagazine of next month, including the ab-

stract of Mr. Murphy's paper and Prof

Airy's communication. I send you also a

notice of some remarks of Berzelius, which

I shall be glad if you can find room for.

Yours faithfully, W. Whewell." And,

secondly, a cordial welcome addressed by

him to a friend or relative, on hearing of his

intended visit to Cambridge. He happens

to speak incidentally of the war raging at

the time between the Northern and Southern

States. " I am glad," he says, " that you

are coming to the British Association : you

shall have Victor's room, or some other, and

will consider the Lodge your home in all

other respects. ... I am quite pre-

pared to believe all that you tell me of

McClellan. He seems to me to have shown

great generalship. But I am afraid the

Northerners have lost their opportunity of

making a magnanimous end to the war when

they were successful. I do not see now," he

continues, "what end is possible except an

end from pure exhaustion. Certainly both

parties have shown great military talents on

a large scale ; but that is small consolation

for the break-up of such a constitution as

theirs ; and I fear that the cause of the

black man's liberty is losing rather than gain-

ing by the conflict. We have been in

Switzerland, " he then adds, '* for a fort-

night, and are now returned to our usual

occupations. I am sorry that we have not

seen our own dear I^kes this summer.''

This note is dated from 'I'rinity Lodge, Cam-

bridge, Sep. 22, 1862. The hand is minute

and clear, and not indicative of the impe-

rious character wlii< h the writer was reported

to possess.

Another eminent lu.m at Cambridge, well

known by sight to all students of the year
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1833 and downwards, was Adam Sedgwick.

He was among the earliest English geolo-

gists of note, and bore the brunt of the first

assaults on the new science. He was a Fel-

low of Trinity and the seventh occupant of

the Woodwardian Professorship of Geology.

In 1833 he published a Discourse on the

Studies of the University of Cambridge,

which ran through several editions and still

maintains its ground.* In a note to that

work he thus speaks in relation to his fa-

vourite science :
" We have nothing to fear

from the results of our inquiries, provided

they be followed in the laborious but secure

road of honest induction. In this way we

may rest assured we shall never arrive at

conclusions opposed to any truth, either

physical or moral, from whatsoever source

that truth may be derived : nay, rather, as

in all truth there is a common essence, that

new discoveries will ever lend support and

illustration to things which are already

known, by giving us a larger insight into the

universal harmonies of nature." He thus

maintained the perfect compatibility of

science with religion. In another place he

asks a question as pertinent to be put to

speculative philosophers in 1875 ^^ it was

in 1833. "Shall this embryo of a material

world," he says, " contain within itself the

germ of all the beauty and harmony, the

stupendous movements and exquisite adap-

tations of our system, the entanglement of

phenomena held together by complicated

laws, but mutually adjusted so as to work

together to a common end, and the relation

of all these things to the functions of beings

possessing countless superadded powers,

bound up with life and volition ? And shall

we then satisfy ourselves by telling of laws

of atomic action, of mechanical movements,

* A severe review of this well-known "Dis-
course " appeared in the Westminster Revie^u at the

time, written by the late John Stuart Mill, which
may be found in the first volume of that philo-

sopher's "Dissertations and Discussions."—Editor

C. M.

and chemical combinations ; and dare to

think that in so doing we have made one

step towards an explanation of the work-

manship of the God of nature ? So far from

ridding ourselves," the Professor adds, " by

our hypothesis of the necessity of an intelli-

gent First Cause, we give that necessity a

new concentration, by making every mate-

rial power, manifested since the creation of

matter, to have emanated from God's bosom

by a single act of omnipotent prescience."

The third annual meeting of the British

Association for the Advancement of Science

took place in Cambridge in 1833, and Sedg-

wick was chosen its president for that year.

In the address delivered by him on the occa-

sion he used language similar to the above,

declaring that " man was compelled by his

intellectual nature to ascend from pheno-

mena to laws, and the moment he grasped

the idea of a law he was compelled, by the

very constitution of his inner mind, to con-

sider that law as the annunciation of the

will of a supreme intelligence." I preserve

with care a report of this memorable meet-

ing, especially for the sake of the autographs

which it contains m facsimile of the numer-

ous savans from all quarters who were pre-

sent. There Sedgwick's own name appears,

the counterpart of the manuscript signatures

of his which I have. Like several other con-

temporaries of note at Cambridge, as, for

example, the two Roses, Hugh James and

Henry John, Sedgwick was from the north

of England. His speech, in which he was
very voluble and sometimes eloquent, was

strongly northern in accent, as was theirs
;

and his countenance—long, bony, dark, and
stern—was northern, perhaps Norse, in type.

The relics which I possess of Professor Sedg-

wick are volumes, once his property, con-

taining some curious manuscript annotations

from his pen. The first book consists ot"

two collections, bound up together, of verses

by self-taught men—one named Sanderson,

the other, Nicholson. The Professor, be-

sides inscribing within both his name, " A.
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Sedgwick," has recorded in characteristic

language the manner in whicli he became

possessed of the two collections, the authors

of which seem to have somewhat interested

him. Of Sanderson, he says :
" During the

summer of 1824 I visited the great quarries

of chalk near Rosley, Cumberland, and

purchased the following poems of the author,

a common lime-burner, whose brains had

been heated by the fumes of his kiln," Of

Nicholson, he writes :
" I met the author on

the top of a coach. He was a rough son of

the Muses, who was carrying bundles of his

poems from village to village, and especially

to the ale-houses, where he was too well

known. ' In this kind of goods, I have all

this side of Yorkshire to myself,' he said.'

A second relic which I show of Professor

Sedgwick is Richard Owen's discourse on

the Nature of Limbs, delivered, in 1849, he-

fore the Royal Institution of Great Britain.

It has the Professor's autograph as before,

and, besides, a multitude of his pencillings,

evidently made in an eager and rapid perusal

of the book.

A memento of Professor Parish, Jack-

sonian Professor of Natural and Experi-

mental Philosophy, comes next. His career,

however, began earlier in the University

than Whewell's or Sedgwick's, but he was

still giving his lectures in 1836, and I had

the satisfaction of being present at some of

them. They were on the practical applica-

tion of mechanism to manufactures, to min-

ing, ship building, fortification, and other

matters. You might have thought it was

Polonius himself who was lecturing, as you

listened to the professor's simple, but earn-

est and effective language, and saw him suit

the action to the word at every step, by con-

structing the part of the apparatus required,

or exhibiting in use the implement sjioken

of. He was then quite an aged person, and

the tones of his voice were those of an old

man ; but he spoke with vigour and shewed

an \inflagging enjoyment of his subject. His

happy oval countenance ever wore a smile.

At the close of each demonstration, he

would, in a playful way, suddenly break up

the structure which he had contrived for his

purpose, separating it rapidly int5 its consti-

tuent parts; or if it should happen to have

been a mould for the casting of a cannon or

a bell, or the wall of a fortified town, or an

isolated fortress, that he had been expatiat-

ing on, he would run his wand ruthlessly

through the moist sand which had been

used, and reduce the whole in a moment to

a state of chaos, like a child demolishing at

a blow, the tower of cards a moment before

laboriously built up. To enable him to

effect promptly his numerous demonstra-

tions, the professor had a wonderful collection

of cog-wheels, cylinders, bars, pulleys, cranks,

screws, and blocks, and an ingenious me-

thod of extemporizing, as it were, then and

there, a contrivance for each experiment, by

means of clamps which fastened together

firmly and quickly, the several parts of the

required apparatus, which parts, presently

taken all to pieces again, would do duty

equally well immediately afterwards in some

other combination. When everything was

ready, the Professor would give the word of

command, to his attendant in these terms :

" Roger make it go
!

" A\'ater was then turned

on, and the desired movement instantly fol-

lowed. The apparatus had been long in

use, and sometimes there was a slight break-

down. Once, 1 remember, some rusted spots

in the sheet iron reservoir suddenly gave

way while the professor was mounted on the

steps in front of it ; the consecjuence was

that several fine jets of water were projected

horizontally from the well-filled lank, pass-

ing between parts of the j^rofessor's robes,

and des<:ending upon us in a most myster-

ious way. One feat of the professor's, 1

find, has survived in my memory with some

vividness. I saw him make a hat ; saw him

clip off before our eyes in the lecture-room,

the fur of a rabbit-skin, which was supposed

to be beaver ; sha|)e it into a sort of bag
;

forcibly press it, all moist, upon a block.
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where at length the thing assumed in some

degree, the appearance of a hat, with brim

curled up at the sides. At several points

in the earlier stages of the process, the lec-

turer interposed an "aside" to his audience,

"Not much like a hat yet!" The manu-

script relic which I possess of Professor

Farish is slight, but somewhat curious. It

relates to some electioneering business at

Cambridge. A certain candidate is reported

to have resigned ; but then the letter pur-

porting to convey that intelligence to the

vice-chancellor may be a hoax. " My dear

sir," the professor writes :
" The Vice-Chan-

cellor should have official noiice of the resig-

nation of Mr. Grant. I hear he has received

a letter; but how does he know that it is Mr.

Grant's writing ? I wish you had not been

out, and that you and I had been able to

go. I have hardly authority, and the V.-C.

might ask : How do you know? The same

objection does not Ue to you. I think it

would be well if you would take the earliest

opportunity of calling as Chairman of Mr.

G's committee. Yours truly, W. Farish.

12 o'clock, Monday. P. S.—Taylor, the

school-keeper gave me the above hint."

(Taylor, the school-keeper, was a well-known

subordinate official, shrewdly skilled in wise-

saws and ancient instances in relation to

small points of ceremony and routine.

School-keeper denotes care-taker of the

schools, or rooms appointed for the public

exercises in the several faculties. The Se-

nate-house also is a part of his charge.)

Looking into Carus's Memoir of the Rev.

Charles Simeon, I hghted on a passagewhich

exactly interprets the note just given. In a

diary, under date of Nov. 19, 1822, Mr.

Simeon writes : " Old Mr. Grant, with Pro-

fessor Farish, called on me and dined with

me. It was a great grief to me, that I could

not vote for his son on Tuesday next : but

I told him that I regard my vote for a mem-
ber of Parliament, not as a right, but a trust,

to be used conscientiously for the good of

the ' whole kingdom,' and his son's being a

friend to what is called Catholic Emancipa-

tion is in my eyes an insurmountable ob-

jection to his appointment. Viewing this

matter as I do, I could not vote for Mr.

Robert Grant, if he were my own son. I

think I shall not vote at all." Then on

Nov. 26, he makes an entry which curiously

refers to the very withdrawal of which Pro-

fessor Farish's note speaks. " Mr. Grant

having withdrawn," he says, " I feel at

liberty to vote for Mr. Bankes, who is a

friend both to the existing Government and

the Protestant ascendancy. A memoran-

dum is added, that the numbers for Mr.

Bankes were 419 ; those for the unsuccess-

ful candidates were : Lord Hervey, 280 ; Mr.

Scarlett, 219. It thus appears that our

friend, Professor Farish, had been going

about among the resident M.A.'s at Cam-

bridge, on an active canvass in favour of

Mr. Robert Grant, in company with " old

Mr. Grant," Robert's father ; and that Ro-

bert's prospect of success did not finally

prove such as to induce him to persevere in

the contest. This Robert Grant was after-

wards the Right Hon. Sir Robert Grant,

Governor of Bombay. He was also a young-

er brother of Lord Glenelg, remembered in

Canada as Secretary of State for the Colo-

nies at the beginning of the present reign.

I now produce a trifling, but highly-prized

note in the handwriting of Professor Smyth,

w'ho from 1807 to 1849 occupied the chair

of Modern History in Cambridge. His lec-

tures on Modern History and on the French

Revolution have taken a high place in

English Literature, and continue to be re-

printed. He shews himself in them to have

been a man much in advance of many of his

contemporaries in respect of the philosophy

of history. " When we read these lectures"

a great Whig authority has said, " we are at

no loss to understand why Cambridge has

produced of late years so many illustrious

thinkers. For two entire generations the

political intellect of that University was un-

der the training of a man who, perhaps, was



!o6 THE CANADIAN MONTHLY.

better fitted for an instructor on the great

social questions of the modern world than
i

any one who has filled the chair of professor
j

m this country." (This, it is expedient to
:

obser\'e, was written in 1856.) When the ;

Prince Consort came up to Cambridge in

1847, to be installed as Chancellor, he paid I

a visit expressly to Professor Smyth, in the

rooms, the professor being at the time in

failing health and unable to go out. All

residents in Cambridge became perfectly

familiar with the form of Professor Smyth.

In costume and manner he followed the

fashion of another century. Being a layman,

he usually wore, under his academic gown,

coloured clothes ; a blue coat with brass

buttons ; buff small-clothes ; white stockings

and buckled shoes ; a hat of e.xtra width of

brim, from beneath which fell a plentiful

growth of long white hair that was tossed

about on the shoulders by the lively move-

ments of the head from side to side ; the face

wearing a cheery, youthful look. Professor

Smyth was the author of the well known

lines carved underneath Kirke White's medal-

lion, formerly in All Saints, but now removed

to the new chapel of St. John's College.

These sculptured lines and Professor Smyth

hiinself used particularly to interest me, as I

happened to occupy in St. John's the very

rooms in which Kirke White died ; and fre-

quently I used to see moving about in the

college-courts outside, old Mr. Catton,

Kirke White's former tutor. The autograph

relic which I transcribe, is simply a casual

note making an inquiry of a friend ; but in

it he chances to speak of a " Sheridan Me-

moir," which was a privately-printed notice

by himself of Thomas, Richard Brinsley

Sheridan's eldest son, to whom the professor

had been private tutor. " My dear Sir," he

says, " the day after I sent you Roscoe's

Lines, I sent you the Sheridan Memoir. Be

so good as to let me know whether you have

received it
; that if not, I may encjuire about

it. I ])ut it into the Post Ofllice myself

^\itli kind rcmctnbrance to the ladies, be-

lieve me, dear Sir, very sincerely yours, Wm.
Smyth." The note is written from Nor-

wich.

The Regius Profes.sor of Greek at Cam-
bridge in my day, was the Rev. James
Scholefield. The reputation as a Greek

scholar of this occupant of the chair of Por-

son, did not extend, perhaps, far beyond

Cambridge. As a divine he was more widely

known. He published an edition of the

Greek Testament and a volume of Hint?

towards an improved translation of the same.

I used to like to listen to Professor Schole-

field's very solid and learned discourses in

St. Michael's Church, uttered to all appear-

ance extemporaneously ; but all of them most

carefully framed and deliberately worded.

The professor's manner was unimpassioned

and his speech slow. With fair complexion

and sandy hair, his general aspect was Scot-

tish. A volume of the notes from which his

sermons were delivered was published after

his decease and is very curious ; to non-

Cambridge men not very intelligible, on ac-

count of the free use of algebraical and

geometrical symbols and other abbreviations

commonly employed in the solution on paper

of mathematical problems. My remem-

brance of Professor Scholefield is a fine

copy of Hutchinson's edition of the " Cyro-

paedia" of Xenophon, printed in bold old

contracted Greek at the Theatre in Oxford,

in 1727. On a fly-leaf is the autograph,

J. Scholefield.

A great notability at Cambridge, up to

1836, was the Rev. Charles Simeon, already

once mentioned. Mr. Simeon had no offi-

cial position in the University. He was

simply a fellow of King's College, and the

occupant of rooms there, holding, at the

same time, the incumbency of a church in the

town. It was in this way that his influence

as a religious instructor was established.

Considerable numbers of the young men ui

each successive year voluntarily attached

themselves to his ministry. His rooms were

open to those who had been introduced to
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him, every Friday evening. I occasionally

dropped in with friends. All sorts of ques-

tions were put to him for solution as he sat

in a rather high chair on one side of the fire-

place, and answers were given in serious or

jocose strain, as the case might require. I

once heard him illustrate the expression

" outer darkness," and administer a caution

to some unknown person, at one and the

same time, thus : It would appear that a

week or two previous, one of his visitors

had lost his academic gown at Mr. Simeon's

rooms. It had been thrown down in a cor-

ner in an outer apartment, as was customary

at these visits, and on the breaking up of the

party, it was nowhere to be found ; and that

was the last of it. Mr. Simeon mentioned

the case, expressing his fear that the gown

had been wilfully abstracted ; and he said,

if this should prove to be so, and he should

discover the delinquent, he would most as-

suredly put him into " outer darkness !

"

(thundering out the expression all of a sud-

den) that is, he would exclude him from his

rooms in the future, and leave him, as it

were, out in the cold. I recollect one even-

ing, after waiting some little time at the out-

set for a question, and none being offered,

he started those present by informing them

that he had that day been present at a fox-

hunt The explanation quickly added was

that while out driving in his carriage he had

been uncomfortably detained somewhere

along the road by the crossing of a pack of

hounds over the highway in full cry after a

fox. The story was wound up with an ab-

rupt—"Now then, gentlemen, start your

fox !
" meaning, lose no more time in pro-

posing something for discussion. My relic

of Simeon is a volume once his property,

containing an account of the life and writ-

ings of one Gerhard Tersteegan, a German
mystic, who lived 1697-176 9. On the whole,

this book would be greatly in harmony with

Mr. Simeon's own views and temperament.

But at one place Tersteegan has expressed

himself in a way that has occasioned a slight

outburst on the part of Mr. Simeon. Ter-

steegan chanced to speak with approbation

of a fourfold division of " Justification,"

thus :
" Justification, according to scripture

and experience, is pxoT^&xly fourfold ; which,

being seldom sufficiently distinguished, is

the cause of so much misunderstanding and

so much controversy." Tersteegan here

seemed to know too much on a point in re-

gard to which Mr. Simeon held himself to

be a master. He accordingly could not re-

frain from seizing his pen and making the

following marginal note in a bold hand, to

which also he appends his initials : " A
very confused head had this good man,

with his fourfold justification ! C. S." Mr.

Simeon's personal appearance is familiar

from the many engravings of him which are

to be seen. The profile was somewhat

Jewish. Mr. Simeon always exhibited a

special interest in questions relating to the

modern Jews ; and, I think, he believed he

had Jewish blood in his veins. I was pre

sent at his funeral, and after the ceremony,

descended into the vault in which the body

was laid, under the nave of King's College

Chapel. I shared also in a momentary

panic which took place on the occasion,

egress for a time being made impossible by

the numbers who kept pressing in. Mr.

Simeon's twenty-one octavo volumes of

skeleton sermons have been, with astonish-

ing industry, minutely indexed by Hartwell

Home. I subjoin some judicious observa

tions once made by Professor Parish to Mr.

Simeon, on the use of ridicule in contro-

versy. Mr. Simeon had indulged in some

irony in an intended reply to strictures by Dr.

Pearson on himself. Parish advises him to

strike the ironical expressions out. He re-

monstrates with his old friend thus : " Aris-

totle somewhere says that in Oratory, gelot'a

[ironical words] are most advantageously

rebutted by serious arguments, and vice versa.

And the remark is very shrewd ; but it is

not to be followed throughout. I don't see

that you get any advantage by it in the
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present case, that is not counterbalanced

many times over by disadvantages. Ridicule,

as the test of truth, is a very powerful wea-

pon in the hands of a disingenuous infidel

;

but the sentiment is false, and the weapon

suits ill in the hands of a Christian. I don't

see the propriety of using it in a serious

subject, against an adversary that means

seriously, and aims to speak candidly, which

I really think is the case at present, though

I never felt less conviction from an attack,

in my life, with respect to the substance of

it. I think, too, your opponent is too re-

spectable a man to be so treated, and his

office too respectable also. I think you will

have the prejudices at least, not to say the

ingenuous proper feelings, both of your

friends and enemies against you on this

point. I see no good you get by following

Aristotle. But only think what an advantage

his rule will give . to your opponent, or

rather to those who will infallibly take up

the cudgels for him."

AFTER THE BALL.

(Seltcttd.)

THEY sat and combed their beautiful hair,

Their long bright tresses, one by one,

As they laughed and talked in the chamber
there,

After the revel was done.

Idly they talked of waltz and quadrille :

Idly they laughed, like other girls,

Who over the fire, when all is still.

Comb out their braids and curls.

Robes of satin and Brussels lace.

Knots of flowers and ribbons too.

Scattered about in every place,

For the revel is through.

And Maud and Madge in robes of white,

The prettiest nightgowns under the sun,

.Stockingless, slipperless, sit in the night,

For the revel is done.

Sit and comb their beautiful hair.

Those wonderful waves of brown and'gokl.

Till the fire is out in the chamber there.

And the little bare feet are cold.

Then out of the gathering winter chill.

All out of the bitter St. Agnes weather.

While the fire is out and the house is still,

Maud and Madge together,

—

Maud and Madge in robes of white,

The prettiest nightgowns under the sun,

Curtained away from the chilly night,

After the revel is done,

Float away in a splendid dream.

To a golden gittern's tinkhng tune,

While a thousand lustres skiinmeriiig stream,

In a palace's grand saloon.

F-I:islung of jewels and flutter of laces,

Tropical odours sweeter than musk.

Men and women with beautiful faces,

And eyes of tropical dusk
;

And one tace shining out like a star,

One face haunting the dreams of each.
And one voice sweeter than others are,

Breaking into silvery speech
;

Telling, through lips of bearded bloom.
An old, old story over again,

As down the royal bannered room,
To the golden gittern's strain.

Two and two, they dreamily walk,
While an unseen spirit walks beside.

And, all unheard in the lovers' talk.

He claimeth one for a bride.

O Maud and Madge, dream on together.

With never a pang of jealous fear !

For ere the bitterest St. Agnes weather
Shall whiten another year.

Robed for the bridal and robed for the tomb,
Braided brown hair and golden tress.

There'll be only one of you left for the bloom
Of the bearded lips to press.

Only one for the bridal pearls.

The robe of satin and Brussels lace,

Only one to blush through her curls

At the sight of a lover's face.

O beautiful Madge, in your bridal white.

For you the revel has just begun
;

But for her who sleeps in your arms tonight
The revel of life is done !

But robed and crowned with your saintly bliss

Ouecn of heaven and bride of the sun,

O beautiful Maud, you'll never miss

The kisses another hath won !

Nora Bekkv.
Nnv York.
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LOST AND WON

A STORY OF CANADIAN LIFE.

By the author of " For King and Country.''^

CHAPTER VII.

WILL IT LAST?

" The bond that links our souls together,

—

Will it last through stormy weather?

—

Will it stretch if Fate divide us,

—

When dark and weary hours have tried us ?
"

THE following day—a Sunday—was the

saddest Alan had ever spent, unless

it might be that one—now rather indistinct

in his memory—when the corpse of a little

sister, the youngest of the family, had been

carried away to the cemetery at Mapleford.

Mr. Campbell " felt poorly," he said, and

remained in bed, as was often the case when
any trouble came upon him. Ben had re-

mained with his Indian friends, and Dan
had gone off the evening before to spend a

couple of days with his comrades, so it was

a very small and silent group that gathered

around the breakfast table. It was Jeanie's

Sunday at home, for she and her mother

could not well go, both of them, to church

at a distance of seven miles ; and she in-

sisted that her mother should not depart

from the usual arrangements, knowing that

it always did her good to go and hear her

friend and pastor, Mr. Abernethy, whose

words of Christian consolation fell like balm
on her wounded spirit.

So Alan and his mother and Hugh were

all that set off in the light spring waggon for

Mapleford, a good-sized village, in which

stood the two or three churches to which

the people of Radnor township resorted, for

miles around. It seemed strange to Alan

to see the quiet sameness of all things

around, when so great a change was brooding

over his own life. It made him feel as if it

must have been a dream—as if he must

wake and find that things would still go on

as they had always done—when he turned

into the straggling village street that ran

along the river, past the familiar white

houses, the country shops with their shut up

windows, all whose wares were well-known

to him, and came to the little stone church

with its long driving shed on one side, and

the modest, unpretending house of Mr.

Abernethy, nestling among lilacs and apple

trees, on the other. There were the people

in their Sunday dresses, farmers in black

frock coats, looking very unlike their week-

day selves ; and wives and daughters, in

Carrington millinery, straggling along in little

groups ; there was the row of " teams

"

drawn up in the driving shed which pro-

tected from the weather the horses of those

who had farther to go ; and there were the

five or six horses with side-saddles, used by

the wives of farmers who lived on roads

rather rough for wheeled vehicles ; every-

thing was just the same, but Alan seemed

to see it as one in a dream. The famihar

faces around him in the church seemed to

him faint and dream-like, as did also the

dignified presence and benignant voice of

Mr. Abernethy, who, in a discourse, a little

too scholarly perhaps for some of his audi-

ence, but still thoroughly earnest, tried to

raise the thoughts of his hearers above the

shifting clouds and changing scenes of

" things seen and temporal," to the star that

ever shines, clear and unchanging, above

them—the star that once shone in the East

to guide the wise men to Bethlehem, and

which still shines, undimmed by the vapours

of earth, for all who truly look for it now.

But Alan had not learned yet to follow that

star, though he knew his mother had. Poor
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fellow ! the light he was following just now
was but an i^tiis fafuus, that must soon die

down and go out !

Neither Lottie nor her mother were

among the congregation. Their absence

was not an uncommon thing, as Lottie dis-

liked church-going, and Mrs. Ward, tired

with her perpetual activity during the week,

was fond of taking the " day of rest " in its

literal physical signification, to " set her up

again ' for Monday's labours, which, of

course, a seven or eight miles' drive on a

warm day would have very considerably in-

terfered with. The miller usually came,

however, chiefly for the sake of a little

variety and a talk with his neighbours,

generally going home with some of them to

dinner.

After service, while Alan and Hugh went

to get out the waggon, their mother waited

for a talk with Mrs. Abernethy, the minis-

ter's wife, whose gentle, refined, aged face

seemed to bear the impress of much meekly

borne sorrow. And such indeed was the

case, for there were four little green graves

in the neighbouring graveyard, which had

early desolated the minister's house, and

robbed it of the childish smiles and childish

voices which had been its music and its

sunshine. But these heavy sorrows had

made Mrs. Abemethy's heart a never-failing

source of sympathy for all who were in

trouble of any kind—a friend to whose

gentle ministration all sufferers instinctively

turned. Ever since the time when Mrs.

Campbell's little daughter had been sud-

denly taken from her, and she had received

from Mrs. Abernethy much never-to-be-for-

gotten sympathy and comfort, and, what was

better, guidance to a higher source of con-

solation, the two had been very closely

drawn together. When Alan drove up to

the church door to find his mother, he saw

her walking with Mrs. Abernethy along the

little shaded path that led from the church

to the minister's house, and he knew, when
he saw Mrs. Abernethy wiping away the

tears that so readily rose to her eyes in re-

sponse to the sorrows of others, that his

mother had been communicating to her

friend the family calamity. l\ gave him,

with a pang, a new sense of the reality of

the calamity, now that it was being com-

municated to one outside the family. Mrs.

Abernethy came to assist his mother into

the waggon, having in vain pressed her to re-

main and take some refreshments, and Alan

knew, by the way in which her kind, delicate

hand silently pressed his, that she was feel-

ing intensely for their misfortune. It almost

irritated him, for the moment, to have the

sense of it thus borne in upon him, kind as

he knew the sympathy to be.

As they drove back along the quiet vil-

lage street, they overtook a female figure of

somewhat peculiar aspect. It was a spare,

angular form, attired in a black silk which,

though well preservt^d, bore evident marks

of age, a black satin shawl, stiffly folded over

her shoulders, and a large bonnet of rather

antique fashion, but all of excellent material

and scrupulously neat in arrangement. The

wearer of this apparel was walking with the

brisk, elastic step which might have be-

longed to a much younger person than she

appeared to be, when she turned at the

sound of the wheels behind her, and re-

vealed, under the heavy bonnet and the

little stiff curls beneath it, a sharp, clearly

cut physiognomy of unmistakably New
England type, which had evidently seen at

least fifty summers, but whose bright,

shrewd, grey eyes sparkled with a still youth-

ful light, and seemed full of kindness and

humour.

"(jood morning. Miss Honeydew," said

Alan, drawing up. " I needn't offer you a

lift, when you're so near your own door."

" (iuess t'aint hardly worth while," said

the lady, in a cheery voice and with a merr)

smile. " (iood morning, Miss Campbell .

good morning, Mr. Alan, my dear ; and

Hugh, what a big boy you do be gettin' to

be ! Now, Miss Campbell, do get down
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and come in with me and have a bit of my
dinner. 'Taint much to ask you to, for I

don't cook none, Sunday, but you do look

so tired, and you'd be the better of the

rest.'^ •

" I'm very much obhged to you, Miss

Honeydew," said Mrs. Campbell, "but I'm

anxious to get home, for Mr. Campbell's a

little poorly to day, and Jeanie's at home

alone."

A somewhat dubious expression came into

Miss Honeydew's face at this speech. She

looked acutely at the little group for a

moment. " Well, ifyou won't come in,'taint

any use keeping you standing in the sun !

But do come and see me soon ; seems as if

I hain't set eyes on you for ever so long
;

and, Mr. Alan, I'll have some first-class

gooseberries ripe next week, so mind you

must come and get some of 'em." And
then, saying good-bye, with a smile and a

nod, Miss Hepzibah Honeydew turned to

enter a little white gate, which opened on a

garden full of a profusion of flowers, in front

of a neat, small, white house, whose green

verandah was festooned with what seemed

an infinite variety of creepers.

" Sakes and patience ! " Miss Honeydew
inwardly ejaculated, as she felt in her pocket

for her door key ;
" how that blessed wo-

man does get *most worried to death with

that doin'less husband of hers ! Well for

them as hain't got none to make their lives a

burden to 'em ! Though 'taint to be denied

it's nice having a boy like Mr. Alan ! " she

added, with a half sigh.

The lady who bore the above poetical

cognomen was an important personage in

Mapleford— not from the length of her purse,

however, for though her father, an enterpris-

ing New Englander, who, during her early

days, had somehow drifted out into these

backwoods, and had made a pretty respect-

able sum between farming and shop-keeping,

had left his only unmarried daughter

pretty " comfortable ;

" still few, with no

larger resources than hers, would have

thought that they had much to spare. But

Miss Hepzibah had a heart that extended

very much beyond the capacities of her

purse, and from her childhood had had the

peculiarity, more common among women

than among men, of not fully enjoying any-

thing unless she shared it with more needy

people than herself, and as these were not

few, even in Mapleford, her opportunities for

sharing were tolerably abundant, and her

life was both a busy and a bountiful one.

Her brothers and sisters had all gone forth

from Mapleford to distant homes or wider

spheres of business, chiefly in the United

States, and she herself had had urgent in-

vitations—not altogether disinterested (for

Miss Hepzibah would have been an invalu-

able adjunct in any household)—from mar-

ried brothers, to make her home with them.

But she had a pretty independent spirit of

her own, and liked to stay on among people

whose faces and histories were all familiar to

her, in the same house, somewhat renovated

it is true, in which she had grown from

youth to womanhood, and in which her

one little love story had begun and ended.

But though her life was a solitary one, ex-

cept for her own rare visits to her distant

relatives, and for a stray nephew or niece

occasionally coming to sojourn for a short

time with her, it was by no means so lonely

an existence as that of an " old maid " is

commonly supposed to be. In the first

place, there was her own live stock ; her

friend and companion " Cleo

"

—short for

Cleopatra—a little black dog of no particular

breed, but of very particular ways ; her grey

Maltese cat Tabitha, that in summer was

always airing her glossy, silken robes in Miss

Hepzibah's flower garden ; her little flock

of poultry in the poultry yard behind it
;

and last; but not least, in importance at

least, her canary, which, nanging in the

verandah, always welcomed its mistress's re-

turn by chirping and tuning up for a song.

Then she often had some little protege in

the shape of a neglected village child, whom
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she would take in. and, with infinite pains,

train up to be a tidy little handmaid, letting

her go to some more lucrative service as

soon as she was fit for it. And besides

these various inmates, her house was a

favourite resort with both old and young

—

with the young, because of her lively talk,

as well as of the cakes and fruit that they

knew were readily forthcoming ; with the

old, because they enjoyed a cheery chat

with her, and because they brought to her

their physical troubles, as naturally as they

took their mental ones to Mrs. Abernethy,

generally getting from her some alleviating,

if not curing, prescription, for she had a

natural aptitude for such things. The quan-

tities of raspberry vinegar, jelly, and cordials

that she gave away to sick people would have

been considered by Mrs. Ward ridiculously

extravagant ; but then Miss Hepzibah did

not care to save up her possessions, but to

distribute them. Her flowers and fruit,

though on a small scale, were the wonder

and admiration of the village. She was a

born florist, and it was indeed wonderful

how she could raise so many beautiful, and

even rare, flowers in so small a space and

with such tasteful arrangement. Not only

had she beautiful carnations, pansies, stocks,

and other favourite garden flowers, but she

took in and carefully cultivated some of the

choicer wild ones, such as hepaticas, tril-

liums, and the gorgeous scarlet-spiked car-

dinal flower, which, she used to say, it was

a shame to leave to blush unseen in the re-

cesses of the woods. She had a rockery,

composed of a collection of odd and pretty

stones from the bank of the river, and

draped with a variety of luxuriant ferns
;

and her little verandah was curtained with a

wonderfiil variety of twining plants, from

grape vines and Virginia creepers to climb-

ing roses and canary flowers. Whenever

she paid a visit to her relatives in the Stales,

she was sure to bring back some rare or

curious addition to her stock of ]>l;ints, and

she was always ingeniously originating some

new variety, which a professional gardener

might have envied. No pen, indeed, could

describe the happiness which her passion

for flowers brought to her. If she was ever

uncharitable in speaking of any human

being, alive or dead, it was in regard to the

mother of the human race, and her derelic-

tion in circumstances where " she could

have as many flowers as ever she liked,

and no weeds to choke, or frosts to nip

'em !
" She was continually beset by applic-

ations for flowers, especially from small

children, and it was a wonder how her

patience and her flower-beds stood out

against the continual drain upon them. But

they did ; and she had her own philosophy

about it. " Pick your flowers," she would

say ;
" pick 'em if you want to have 'em I

If you stint 'em you soon won't have any to

stint. There ain't nothin' so much as

flowers that it's true about— ' there is that

scattereth and yet increaseth.'

"

Then her fruit—the delicious strawber-

ries and raspberries and gooseberries, each

in their own season ; and later on, the plums

and pears and Famcuse apples, looking so

rosy and tempting among their green leaves.

The wild, orchard-robbing boys of the

neighbourhood—to their honour be it said

—

let Miss Honeydew's apples alone ; they

had a certain superstitious feeling—however

callous their consciences might be with re-

gard to those of others—that it was a sin to

steal hers. Some of them had tried it once
;

but Miss Hepzibah had pounced out upon

them from an unexpected corner, and alertly

capturing some of the culprits, had admin

istered a somewhat unexpected treatment.

For, after a brisk shaking from her vigorous

arm, and a good sound lecture on the wick-

edness of their conduct, she had filled

their pockets with ripe ruddy apples, and

sent them away with tiie injunction to mind,

for the future, that " honesty was the best

policy." It might not seem to be the best

way of enforcing the maxim ; but it had

pr<ncd effectual, so far at least a.*; she was
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concerned. Those boys stole no more of

her apples.

And Miss Hepzibah was as busy as she

was liberal ; for, besides her own multifarious

little concerns, she generally had those of

half the neighbourhood to consider and

attend to. There was nothing that she

wasn't considered capable of doing. Little

girls brought her their dolls' clothes to cut

out, and little boys, ambitious of kite-flying,

came to claim her help in making their

kites. At quilting bees, and in sick rooms,

where patient watching and clever, cheerful

nursing were wanted. Miss Honeydew's ser-

vices were always specially in request, and

she never came in contact with a trouble,

that was capable of being remedied, that

she did not immediately set to work to de-

vise, if possible, some means of remedying

it. It was a literal burden of mind to her

till she could do so, and nothing gave her

so much satisfaction, after long and patient

pondering, as " to see daylight through a

hobble " into which any of her neighbours

had got.

Mrs. Ward appreciated Miss Honeydew's

cleverness at least, but she would sometimes

speak a little contemptuously of her " small

way." But Miss Hepzibah, with her " small

way," had, in her genuine, ever flowing in-

terest in every human being, and beast, and

flower that crossed her path, and in the Chris-

tian kindness ever flowing out from a simple,

earnest Christian heart, a perennial spring

of happiness, pure and unalloyed, which

Mrs. Ward, with her engrossment in cum-

bering cares, and constant fear lest moth

and rust might destroy her well-preserved

treasures, could not even imagine.

It was no wonder, then, that Miss Honey-

dew was a favourite among all her acqaint-

ances, and that her little daintily kept house

was so inviting to every one, from Mr.

Abernethy down to Cindy Simmons, the

village beggar. Alan Campbell, and Dan
too, were among her chief friends and fa-

vourites, though it somewhat alloyed the

pleasure of Dan's visits that Miss Hepzibah

would always insist upon his carrying home
to his mother a bottle of cordial or a pot of

preserves, or some other fragile commodity,

which did not always reach home in good
preservation. For Mrs. Campbell— differ-

ent as the two were in most respects— Miss

Hepzibah had a strong admiration as well

as regard ; and having but few burdensome

cares of her own, and not being much ad-

dicted to introspection, she generally had a

mind at leisure for the kindly consideration

of her neighbours' affairs. Mrs. Campbell's

troubles often afforded her a fruitful subject

for reflection, though as yet she did not

know the new and grave one that menaced
her.

As they drove homewards, Alan and his

mother had a little quiet talk about the im-

pending crisis, and she tried to instil into

his mind some of the patient submission

that was already soothing her own. In par-

ticular she was anxious to drive away any

hard and bitter feelings that he might be

cherishing—that she feared he was cherish-

ing—against the immediate authors of their

distress. But this task was much beyond

her power. He said but little, but the little

he did say showed how bitterly he felt, and

he heard all she had to say in a moody
silence which gave her no reason to hope

that her well-intended efforts had been suc-

cessful. And, of course, this hard feeling

in his heart greatly increased the bitterness

of the trial, as well as silently corroded his

own peace of mind.

In the afternoon, after wandering aim-

lessly about for a time, vainly trying to fix

his mind upon some feasible plan for the

future, he went over to Blackwater Mill,

anxious to communicate to Lottie the altered

state of affairs, and to see what she would

say. He left his father sitting up in his arm-

chair, gazing wistfully at the open window

and the green leaves waving without, and

his mother in the little porch reading out of

her well-worn Bible, some of those sublime
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poetic words of comfort to the sorrowing,

which, written by royal bard or wandering

prophet when the world was young, do still,

as Tennyson's Arthur Hallam exj^ressed it,

" fit into every fold of the human heart."

As he passed her, she drew him towards

her, and pointed to the verses she was read-

ing—verses in which she had often found

comfort and counsel before now :
" Commit

thy way unto the Lord ; trust also in Him,

and He shall bring it to pass. Rest in the

Lord, and wait patiently for Him : fret not

thyself because of him who prospereth in his

way ; because of the man who bringeth

wicked devices to pass ; cease from anger

and forsake wrath ; fret not thyself in any

wise to do evil."

Alan read it to please her, though he al-

most knew it by heart already. And then

he hurried off, somewhat impatiently. Such

a law he felt quite too strict for him. He
could not yet bear to think that his anger,

which he was nourishing in his heart as a

righteous feeling, was a thing to be " ceased

from " and forsaken. He said to himself

that it was impossible, and so it was for

unassisted human nature.

At Blackwater Mill he found the miller

reading, in a rather sleepy manner, a stray

number of 1 he Canada Farmer; Mrs. Ward

counting her thirty-tive young turkeys, to

make sure no blood-thirsty weazel or wily

fox had diminished the number since the

last counting ; and Lottie, lying on the set-

tee by the wide kitchen window, engrossed

in one of the morbid sensational romances

she was so fond of reading. It jarred upon

Alan, who had fresh in his mind the image

of his mother as he had left her, with her

very different occupation. Moreover, he

had been trained by her to reverence the

day of rest, and to feel that its cjuiet hours,

intended to ennoble and purify the week-

day life, were given for something belter I

than being wasted on books which he knew,
j

from the little he had seen of them, were not

only vapid and unprofitable, but positively i

pernicious, from their highly coloured and

false views of life ; and it pained him to

think how far his mother and Lottie would

be out of harmony when they should be

brought into a closer relation. He could

not help saying something to Lottie, depre-

cating her constant reading of such books,

the taste for which she had formed at board-

ing-school. But Lottie took his remarks

rather sulkily, and said that " if he didn't

like her as she was, he'd better look for

some one else." However, the look of

pain that crossed his already saddened face

made her feel a little self-reproach, for she

was really very glad to see Alan, now that

Mr. Sharpley was gone, and she was feeling

a little ainuyee after the excitement of his

visit, and his polite speeches and attentions.

And she thought, as Alan came up. how

much better looking he was after all than

Mr. Sharpley— if he would only look a little

" brighter," and seem as delighted to see

her as he should.

Alan soon carried her off to their little

shady nook by the waterfall, and then broke

to her as gently as possible the great change

that had come over his prospects. Lottie

was not slow to comprehend it, for she had

not un frequently heard her father allude to

"old Campbell's money troubles," though

he was far from knowing their extent ; and

she was not slow to see how it must affect

her own prospects for years to come. But

she was not quick at expressing either emo-

tion or sympathy, so she heard .Alan almost

in silence, while she was inwardly consider-

ing possibilities and results. She was not

in any hurry to be married, for its own sake,

fewyoung girls arc who live in happy homes.

She was not so deeply in love with .\lan as

to be at all impatient for their united life to

begin, and she rather liked the importance

of being " engaged." Hut it was different

to be brought face to face with the fact that

the engagement must be one of prolonged

duration : thai all the tempting glories of

the trouiseau and the wedding accessories
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must be indefinitely postponed ; and that

the new Hfe, when it did begin, would in all

probability be on a very different scale from

that to which she had looked forward.

" What do you suppose you will do,

Alan ? " she said at last, " if you have to

leave Braeburn ?
"

"That's just what I've been trying to

think, Lottie, all these two weary days," he

rephed, with a heavy sigh. " I don't see

yet what the rest are to do. For myself, I

shall just have to look out for some employ-

ment, anything I can find, and that's not

easy for a fellow like me, brought up to

nothing but farming."

Lottie inwardly wished he had been

brought up to something else—to law, for

instance, like Mr. Sharpley—but for a won-

der she had the grace not to say so.

" I think I might find something to do

about some of these saw-mills, or in the

lumbering business," he continued, " either

here or at Carrington. Very likely I shall

have to go to a distance from here in any

case. But, Oh Lottie," he said, drawing

her closer to him, " I do want to know that,

come what may, you will be true to me, and

wait for me till I can make a home fit for

you to come to. I'm sure I cati do it in

time, and I don't care for all the rest, or

mind what happens to me in the meantime,

if I only have that to look forward to."

Lottie was a little startled, as well as trou-

bled, by the intense though suppressed

emotion with which he spoke. He had not

shown so much before, even when he first

told her of his love, and she did not think

" scenes " were quite so pleasant in reality

as they were represented in books. She

shrank a Httle from Alan's present mood,

and replied, rather impatiently, that he

needn't be uneasy ;
" it would be time

enough when she had any idea of marrying

any one else."

Alan felt chilled and disappointed. In

his dreams there had been, half vaguely, the

thought of a love which a common sorrow.

a common burden to be borne, would only

make closer and tenderer ; one which would

not be restrained, even by maidenly pride,

from giving the frank, true-hearted expres-

sion of abiding affection which he craved

with a sickening longing ; one which would

have tender words of sympathy and comfort

in distress, instead of shrinking visibly from

it. Lottie always did shrink from people in

trouble. She could not respond with an

active sympathy, and it made her feel un-

comfortable, she hardly knew why.

But it was of no use to express any dis-

appointment ; he mustn't fail. It might

only cause estrangement, and make Lottie

think him exacting ; as if estrangement had

not already begun, when in so close a rela-

tion, either is afraid to express any feeling

about the other. So he tried to hide his

disappointment from himself, and to sup-

press any misgivings as disloyal and unjust

to the girl he loved so truly, and who, he

fain would believe, as truly loved hitn.

Mrs. Ward called them in to tea. Alan

found it hard to take his part in the gossip-

ing conversation that went on around the

supper-table, spread in the kitchen this time,

through the open windows of which the

light evening breeze was blowing, and to

hear and reply to Mrs. Ward's unsuspecting

talk about Mr. Sharpley and his visit. It

seemed such a long, long time since that

evening when he and Mr. Sharpley took tea

together in the best parlour. Mrs. Ward
noticed his depression, as well as Lottie's

unusually silent, abstracted air, and won-

dered if they had had a lover's quarrel.

"We never thought of such things in my
young days," she said to herself.

After tea Mr. \Vard took his seat at the

door, lighting his pipe " to keep oft" the mus-

quitoes," which were beginning to get pretty

troublesome. Alan stayed with him as long

as he thought duty and civihty required, and

then, seeing no prospect of another quiet

talk with Lottie, he bade them all good

night, declining to wait until the moon
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should rise. Lottie did not volunteer to ac-

company him to the gate this evening. Per-

haps he might have asked her to do so if

her father had not said he would walk a bit

of the way with him himself. " A turn

would do him good before he went to bed."

Just before he left, Alan recollected the

ribbon he had bought for Lottie in Carring-

ton, which he had in his pocket, but in his

engrossment in other things, had forgotten

till now to produce. Lottie accepted it

graciously ; it 'loas very pretty, and just

suited her taste and complexion ; and she

bade Alan good-bye with a brighter face and

more warmth of manner than she had shown

since he had told her about the family

distress.

CHAPTER VIII.

PLANS.

'• The shadows gather thickly round, and up the

misty stair they climb,

The cloudy stair that upward leads to where the

closed portals shine."

LIFE, next day, went on at Braeburn

as life must always do, however heavy

may be the present trouble or the impend-

ing calamity. There are always the little

trivial daily details to be attended to even if

the heart seems breaking ; and sometimes

the very distraction of feeling caused by

these keeps the poor heart from breaking

outright.

Mr. Campbell was the only one who

seemed really incapacitated for ordinary

duties. He tried to go about the business

oi the farm as usual, but it seemed impossi-

ble for him to collect his mental and ])iiysi-

cal energies, long undermined by his habits

of life, and now altogether ])rostrated by the

crisis that confronted him. Tilings must have

gone all wrong but for Alan, who, with a

clouded brow, grave thoughtful air, and

firmly set lips, went silently and steadily on

with the work that had to be done. Dan

did not come home till the afternoon ; he

was always easily persuaded to stay with

his companions even when he knew he was

needed at home. Hugh, who had heard

from his sister something of the family dis-

aster, helped his brother a little, but rushed

off at every available moment to study his

Cjesar with renewed diligence, intent on

getting on with his studies with the utmost

celerity, so that he might do some indefi-

nite something to help his father and mother

that they might not want money any more.

Mrs. Campbell's heavy eyes and wear)-

step told of watching and sorrow, but she

tried to assume a cheerful air to lighten a

little the general gloom of the household ;

busied herself in doing all she could think

of for their comfort, and especially Alan's.

Jeanie, on whose willing shoulders lay no

small amount of work that day, was perhaps

the most energetic and cheerful of them all,

her physical vigour and buoyant spirits seem-

ing to bear her up to meet the calamity.

But it was not only these that kept her up.

Jeanie had had what Miss Honeydew would

have called " a good crying spell," all alone

by herself, the previous afternoon in a little

natural bower near the barn, where the luxu-

riant foliage of a wild vine spread its green

drapery over two adjoining maples, and made

a perfectly secluded retreat. Jeanie had

often sought refuge there to weep out many

a childish grief, or more serious one as she

grew older, and Alan had noticed that she

always came forth from her seclusion with

an expression of i)eaceful submission which

reminded him of the look his mother's face

often wore, and with a bright determined

energy of which his mother's now broken

spirits were, alas, incapable. And this occa-

sion was no exception. That Monday morn-

ing she had been up at four, in the first grey

of dawn, that she might get through the

family washing in good time. Then there

was the bread which she had set early, to

knead and set to rise again, and then the but-

ter had to be churned, because in that hot
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weather the cream would not keep, and that

was a piece of work which—unUke the

Wards—Mrs. Campbell and Jeanie always

did between them, Ponto never having been

trained to work for his living, otherwise than

in his own natural pursuits. And when, by

the afternoon, all this had been accom-

plished and the butter carefully packed away

in the large crocks waiting in the cellar to

receive it, Jeanie, who might have been

supposed to need a rest, sat down, to all

appearance untired, to do some mending for

Dan, who had just returned. Moreover,

knowing it would only worry her mother or

Alan to have to tell him the bad news, which,

as yet, he had not heard, Jeanie nerved her-

self to break it to him as he sat with her in

the corner of the outer kitchen. Dan only

gave one long low whistle, and sat for some

time lost in thought as if the prospect of a

compulsory change was not altogether dis-

agreeable to him. Suddenly, however, a

new aspect of the case presented itself and

he exclaimed

—

" Everythi?ig to be- sold, did you say,

Jeanie ? They can't take Beauty and sell

her, can they ?
"

Jeanie sadly shook her head. She could

not tell, but she thought they could hardly

expect to keep so valuable a horse ; and

Dan rushed off to the fields to find his

brother and satisfy himself on this important

point. And when he found from Alan that,

so far as he could see. Beauty would have

to be sacrificed, Dan flew to find her where

she was contentedly cropping the juicy pas-

ture grass, and throwing his arms round her

neck, sobbed like a child.

In the evening Jeanie followed Alan as

he went to water some of the animals. She

put her arm through his, and the two walked

slowly along through the dewy fields where

the sheep were quietly grazing and the

lambs running races around their woolly

mothers.

" Alan," she asked, gently, " have you

thought yet of what we are to do, if
"

2

She could not yet put the leaving of the

old home into plain words.

" Yes, Jeanie, I've been thinking ; for it's

pretty certain we can't stay here. Of course

I shall look out for something to do, and

we shall just have to look out for some
place where the rest of you can go and live

as cheaply as possible. Dan will be able, I

think, to get some employment soon, and I

hope he and I will be able to keep the rest

of you all straight. It doesn't cost much to

live here you know. If everything else

fails we could go up to the old shanty on

Deer Lake."

This was a wild piece of land which Mr.

Campbell, in days when money was not

quite so scarce with him, had bought,

tempted by its exceeding cheapness, but he

had never been able to attempt to clear it,

and the land seemed so rocky and unprom-

ising, that it was looked upon in the family

as a bad speculation, and had several times

been on the point of being sold for taxes.

" Poor Dan," said Jeanie, " I suppose

Beauty will have to go?
"

" I suppose she must," Alan replied, with

a heavy sigh. " Of course we shall be able

to keep some things, but we could hardly ex-

pect to keep a valuable beast Uke that. I

hope we may find a purchaser for her among
some of our friends, so that Dan might

keep track of her. And Hugh ! It would

be a great pity to disappoint the boy of

going to college, but I'm afraid it'll have to

be put off till he's made something himself

to help him along. I wonder if he couldn't

get a school to teach by and by."

" That's what / think of doing, Alan,"

said Jeanie, half diffidently.

" Yoii, Jeanie ; why, I never thought of

your having to do anything ! And, besides,

could you ? Have you learned enough of all

those things you have to know before you

can get a certificate ?"

" I've always kept on studying a little,

you know," Jeanie replied, with a quiet re-

solution in her voice. "I've managed to keep
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up with Hugh, at any rate ; and if I had a

little quiet time to study, I'm sure I could

soon pass as good an examination as Sue

Reynolds, and you know she's got a very

good school near Carrington. I know Mr.

Abernethy will help me, and lend me books.

And I like teaching, you know, as well as

studying, and it wouldn't be as hard work

as I have here all the time. And there

would be more satisfaction in making

scholars than in making butter !
" she added,

laughingly.

" Jeanie, you're a brick ! " said Alan,

with an attempt to hide his real feeling

under an assumed playfulness. " I never

knew any one like you for making the best

of everything. I suppose next you'll say

that all this trouble is the best thing that

could have happened to us all \ a great deal

nicer than having everything go on smoothly,

and having no want of anything ?
"

" Indeed, Alan, I think it would be very

bad for us to feel as if we had no want of

anything; I don't say it's nicer to have

trouble, and there's no one will be more

sorry than I shall to—leave
—

"

Jeanie had to stop by reason of a lump

in her throat that prevented her going on

just then. Presently, however, she swal-

lowed down her emotion with an effort, see-

ing that it intensified the sorrowful expres-

sion of Alan's face, and added, confidently,

" But I do say and think that if it were not

the bebt thing for us it wouldn't have hap-

pened ; and 1 am sure that if we could

always see all that is to come out of every-

thing, we should be contented to have every-

thing happen just as God orders it."

" Well, perhaps so ; I only wish I could

feel it so," replied Alan, with a heavy sigh,

thinking of Lottie, and thinking, too, how

much more heavily this blow fell on him

than on Jeanie or any of the rest. Pre-

sently the association led him to a new idea,

and turning full on Jeanie he said, with an

arch smile, that cleared away for a moment

the expression of care from his face, "After

all, Jeanie, I don't see that there's any oc-

casion for this school-keeping idea of yours

at all, when you may have a house of your

own to go to, any day you like." -

"What do you mean, Alan?" asked

Jeanie ; the tell-tale colour that rose in her

face showing that she knew what he meant

perfectly well.

"Why, I mean Robert Warwick, and you

know it," he replied. " You must know

quite well what brings him here so often,

and what makes him so very obliging to

father. Indeed he said as much to me
once ; and 1 do think, Jeanie, you might do

a great deal worse. It's true he isn't as

clever as you'd like, I suppose, but he's a

first-rate, good-hearted, honest fellow, who

would be as kind as any woman could de-

sire, and could make you as comfortable as

any farmer's wife in the township."

" Alan !
" exclaimed Jeanie, with deep-

ened colour, and some womanly indignation

in her voice—for she had a little romantic

dream-world of her own, and his speech

jarred rudely upon it
—"Alan, do you think

I would marry any man because he could

make me comfortable ? And Robert War-

wick is too good a fellow not to get a wife

who would want him for himself, not his

fann ; and that will never be me ! And you

can tell him so, if you like ! " she added,

almost out of breath with her eagerness to

put an end to the idea.

" No, thank you," said Alan ;
" it's not so

pleasant to communicate bad tidings. But,

never mind, Jeanie, I'm not in such a hurry

to get rid of you ; I only thought it was my
duty to give you a little brotherly advice."

Jeanie was wondering a little whether

Alan had yet told Lottie their bad news,

and how she had received it, but she fell

shy of api)roaching that subject with her

brother. And the conversation was abruptly

terminated by the realization of the old i)ro-

vcrl), in the j)crson of Mr. Robert Warwick,

whom they saw crossing the field to join

them. Jeanie coloured moredcejily than ever^
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and was indignant with herself because she

felt her manner so constrained, and could

not, with all her trying, force herself to be

even ordinarily agreeable to the young man,

who looked so eager and devoted that

Jeanie shrank from him, and hated herself

for it all the more.

Mrs. Ward's raspberries were picked at

last that week, and barely in time. It was

rather a dull berry-picking, however ; very

different from what it would have been a

week earlier. Alan was far too busy to go

with the girls, much as he would have liked

to have been with Lottie every available

moment, and Lottie felt rather aggrieved

that he did not come, though it was not that

she missed his presence so much as his at-

tentions. Jeanie and Lottie talked a little

over the painful circumstances that were

casting a shadow over both their lives, but

the former felt vaguely disappointed—as her

brother had done—with Lottie. She seemed

sorry, it is true, for her friends, but she did

not truly sympathize, did not identify herself

with them, as Jeanie felt she would, in Lot-

tie's circumstances, have done. And when

Alan and she were together, there was none

of the manifestation of tender concern for

her betrothed, of loving sympathy with

him, which Jeanie would have thought so

natural in the circumstances. But then, she

thought, she might be misjudging her old

playmate, who might be feeling more than

she showed.

After tea, Alan drove Lottie home with

her berries. As they went along through

the quiet, fragrant woods, the fire-flies glanc-

ing in and out among the foliage, now grow-

ing dusky in the twilight, Alan tried once

more to win from Lottie the pledge of con-

stant affection which he so longed to secure.

But she always coquettishly evaded it, and

he could not tell whether it was from a per-

verse disinclination to speak frankly, or

from real unwillingness to give the pledge.

Perhaps Lottie could not have told herself.

She did not often sound her own feelings

fartherthan the needs of the passing moment.

So Alan felt there was nothing for it but

patience and trust ; but there was an un-

satisfied pain at his heart, nevertheless,

which he did his best to stifle and ignore.

And indeed he had abundance of other

things to occupy his mind. A letter in due

time arrived from Mr. Dunbar, only con-

firming their worst fears. Mr. Dunbar had

seen Mr. Sharpley and the mortgage, and

had found everything legal and regular.

The power of sale at the time specified was

entirely in Mr. Leggatt's power, without re-

servation. Mr. Dunbar had represented

that the property on which the mortgage

was held, if advantageously sold, would very

greatly exceed the amount of the debt. Mr.

Leggatt had admitted that that might be,

but again it might not, and he was evidently

determined to insist on the sale of the whole

property ; and, moreover, to distrain for un-

paid interest, on the movables in addition.

The sole mitigation which Mr. Dunbar

could procure from Mr. Sharpley, as legal

agent, was the exemption of a portion of the

household furniture within a certain value.

All the rest, land, stock and movables, must

be sold ; but he would allow the sale to

stand over till the harvesting operations were

fully completed, and the Campbells could

have the benefit of the sale of the crops.

Mr. Dunbar's letter was so clear, frank

and kind, that they all felt it was decisive.

It was the kindest thing he could have done,

under the circumstances, for when the mind

is once convinced that anything, however

painful, is inevitable, it begins to adjust and

reconcile itself to the necessity. Even

Mr. Campbell ceased to express his hope

that " something " would yet " turn up," and

was all the better for giving up the vain at-

tempt to " hope against hope." The calam-

ity had had one good effect, that of making

a break between him and Hollingsby. He
had taxed the latter with his treachery, and

Hollingsby had replied, with many fair

words, that he would not for the world have
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done anything to stand in the way of his

good friend ; that the mortgage had seemed

to him all correct, or he would not have

said so ; and as to renting the land if it

should be sold, why, if it would suit him to

do so, should he not take it? Itcouldn't do

Mr. Campbell any harm. Mr. Campbell

did not trouble himself to reply to Hol-

lingsby's logic ; he felt that his unsuspecting

confidence had been betrayed, and his

Highland blood was up. He left HoUings-

by's house with a few expressive words,

signifying his intention never to enter it

again. And he never did.

It was a lovely evening in early August,

very like the one on which our story began,

when Dan returned from the post-office at

Dunn's Corners with two letters in his hand.

One of them, a business letter evidently, he

laid on the table to await his father's return.

The other, which had two American stamps

on the envelope, and was addressed in very

bad writing and still worse spelling, he sat

down to read himself.

•• Who's your letter from ? " asked Jeanie

in surprise, looking up from her work. She

was not perfect in her grammar yet, though

she did aspire to be a teacher. And it was

somewhat unusual for Dan to receive letters.

"Oh_it's from—MikeO'Rourke," replied

Dan, so engrossed in reading the epistle

that he could hardly recall his thoughts to

reply. And then, when he had finished the

perusal, which didn't take him long, he

added, " You know he's enlisted in the Fe-

deral army."

"No, I didn't know," said Jeanie, to

whom Mike (J'Rourke, the wild son of an

Irish neighbour, was not an object of much

interest, except as she wished to keep him

away from Dan. On this account, she felt

rather glad to hear he had enlisted.

When Alan came in and saw the other let-

ter lying on the table, he knew directly whence

it came, and what it was ; and he was not

wrong. It was the expected formal notice

from Mr. .Shari>ley, announcing the time of

the intended sale, as well as his own inten-

tion to come out on an early day to superin-

tend taking an inventory of the stock, &c.

And come he did. It is unnecessary to

describe at length that visit, so full of pain

to the Campbells, during which Mr. Sharp-

ley was as politely unscrupulous as might

have been expected, and Alan exerted all

his self restraint to hide the bitter feelings at

war within him, under a surface courtesy.

Mrs. Campbell, with true Highland hospi-

tality, invited him to take tea with them
;

but he declined with many suavely expressed

regrets, saying that he had promised Mrs.

Ward to return to take tea at her house.

At which Alan's brow darkened perceptibly,

though he said nothing.

It did not escape Dan's notice that Mr.

Sharpley, in making his rounds with the

man who accompanied him, paid very spe-

cial attention to Beauty ; that he trotted her

out and examined her with the scrutinising

air of a possible purchaser. If it were possi-

ble to aggravate Dan's feelings still further

against the unwelcome visitor, that was the

last touch to do it. It was with an effort

that he restrained his tongue, if not his hands,

from most impolitic violence.

But after Mr. Sharpley had departed in

the dusty hired buggy in which he had

come, Dan rushed oft" to find his beloved

steed, and putting on saddle and bridle, had

a break-neck gallop across country on

her back. Then, as he led her back to her

field, her beautiful neck arching under his

caressing hand, he muttered to her in con-

fidence, "He thinks he's going to have you,

my Beauty, does he, but we know better."

As Mr. Sharpley stayed all night at Black-

water Mill, and as he made no secret this

time what his business was, it was pretty

well known in Radnor before the end of that

week that the Campbells were going to be

"sold out." But what was to become of

them after that, their neighbours knew no

more than, unfortunately, did ilie Camp-

bells themselves.
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CHAPTER IX.

MISS HONEYDEW'S LETTER.

" There's a divinity that shapes our ends,

Rough-hew them how we will."

ONE day in the course of the following

week, Miss Hepzibah Honeydew was

busy in her garden, taking advantage of a

slightly cooler afternoon, to weed her straw-

berry beds and tie up and trim some of her

flowers. She was bending over her work,

her large yellow sun-bonnet completely hid-

ing her face, which could be dimly seen at

the end of it, as through a telescope, when

one of her little village friends, the post-

master's little girl, came running up to her

gate with a letter.

" Fatherthought you'd like to get it soon,"

said the child, " 'cause he said it came from

the States."

Miss Honeydew peered at it from the

depths of her sun-bonnet. She knew the

firm, business-like hand well. It was from

her favourite brother, Eliphalet, in Boston

—

a good fat family letter, telling her all about

his numerous family, such as she period-

ically received. She was very glad to get

it, but before she opened it she conducted

her little visitor to a gooseberry bush and

treated her to a liberal supply of the ripe

fruit, which, by the way, Alan had not yet

come to partake of It was no wonder that

children liked to run on errands to Miss

Hepzibah's.

After the little girl was gone, carrjang

with her a good handful of gooseberries.

Miss Hepzibah seated herself in the little

rocking-chair that stood on her verandah

and carefully opened the precious epistle.

She did not get letters so often but that

the reception of one was an event. This

one was more than usually interesting, and

during her perusal of it Miss Hepzibah's

eyebrows elevated themselves, and her fore-

head contracted with an expression of sur-

prise combined with deep consideration.

The letter, after giving due particulars of the

growth, progress, and sanitary condition of

each youthful member of Mr. Honeydew's

family, informed her that the elder ones

were soon to start on a voyage to Europe

with their mother, and added the request

that Miss Hepzibah would take into consi-

deration the proposal that she should come

to stay with her brother and the rest of the

family during the interval, a year at least, of

Mrs. Honeydew's absence. It would add

so much to his happiness and comfort, her

brother said, and would help to reconcile

him to the departure of the others on so

long a journey ; while it would greatly re-

lieve Mrs. Honeydew's mind in leaving a

portion of her family behind.

Miss Hepzibah laid the letter on her lap,

and pondered. She was not given to delay-

ing the consideration of anything that had

to be considered. " Just as well set to and

get through it at once if you know all the

pros and cons," was her principle. " It's

just like taking medicine—the longer you

sit and look at it, the harder it is to swallow."

However, it was a difficult decision to make.

Miss Hepzibah always found it hard to

make up her mind to leave her snug little

home, and all the pets, animate and inani-

mate, that twined their tendrils round her

daily life, as the creepers did about her ve-

randah. Moreover, she hated city life, and

did not generally enjoy the society of city

folk with their " artificial, stuck-up ways."

And much as she loved children in general,

and her own little nephews and nieces in

particular, she was not sure how she, accus-

tomed to the quiet and order of her own

home, would stand their constant presence

for so long a time, to say nothing of the re-

sponsibility which the charge of them would

devolve upon her.

But, on the other hand, any opportunity

of usefulness had a special charm for her
;

any call to be helpful to any human being

she could not readily put away. It seemed

to be a commission from God Himself But
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her house, her animals, all her little con-

cerns, how could she leave them for so long

a time ? To whose care could she intrust

them ? Suddenl}', as if by inspiration, came

wished, and the boys might be a little heed-

less, and wear out her carefully kept rag-

carpets with their heavy shoes, why, things

in this world must often take tlreir chance,

the thought of the Campbells, over whose
j
and she didn't see that they were ever much

misfortune, which she had heard of only the
j

the worse for it. Alan, she knew, would not

preceding day, she had been shedding . remain at home idle ; indeed she had heard

those tears in which she indulged so rarely,
j

he was going away somewhere, and so, in

hardly ever, except when they were called

forth by griefs of others. That very morn-

ing she had gone to see Mr. Meadows, the

most thriving merchant in the place, to ask

him, in confidence, whether it would not be

possible for some of Mr. Campbell's friends

to subscribe a sum sufficient to relieve him

from the threatened calamity, which could

be repaid by him at leisure. Her own little

all likelihood, would Dan. So that the fa-

mily would not be too large to find in her

small house a quiet and comfortable ho me.

It was this thought that decided the mat-

ter ; this consideration that weighed down

the mental balance with a jerk, and ter-

minated Miss Hepzibah's indecision. " It's

the very thing ; I'll do it," she said, her

brow clearing, while she sprang to her feet

means, she said, should be forthcoming to , and began moving about with increased

help as far as it would go, as soon as it could

be procured from her brother in Boston.

But Mr. Meadows assured her that it was

quite too late. Matters had gone too far

already, and the property was completely in

Mr. Leggatts power. And even if anything

could be done, he very much doubted the

prudence of doing it, since he did not think

Mr. Campbell could everget free from hisdiffi-

culties in any other way, and to try to help him

would only be, as he emphatically expressed

it, " pouring water into a hole in the ground.''

So Miss Honeydew had to return discour-

aged, with her kind intentions thwarted.

But now there flashed back upon her the

tho ught of the distressed family, soon to be

turned for ever out of their dear old home,

while she was only kindly invited to leave

hers for a time. And what a haven of refuge,

she thought, would it be for them if they

could come to her little house, even for a

time? What a comfort it would be to Mrs.

Ca mpbell to know that she would have a

home secure, in all probal)ility, for a year

to come. She could trust Mrs. Campbell

and Jcanie, she knew, with all her treasured

jtossessions. No one could be found who

would take more tender care of them. And
Mr. Campbell was not all that could be

alacrity, as if it would be a relief to begin

making preparations for the important step.

While Miss Honeydew was busy setting

her little tea-table near the window, she saw

Mr. Abernethy's white horse pa.ssing, and

behind him, seated beside the minister, Alan

Campbell. Miss Hepzibah was not at all

surprised. She had generally found that

" folks turned up "most always when she

wanted them." She believed firmly in " spe-

cial Providence," by which she simply meant

the constant guidance of the Allwise Hand
which is invisibly controlling and directing

the actions of all living beings—the

" Divinity that shapes our ends,

Rough-hew ihcm how we will,"

as an older and deeper observer than Miss

Hepzibah had said long before. But though

Mi.ss Hepzibah was not surprised, she was

very much pleased at this unexpected appa-

rition of Alan. It seemed like a direct

sanctioning of her decision that he should

come to the village just as it had been made.

She ran quickly to the gate, when the white

horse was opposite, and hailed Alan.

" Won't you come in and have a cup of

tea with me, Mr. Alan ?
" she asked, after

respectfully saluting the minister.
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''Alan has promised already to come

home with me to tea," Mr. Abernethy an-

swered for him, adding kindly, " But he will

come and see you afterwards, I'm sure,"

which assurance Alan very heartily en-

dorsed.

" Well, do, there's a dear ! and come

soon, so you'll see to get some gooseberries.

I'd have them picked for you only they're

nicest to eat off the bush."

Alan promised, and they drove on. Alan

had business in Mapleford that afternoon.

His father wanted the money for some wool

he had sold at the little woollen factory, and

as the horses were all busy and could not

well be spared, Alan had set out to walk thi-

ther and back, thinking little of a walk of

fourteen miles. He had been overtaken

about half way, however, by Mr. Abernethy,

who was returning from visiting some of his

parishioners, and who gladly offered him a

seat in his bugg}', which Alan as gladly ac-

cepted. Mr. Abernethy was not sorry to

have a quiet, sympathizing talk with his

young friend, trying, as his mother had done,

to instil lessons of submission to what had

come upon him, and to cheer him up to a

hopeful feeling about the future.

" I could bear it better," Alan had said,

'* if it had come about in the ordinary course

of events, without any one interfering. But

to feel that these selfish, scheming, miserable

plotters have done it, for I'm sure they have,

though I don't know how or why. Well,

we may have a chance to settle scores yet,"

he muttered, half to himself.

"Alan," said the minister, "leave the

scheming plotters to Him to whom their

consciences must answer. If they have

acted as you think, they are injuring them-

selves far more than they can injure you, so

far, at least, as the mere temporal injury goes.

But if you let them rouse in you a spirit of

hatred and revenge, you will be permitting

them to injure you in a way that need not

be, and compared with which the other kind

of injury is a trifle."

Just then occurred the interruption of

Miss Honeydew's invitation and the subject

was not resumed, as a few minutes more

took them to the little white gate that led

to the minister's door, where gentle Mrs.

Abernethy stood watching for her husband's

return.

She welcomed Alan with that kind tran-

quil manner which, of itself, always had a

soothing effect on people in trouble. Alan

felt its influence, and the influence of the

kind sympathizing voice and gentle, loving

tones in which she asked after each member

of the family, and in a very few well-chosen

words delicately expressed her sorrow for

the trial which had come upon them. The

kind words fell so softly on the suffering

heart, which more bluntly expressed condo-

lences only irritated, that Alan's load of

trouble seemed to feel lighter, for the time at

least ; and the quiet grace of the well-ap-

pointed little tea-table, set ready for the

minister's return, with its vase of flowers ar-

ranged by Mrs. Abemethy's tasteful hands,

aided the cheering influence of her excel-

lent tea, so that he found himself talking

more cheerfully than he had done for a long

time.

After tea Mr. Abernethy went to his study

and brought out a large old volume, point-

ing to a passage where it lay open,

" You are fond of Shakespeare, Alan," he

said, in the unconsciously dignified tone

in which he always spoke, "and I want you

to read over again this passage, which I'm

sure you must have read before, and consi-

der its bearing on what I was saying to you

as we drove into the village. And I need

scarcely remind you of the many places^in

which a far higher authority than Shake-

speare impresses the same lesson."

Alan read over to himself the passage

pointed out. It was one better known and

more admired than acted upon :

"Alas ! alas I

Why, all the souls that were, were forfeit once ;

And He that might the vantage best have took,
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Found out the remedy. How would you be.

If He, which is the top of judgment, should

But judge you as you are ? Oh, think on that ;

And mercy then will breathe within your lips,

Like man new made."

The lines made some impression on

.Man then ; but long afterwards, circum-

stances brought back the thought they ex-

pressed with redoubled force to his memory

and his heart.

As he said good-bye, Mrs. Abemethy

gently detained him for a moment, while

she said in a low tone, "You seem to have

a heavy burden to bear just now, Alan, and

your way seems dark enough. But there is

a 'bright light in the clouds,' if you only

knew it. Don't let faith and trust go, but

keep looking up to Him who can help and

guide you ! I am sure neither your mother

nor any child of her's will be left without

that best help !

"

Alan thanked her heartily, and he did not

need to go farther than Miss Honeydew's

before he found part, at least, of her words

come true.

Miss Hepxibah had been better than her

word, for she had picked a dish of goose-

berries, which was standing ready on the

little table in the verandah, when Alan had

finished paying his respects to the bushes.

And then, when they were quietly seated,

watching the crimson sunset-tints flashing up

into the blue sky, Miss Hepzibah unfolded

her plan.

"You see," she said, when she had ex-

plained it, " it will be a real favour to me if

Miss Cami)l)cll will just move in here when

I go. I shouldn't know what to do with these

poor creeturs ; they want 'most as much

lookin' after as children ; to say nothing of

all the flowers and garden things. It'll give

Miss Campbell a deal of trouble, I know,

but it's trouble that'll suit her, and she'll be

all the better of something to see to, after

the farm. And it'll be far better to me than

rent would, to know she'll be there taking

care of everything."

Alan heard the proposition with a relief

that could scarcely be put into words, and

was better expressed by the tears of emotion

that started to his eyes, called forth by the

simple, hearty kindness that prompted it.

not less than by the transition of feeling.

Such a snug, pleasant home for his mother,

even if it were only a temporary one ! If

anything could reconcile her to leaving the

old farm-house, it would be Miss Honey-

dew's garden and flowers, and pleasant view

of the winding Arqua ; and a year seemed

a long time. By the end of it, he hoped

some satisfactory permanent [arrangement

might suggest itself.

" Indeed, Miss Honeydew," he said,

when she had stopped for a minute or two,

" I'm sure we'll only be too glad to accept

your kind offer ! Indeed, you are a friend

in need ; I have been trying and trying to

think what we were to do, and could fall on

no feasible plan. I really don't know how to

thank you !

"

" Don't then, my dear ! I'll take the thanks

for granted. I'm sure it's a real pleasure

to me, if anything I can do will be of the

least bit of comfort to you and your blessed

mother, to say nothing of Jeanie and the

rest. When I think of that scheming Leggatt,

and the way he's got round your poor father,

it's all I can do to keep myself from getting

into the Carrington stage, and going to give

him a good piece of my mind."

" I'm afraid it wouldn't be of much use,

Miss Honeydew," Alan replied.

" Well, I guess that's true, and more's the

pity ! Well, there is some folks past men-

din', I believe, and 'taint well to meddle with

'em. Best leave 'em alone, and hope they'll

be made to think better of it sotne time.

Only I wish there was a menagerie to shut

'em up in, with the tigers and catamounts,

.so they'd let decent folk alone !

"

Alan smiled, for it gratified him to hear

that view so plainly expressed; more so than

most people dared to speak, whatever they

might think. He told Miss Honeydew of
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his own intention to find ennployment, and

of Jeanie's plan, both of which she heartily

approved.

" There aint nothing like good steady

work," she said, "to keep people contented,

quite apart from what you make by it. Why,

where would I have been, if I hadn't been

kept as busy as I have, between other peo-

ple's affairs and my own ?"

Alan walked home that evening with a

much lighter heart than he had carried to
|

Mapleford. He lost no time in communi-

cating Miss Honeydew's proposal to his

father and mother, and it was gratefully de-

cided that nothing could have turned up

more opportunely—to be most gladly ac-

cepted—than Miss Honeydew's kind-hearted

proposition.

Alan drove his mother up to Mapleford a

day or two after that ; and all preliminaries

were settled, to Mrs. Campbell's and Miss

Honeydew's mutual satisfaction.

To be continued.

THE RIVER.

Far over the river

The sun's last beams quiver.

And dark o'er the meadows the long shadows fall.

Till sadly and slowly.

The daylight fades wholly,

And night's sable mantle is spread over all.

But onward unheeding

The waters are spreading,

And stay not to murmur, nor stop to complain.

Till, once more awaking,

The day softly breaking.

Shall touch each bright ripple with beauty again.

And oft as I wander,

And mournfully ponder.

On hopes long departed and friends far away

;

How like the dark shadows

That stretch o'er the meadows.

Seem memory's sorrows, that darken my way.

But still, like the river,

That flows on for ever.

In storm or in sunshine, in darkness or light,

I know that the dawning

Of some brighter morning

Shall chase from my heart all the shadows of night.

Helhnuth College., London.

W. S. Martin.
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THE GREVILLE MEMOIRS.*

THE man who keeps a journal is a more

dangerous individual than he in whom
a taste for caricature has been successfully

developed. The caricaturist's success de-

pends very much upon the promptitude with

which his sketches make their appearance.

They must seize the moment when the per-

sons or events with whom they deal are fresh,

not in the memory—for they must not wait

long enough for memory to come into play

—

but in the eye of the public. When the fresh-

ness of a caricature has once passed, it is

relegated into the limbo of useless trash until

it is exhumed, decades of years afterwards.

by some curious archaeologist. And this

necessity for putting forth his handywork at

once, when he can himself be promptly called

to account for it, acts, no doubt, as a check

upon the exuberant fancy and strong feelings

of a caricaturist A journalist, however, sits

down quietly, and in cold blood records the

foibles and analyzis the characters of those

with whom he has just being mi.xing in society

or in business. He can write exactly what

he ihink^ for is he not writing merely his

private journal ? although he knows all the

while that its interest, so far from rapidly

minishing like that of a caricature, is as

rapidly increasing with age ; while its tart-

ness, which might offend the palate while

fresh, will mellow with time, and indeed, is

somewhat essential to the keeping qualities

of his vintage.

Mr. (ireville's Memoirs are, in most res-

pects, admirable specimens of their class.

The writer from his earliest years moved, as

the phrase is, in the best society ; his family

connections secured him the fntne of the

• A Journal of the Reigns of King George IV.

and King William IV., by the l.ite Charles C. F.

(ircville, Esq., Clerk of the Council to those Sov-

ereigns. New York : Applcton & Co. Toronto :

Adam, Stevenson & Co.

best salons, while his official position as Clerk

of the Privy Council, made him cognizant of

the secret political history of some of the

most important crises through which Eng-

land has passed. " A journal " he says him-

self, " to be good, true and interesting, should

be written without the slightest reference to

publication, but without any fear of it : it

should be the transcript of a mind that can

bear transcribing. I always contemplate the

possibility that hereafter my journal will be

read, and I regard with alarm and dislike the

the notion of its containing matter about

myself, which nobody will care to know."

And he certainly adheres steadily to his

opinion, for it would be impossible to find a

journal which would be less egotistical than

this of Mr. Greville. We learn, those of us

who did not know it before, that Mr. Greville

was passionately fond of the turf, and was a

constant attendant at all the principal race

meetings—indeed, he tells us that on one

occasion a Privy Council was put off because

the Clerk was at the Egham races—but this is

nearly the only featureof his private life which

stands out in these interesting pages. Com-

mencing in 1818, two years before the death

of George HI., the Memoirs now published

carry us through the reigns of George IV and

William IV, and up to the accession of Her

present Majesty. The remainder is, for the

present, wisely suppressed by the executor,

to whose charge Mr. Greville committed

his papers, and it probably will not see

light during the Queen's life-ti:iie ; not so

much for anything it may contain that would

affect, still less that would reflect upon,

her life or character as that it necessarily

would lay bare some of the hitherto secret

history of political events and political leaders

in her reign.

Fortunately for England and for the world

at large, wc ran all look forward to any
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revelations that may be made of the inner

life of Her Majesty with the most perfect

confidence that nothing can ever be laid bare

which can in the minutest degree diminish

our reverence for her as a Queen, and our

respect for her as a woman. It cannot, how-

ever, be said that royalty, as exemplified by

the characters of George IV and William IV,

appears in a very estimable light in these

volumes. Mr. Greville had peculiar faci-

lities for becoming acquainted with the pri-

vate life of those monarchs. A good deal of

what he saw, he noted, and what he noted

is now given to the public. The journals

were revised by the author in the later years

of his life, and so we may suppose that all

that now appears in print has been delibe-

rately left in them to be printed ; but we can-

not but think that their value and interest

would have been in no wise diminished, had

not only one or two expressions and half a

dozen adjectives, more forcible than polite,

been omitted,but if several comments—such

e. g. as those upon William IV—some in-

sinuations, and a good many expressions of

opinion had been suppressed before publi-

cation.

Of these volumes it is impossible to give

a connected account. Their charm lies as

much in their discursiveness as in their gra-

phic sketches. They cannot be condensed,

and it is only by taking extracts at length

and in their entirety that we can hope to give

our readers any idea of the interesting matter

which is contained in them. Of the tastes

9,nd life of George IV, it is needless that we

should do any thing to perpetuate the record.

It is true that Mr. Greville says, "I hardly

ever record the scandalous stories of the day

unless they relate to character or events, but

what relates to public men is different from

the loves and friendships of the idiots of

society; " but it is evident from the names

which immediately precede that declaration

that he might a tale unfold, had he the incli-

nation to do so. The name of one family oc-

curs, necessarily, very often in any history of

the life of George IV and it is in immediate

connection with them that Mr. Greville thus

concludes a little sketch of the goings-on at

Windsor in 1829. "A more despicable scene

cannot be exhibited than that which the

interior of our Court presents— every base,

low and unmanly propensity, with selfish-

ness, avarice, and a life of petty intrigue and

mystery." From that scene there is no reason

why we should assist in raising the veil.

With William IV Mr. Greville was evi-

dently a good deal amused and, looking

at him from a " good society " stand point,

somewhat scandalized. The new king was a

great contrast to his predecessor; he had no

idea of dignity, and not much of manners.

" King George had not been dead three days

before every body discovered he was no loss,

and King William a great gain. * * *

The King's good nature, simplicity, and affa-

bility to all about him are certainly very

striking, and in his elevation he does not

forget any of his old friends and companions.

He was in no hurry to take upon himself the

dignity of King, nor to throw off the habits

and manners of a country gentleman. When
Lord Howe came over from Twickenham to

see him, he said the Queen was going out

driving, and should "drop him" at his own

house. * * * * Altogether he seems

a kind-hearted, well-meaning, not stupid,

burlesque, bustling old fellow, and, if he

doesn't go mad, may make a very decent

King." " Yesterday, after the House of

Lords, he drove all over the town in an open

caleche with the Queen, Princess Augusta

and the King of Wurtemburg, and coming

home he set down the King {dropped htm, as

he calls it) at Grillon's Hotel. The King

of England dropping another King at a

tavern ! It is impossible not to be struck

with his extreme good nature and simplicity

;

but he ought to be made to understand that

his simplicity degenerates into vulgarity, and

that, without departing from his natural

urbanity, he may conduct himself so as not

to lower the character with which he is in-
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vested, and which belongs not to him but to
'

the country."
\

These, however, and several similar eccen-

tricities ceased as soon as the King became

a little more used to his position. Later in

life, however, his peculiar temper manifested

itself in awkward ways on several occasions
;

notably so in his relations with the Duchess

of Kent, towards whom in the last years of

his reign he entertained a most rancorous

hatred. On one occasion, at a dinner, when

a hundred people were present, he actually

made a most violent speech against the

Duchess to her face. On another, he did

not hesitate to say openly concerning her,

'' That woman's a nuisance." Towards the

Princess Victoria, her present Majesty, he

always entertained the warmest feelings and

manifested the tenderest consideration.

Of all the notable personages whose deeds

and characters come before us in these pages,

none occupies a more prominent position

than the Duke of Wellington, with whom
officially and privately Mr. Greville was on

terms of close intimacy. Writing after the

fall of his administration in 1830, he gives

a sketch of the Duke's character, which is

worth transcribing. " The Duke of Welling-

ton's fall, if the causes of it are traced and

dispassionately considered, affords a great

political lesson. His is one of those mixed

characters which it is difficult to praise or

blame, without the risk of doing them more

or less than justice. He has talents which

the event has proved to be sufficient to make

him the second (and, now that Napoleon

is removed the first) general of the age,

but which could not make him a tolerable

Minister. Confident, presumptuous, and

dictatorial, but frank, open and good-hu-

moured, he contrives to rule in the Cabinet

without mortifying his colleagues, and he has

brought it to ruin without forfeiting their

regard. Choosing, with a very slender stock

of knowledge, to take upon himself the sole

direction of every department of Govern-

ment, he completely sank under the burden.

Originally imbued with the principles of

Lord Castlereagh and the Holy Alliance, he

brought all those predilections with him into

office. Incapable of foreseeing the mighty

events with which the future was big, and

of comprehending the prodigious alterations

which the moral character of Europe had

undergone, he pitted himself against Canning

in the Cabinet, and stood up as the asserter

of maxims, both of foreign and domestic

policy, which that great statesman saw were

no longer fitted for the times we live in.

With a flexibility which was more remark-

ably exhibited at subsequent periods, when

he found that the cause he advocated was

lost, the Duke suddenly turned round and

surrendered his opinions at discretion ; but

in his heart he never forgave Mr. Canning,

and from that time jealousy of him had a

material influence on his political conduct,

and was the i)rimary motive of many of his

subsequent resolutions. This flexibility has

been the cause of great benefits to the

country, but ultimately of his own downfall,

for it has always proceeded from the pres-

sure of circumstances and considerations of

convenience to himself, and not from a

rational adaptation of his opinions and con-

duct to the necessities and variations of the

times." At the end, however, of a long

analysis of the Duke's character, and which

contains many ex])ressions even less com-

plimentary than those which we have quoted,

Mr. Greville appends a note to say, that this

ojiinion was "unjust to theDuke. He coveted

power, but he was perfectly disinterested, a

great patriot if ever there was one, and he

was always animated by a strong and abiding

sense of duty. I have done him justice in

other places, and there is after all a great

deal of truth in what I have said." And that,

undoubtedly, is the case. On another occa-

sion he says, " i'he habits of his mind are

not those of patient investigation, profound

knowledge of human nature and cool discri-

minating sagacity. He is exceedingly quick

of apprehension, but deceived by his own
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quickness into thinking he knows more than

he does. * * * * Above all he wants

that sagacity of manner, that watchfulness of

observation, that power of taking great and

enlarged views of events and characters, and

of weighing opposite interests and probabi-

lities which are essentially necessary in cir-

cumstances so delicate, and in which one false

step or even incautious expression may be

attended with consequences of immense im-

portance.^' And again, touching the Reform

Bill, he says of the Duke, " He is a great

man in little things, but a little man in great

matters—I mean in civil affairs in those

mighty questions which embrace enormous

and various interests and considerations and

to contemplate which great knowledge of

human nature, great sagacity, coolness and

impartiality are required, he is not fit to

govern or direct. His mind has not been

sufficiently disciplined, nor saturated with

knowledge and matured by reflection and

communication with other minds to enable

him to be a safe and efficient leader in such

times as these." Throughout these volumes

no character stands out in more carefully

drawn or, in our judgment, truer lineaments

than that of " the Duke," for whom Mr. Gre-

ville, though he criticized him freely, had the

deepest regard. "I never see and converse

with him" he says, "without reproaching my-

self for the sort of hostility I feel and express

towards his political conduct, for there are a

simplicity, a gaiety, and natural urbanity and

good-humour in him which are remarkably

captivating in so great a man." One more

extract shall conclude this notice of the

Duke, and it is one that will recall a scene

of which many of us have been witnesses.

'•' I was marvellously struck (we rode toge-

ther through St. James' Park) with the pro-

found respect with which the Duke of Wel-

lington was treated, everybodywe met taking

off their hats to him, everybody in the Park

rising as he went by, and every appearance

of his inspiring great reverence. I like this

symptom, and it is the more remarkable

because it is not popularity, but a much
higher feeling towards him. He has forfeited

his popularity more than once ; he has taken

a line in politics directly counter to the

popular bias ; but though in moments of

excitement he is attacked and vilified, (and

his broken windows, which I wish he would

mend, still preserve a record of the violence

of the mob) when the excitement subsides

there is always a returning sentiment of

admiration and respect for him, kept alive

by the recollection of his splendid actions,

such as no one else ever inspired."

The personage whose character stands out

in the next degree of relief is a very, very

different one from the Duke—Lord Brough-

am. Into this prominence in these pages,

just as into his prominent position in pub-

lic life. Brougham seems to have pushed him-

self by the force and effrontery of his char-

acter. At the time of the Queen's trial, he

was but little known in " society." This is

the first sketch of him, in 1828 ;
" Brougham

is certainly one of the most remarkable men
I ever met ; to say nothing of what he is in

the world, his almost childish gaiety and

animal spirits, his humour, mixed with sar-

casm, but not ill-natured, his wonderful in-

formation, a memory which has suffered

nothing to escape it, I never saw any man
whose conversation impressed me with such

an idea of his superiority over all others.

As Rogers said the morning after his depar-

ture, ' this morning Solon, Lycurgus, Demos-
thenes, Archimedes, Sir Isaac Newton, Lord

Chesterfield and a great many more went

away in one postchaise.' " These pleasant

traits, however, in Lord Brougham's life are

soon overcast by the coarser parts of his na-

ture. He made himself a name, though not

a very good one, in the House of Commons,

and so vigorously did he push himself that

on the formation of Lord Grey's Ministry

in 1830, he was able to insist upon his claim

to the Chancellorship. This step was un-

expected on his part for, as Mr. Greville

says, " I thought that he meant to domineer
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in the House of Commons and to gather

popularity throughout the country by enfor-

cing popular measures of which he would

have all the credit, and thus establish a sort

of individual power and popularity which

would have ensured his being dreaded, court-

ed and consulted by all parties." Great,

therefore, was the joy when his elevation to

the House of Lords was announced, but no

opinion was ever more mistaken than that

which held that he was " emasculated and

drops on the Woolsack as on his political

death-bed : once in the House of Lords

there is an end of him, and he may rant,

storm, and thunder, without hurting any-

body "
: for, on the contrary, the new Chan-

cellor asserted his power, and made himself

twice as disagreeable there as he had been

in the Commons. "The House of Lords

has become a bear-garden since Brougham

has been in it ; there is no night that is not

distinguished by some violent squabble be-

tween him and the Tories. He lashed

the Lords into a fury by calling them

a mob." This extract will show that he did

not stand very well with the Peers. There

was a discussion in the House about some

sharp practice of the Chancellor's in introduc-

ing a Bill unbeknown to those whom it most

deeply affected. " Brougham was at his

tricks again, lying and shuffling, false and

then insolent, and all for no discernable end.

The debate exhibits a detail of his mis-

statements and all his wriggling and plung-

ing to get out of the scrape he got himself

into. It is because scarcely any or no mo-

tive was apparent that it is with difliculty be-

lieved he meant to deceive anybody. But

it is in the nature of the man ; he cannot go

straightforward. * ^' He reminds me of

the man in "Jonathan Wild" who was a

rogue by force of habit, who could not keep

his hand out of his neighbour's pocket,

though he knew there was nothing in it, nor

help cheating at cards though he knew he

should not be paid if he won." On another

occasion he calls the Chancellor "false, tricky,

ambitious and unprincipled. Setting po-

litical bias aside, it is curious considering

his station, to hear the lawyers talk of him,

the contempt they universally have for him

professionally, how striking his contrast with

the profound respect which is paid to Lord

Eldon." Let us part with him, however,

with a quotation that if it exhibits his com-

placent vanity, still deals with the better

side of his extraordinary character. There

was a large gathering of notables at Buxtons

Brewery, at which " there were people ready

to show and explain everything, but not a

bit—Brougham took the explanation of

everything into his own hands, the mode of

brewing, the machinery, down to the feed-

ing of the cart horses. Lady Sefton told me
that when he went with her to the British

Museum, he would not let anybody explain

anything but did all the honours himself.

At last they came to the collection of min-

erals, when she thought he must be brought

to a standstill. Their conductor began to

describe them, but Lord Brougham took

the words out of his mouth, and dashed off

off with as mnch ease and familiarity as if he

had been a Buckland or a Cuvier. Such is

the man, a grand mixture of moral, politi-

cal and intellectual incongruities."

These memoirs do not profess to be a

complete journal or a connected record of

the times to which they refer. Many inci-

dents that have a place in history are not to

be found in these jottings, which probably

owe much of their charm to their being

jottings put down, not with the tiresome con-

scientiousness with which journal-keepers

make it a point of honour to write some-

thing every day, but just when the temper

moved, the occasion presented itself, or the

importance of the subject demanded. Be-

ing to a very large extent political, they give

us sketches or finished portraits of all the poli-

tical characters of those days. We gain a clear

insight into, or refresh our memory concern-

ing, the actions, opinioHs, or behaviour on

which contemporaries founded their opinions
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of such men as Lord Palmerston, Mr. Stan-

Icy (the late Earl of Derby), O'Connell and

Sir Robert Peel. The latter was not one of

Mr. Greville's favourites. His cold, cautious

character and unsympathizing nature was

not calculated to exercise any attraction upon

a man of the world. In noting some com-

plex negotiations that were carried on

between the moderate Tories and the

Liberal Government at the time of the

Reform Bill, he says, " Peel in the other

house is doing what he can to inflame and

divide, and repress any spirit of conciliation.

Nothing is sure in his policy but that it

revolves round himself as the centre, and is

influenced by some view which he takes of

his own future advantage, probably the rally-

ing of the Conservative party and his being

at the head of it." And, again, regarding

the Duke of Wellington's ineffectual attempt

to form a Ministry in 1832, we read of Peel,

*• All these deep-laid schemes and constant

regard of self form a strong contrast to the

simplicity and heartiness of the Duke's con-

duct, and make the two men appear in a

very different light from that in which they

did at first : Peel acted right from bad

motives—the Duke wrongly from good

ones." Probably it will be found that in

later years Mr. Greville somewhat modified

his views of Peel's character.

Avery conspicuous part in the Parliamen-

tary drama of the years embraced in these

volumes was played by Mr. Stanley. Prob-

ably many of the present generation who
remember the late Lord Derby as the leader

of the Tory party and as a dilettante politi-

cian are unaware that in his younger days he

did not fight on that side, but that, as a

member of Lord Grey's Ministry, he took an

active part in advocating the Reform Bill,

though he subsequently left that Govern-

ment. There is, however, a great deal of

truth in Sir James Graham's opinion^ of Mr.

Stanley—" With great talent, extraordinary

readiness in debate, high principles, unble-

mished honour, he never had looked, he

thought he never would look, upon politics

or political life with the seriousness which

belonged to the subject."

Not the least interesting feature in these

memoirs is the glimpses which they give of

the first appearance on the political arena of

men, like Disraeli and Gladstone, who have

since been so conspicuous thereon ; and no

doubt the later volumes will, when published,

prove in this, as in other respects, intensely

interesting. Here again is a short reference

to a person whom events have lately brought

into prominence—" Dined on Friday with

Talleyrand. A great dinner to M. Thiers,

the French Minister of Commerce. A little

man, about as tall as Shiel, and as mean and

vulgar-looking, wearing spectacles, and with

a squeaking voice. He was editor of the

Natio?iai, an able writer, and one of the

instigators of the Revolution of July. It is

said that he is a man of great ability and a

good speaker, more in the familiar English

than the bombastical French style. Talley-

rand has a high opinion of him." One

hears in these pages a good deal about Talley-

rand and, of course Madame de Lieven, that

most briUiant specimen of a female political

agent. Then there is a sketch of Lucien

and Joseph Bonaparte at a dinner at Lady

Cork's, of which we clip a few lines : "There

was not the slightest affectation of royalty in

either. Lucien, indeed, had no occasion for

any, but a man who had ruled over two

kingdoms might be excused for betraying

something of his former condition, but, on

the contrary, everything regal that he ever

had about him seemed to be merged in his

American citizenship, and he looked more

like a Yankee cultivator than a King of

Spain and the Indies.''

It must not be supposed, because the

extracts which we have made from these

volumes are chiefly on political subjects that

therefore no lighter topics are touched upon.

They are, on the contrary, filled with anec-

dotes and much of the tittle-tattle of high

society, not unreUeved by a good deal of
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humour. The " good sayings " are, for

the most part, somewhat out of date, but

perhaps these two may deserve repeating.

—

•• There is a joke of Luttreli's about Sharpe.

He was a wholesale hatter formerly ; having

I dingy complexion, somebody said he had

transferred the colour of his hats to his face,

when Luttrell said that it was darkn/ss lohich

"iii^ht be felt." " A certain bishop in the

House of Lords rose to speak, and an-

nounced that he should divide what he had

to i-ay into twelve parts, when the Duke of

Wharton interrupted iiim, and begged he

might be indulged for a few minutes, as he

had a story to tell which he could only intro-

duce at that moment. A drunken man was

passing by St. Paul's at night, and heard the

clock slowly chiming twelve. He counted

the strokes, and when it was finished looked

towards the clock, and said, ' Damn you !

Why couldn't you give us all that at once?'

There was an end of the bishop's story."

Mr. Greville has no claim to the title of

being a deep or original thinker; indeed on

several occasions, especially when he moral-

izes upon human affairs in the abstract or on

the waste of his own life in particular, his

lucubrations can only be described as

commonplace twaddle. But yet his reflec-

tions on men, women, matters and manners

are usually shrewd, and almost always

interesting. He had peculiar opportunities

of knowing at least one side, and very often

both sides, of all the controversies, negotia-

tions and political schemes that took place,

and therefore, though his inferences may be

faulty, his facts may usually be relied on. It

may be politic for the Tory Quarterly to cry

down these Memoirs, for they reflect very

severely on the tactics of the Tory politi-

cians of those days : and we are far from

arguing that they are themselves itreproach-

al)le in taste, or that their publication in

their entirety is just the thing for which we

should like individually to be responsible.

But those who are interested in the history

of the times to which they refer will read

them without either looking for tit-bits of

scandal or even noticing such when they

do appear ; while, on the other hand, the

passages which reflect upon, or make in-

sinuations against the living, or even against

the dead whose relatives are now living, are

really comparatively few, and such as would

in most cases escape observation unless the

injudicious zeal of indignant friends insisted

on dragging them into prominence and

notoriety.

THORNS.

TWY. dragon-toothed thorn in the garden

A sting like a scorpion's shows
;

He hath ])osted it there as a warden

'F'o watch o'er the delicate rose.

The honey, delicious in flavour.

He teacheth the bee to secrete,

And joincth with infinite favour

The sting and the sweet.

From the Persiiiti.
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CENTRAL AMERICAN SKETCHES.

By H. H.

I.

Voyage to Belize—A motley crowd of passen-

gers—A Crimean heroine—A spirit medium and

ethnological specimens—Scenes at West Indian

Ports—Oppressive hospitality at Belize—A coast-

ing sail in the tropics—Novel propelling power

for vessels—Guatemala houses—English enter-

prise—Need for temperance reform—Curious

sanitary regulations—An extortionate Commissa-

riat chief—-A cabin of palm leaves on a river-

boat—A famine threatened for lack of fire-arms-

Bribing the crew—An extemporised conveyance

over a bog— Seized by military, imprisonment

and starvation
—" Civis Romanus sum " at a dis-

count—Bribing the Justice, release and the tables

turned—A mixed dream.

A MORE motley group of passengers

never met than that which embarked

on board the Royal Mail Steamer Shannon,

at Southampton, in October, 185—, for the

West India and Spanish American Ports.

We had every shade of colour with us that

the human face is capable of exhibiting,

from the fair golden-haired bride of an

officer in a West India Regiment, who was

going to try the free and easy life of a West

India Camp, down, through Spanish Ameri-

can half-breeds. West India Creoles of every

shade, till at last the blackest of blacks was

reached in a high dignitary of the Haytian

Republic who was returning from some

important mission from his Government to

the European Courts We had many
varieties of the religions of the world on

board—an English Archdeacon ; another

clergyman of the Episcopal Church ; Baptist

and Methodist Missionaries ; a Moravian,

going into the wilds of the Mosquito Coast

;

Roman Catholic Priests ; some Sisters of

Charity ; and not a few Jews. On the ninth

day out, passing by the Azores, we began to

feel the balmy air of the tropical fall, and in

3

proportion as the thermometer rose, the pas-

sengers became more friendly, until, before

our arrival at St. Thomas, on the fourteenth

day out, everybody had found some new
friend with whom he had promised to corres-

pond. Mrs. Seacole, of Crimean fame,

was one of our passengers, and the good old

soul asked every body on board, about 200

people, to drop in at her little house in

Jamaica. The clergyman of the Church of

England hailed from Tobago. He had been

nineteen years scraping together ;^8o to go

home to see his old father, and was returning

without money enough to pay his liquor

bill, for the otherwise good man had a

strange habit every morning before breakfast

of " communing with the spirits," as he

called it, and never refused brandy and

water when offered. The poor fellow was in

a sad plight on arrival ; his bill for brandy

was more than he had calculated for, and as

he had no more than five shillings left of the

eighty pounds, we paid his score and helped

him on his way. A French Baron on board,

for a fancied insult to La Belle France, came

out one day in full general's uniform, and

threatened the Captain with seizure of the

ship if immediate apologies were not made.

The entrance to the harbour of St. Thomas
is one of the most picturesque sights in a

part of the world where everything is beau-

tiful. The town has one street running

alongside the Bay ; the next street runs

parallel to this on a higher terrace, and

a third is about the same height above it

:

the hill continues rising until it reaches

a peak, on which the Danish flag was

flying. The Shannon was soon surrounded

by boats full of negro women, dressed in
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the lovidest colours, with bright red, yellow,

or green handkerchiefs round their heads,

talking (if such gibberish can be allied

talking) as only negro women can—quarrel-

ing, shouting, fighting, pushing, and jostling,

all of which would invariably end in a general

laugh. It was altogether a new world, and

so amusing were the antics of these people

that I forgot how strange it was, too, to

see offered for sale, oranges, mangoes,

bananas, shaddocks, and other tropical

fruits all fresh plucked that morning. The

same scene was repeated at every port we

touched till we reached Belize, the terminus

of the steamer's voyage.

In this place, which is the smallest of our

colonies, a couple of days were spent, and

having a letter of introduction to several in-

habitants,before being there twenty-four hours

I seemed to have called on everybody in the

place. The hospitality of the West Indies

is absolutely oppressive. Visitors are ex-

pected to take a glass of sherry or a sangaree

at every house. Everybody asks you to

dinner, and it was a great reHef to goon board

a little schooner and find myself drifting

gently down the coast of British Honduras,

bound for Izabal, the first Central American

port I came to. The passengers of the

steamer had dwindled down at one port or

another from 200 to 8 ; but alas, the cabin

of the schooner had only two shelves where

a mattress could be put, and the cabin itself

had only floor enough for four people to lie

down upon. My thoughtful Belize friends

had provided for me ; and I found one of the

shelves ofcupied l)y a mattress, clean sheets

and a pillow. The other shelf, minus these

luxuries, was to be occupied by a Costa Rica

ex- .Minister, whom a revolution was ena-

bling to return home after a forced absence

of ilirce years. Our boxes were arranged in

the middle of the floor, where three more

slej)!. Another passenger, an old French

artisan in a blue blouse and black cap, asked

my permission in a very appealing tone of

voice, to sit all night at the end of my bed,

which of course was granted, and had he

been a trifle cleaner I might have thawed

sufiiciently to have ofTered him the use of the

mattress in the daytime. I suppose the other

two did sleep, but where I never discovered.

I had not passed a particularly melancholy

life at home, and had enjoyed a fair share

of the pleasures of English life, marred only

by the chest-aflfection which was compelling

me to seek a brighter sky and dryer air. But

I had never known the full enjoyment of life

until that voyage from Belize to Izabal. We
scarcely ever lost sight of the coast ; there

was just breeze enough to fill the sail and

take us gliding noiselessly along. The sky

was bright as ever eye beheld, the air warm

and exhilarating, and after the thuds and

groans and pitchings of the steamer, the

quietude which pervaded everj'thing was

most refreshing. Even the tones of my fel-

low passengers' voices seemed to have got a

softer and more musical ring than before.

Every now and then we passed in between

tiny islands covered with luxuriant vegetation

to the water's edge. The shore of the main-

land was low, but a mysterious range of

mountains rose in the far distance, which

were constantly changing their forms at every

turn of our vessel, whose variations in colour

between sunrise and sunset were as rapid as

they were marvellously lovely. In two days

we landed at the first village in Guatemala,

called Livingston, at the mouth of the River

Dulce, where we paid a visit to the priest,

who after giving us fruit and can sucre took

us on a round of ceremonious calls to the

principal houses. Here I had the first ex-

perience of the Central American way of

living, to which afterwards I became so well

accustomed, but which never ceased to amuse

me. Every Ijouse is built on the same

jilan, a long barn-like building with the broad

side to the street, very steep and very high

roof made of palm leaves, a door in the

middle of the wall—always open—no win-

dows, except, perhaps, in the better ones an

aperture with a wooden shutter. The in
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terior consists of one room the length of the

house, a hammock stretched across which

serves for chair, lounge, and sofa by day, and

for bed at night; one table and two chairs

complete the domestic furniture. No house

is complete without an altar, which, whilst

usually the only ornamental fitting in the

house, is also used in their frequent private

devotions. This altar is usually at the end of

the room, and consists of a table with a little

carving superior to the rest of the furniture,

and in the middle a picture of the favourite

saint—if the owner is poor—or an image

more or less adorned and bedizened, accord-

ing to the taste or means of the tenant, in

front of which there is invariably placed a

pitcher or vase full of flowers.

After remaining on shore about half a day

we re-embarked and set sail, leaving the sea

almost immediately and entering the River

Dulce. Izabal, though the only port of

entry on the Atlantic side of Guatemala,

is not on the sea, but on the Lake of Izabal,

which connects with the sea by the River

Dulce (Sweet Riverj. The distance from

the sea to the entrance of the lake is about

100 miles, and when the wind is unfavoura-

ble and the river-current strong, it takes

several days to reach Izabal. I was alto-

gether unprepared for the exquisite beauty

of the scenery all the way up the river.

From its very mouth high lands rise on each

side, ranging from five hundred to a thou-

sand feet high, with just declivity enough

to enable them to be covered with fine

trees of the most luxuriant and fantastic

fohage. In some places the banks seemed

to be quite perpendicular, though trees

grew even there. One of the most distinc-

tive features of a tropical forest is the great

variety of parasitical vegetation with which

the trees are covered, and I do not know of

any place where variety of form and beauty

of foliage are so striking as on this little

known river. We had barely entered it

when the wind fell and our sails became

useless. As there was no tow path and

scarcely foothold on shore in any place, I

was curious as to how we were going to get

along, as Captain John said we should per-

haps not have any wind till we got about

two-thirds of the way to Izabal. It was soon

evident that there must be a way of getting

the vessel forward without either sails, towing,

or oars, for everybody on board busied

themselves with getting up long ropes. A
boat was lowered and a long rope put in it,

and the mate then rowed about a hundred

yards in advance, and tied one end of the

rope to a tree, and on returning paid out the

rope until we reached the schooner. We
had on board a noisy lot of Belize negroes,

who were going up the river to cut maho-

gany, and on the end of the rope being

shipped, they commenced hauling the vessel

along, singing all the time the wildest songs,

though the subjects were evidently to a great

extent improvised and not invariably fitted

for ears polite. This warping the vessel

was our only means of locomotion for the

next three days, but though we were entirely

shut in there was no monotony, as the river

winds about and has scarcely a single straight

reach in it a mile long, and the reflection of

the banks in the placid stream was most

charming. What sky we could see above

us was cloudless, the water appearing much
deeper in colour than I have ever seen else-

where; and the ever-changing forms of the

wooded rocks made us watch for some new.

developed beauty at every winding of the

river. When on the third day the opening

of a small lake, called Golfete, was reached

all on board were sorry that so unique a

voyage had been so short, though, probably,

we had not made over two miles an hour.

Early on the fourth morning we reached the

Castle of San Felipe, a massive reminiscence

of the power of Spanish energy in by-gone

days. Itisclose to the openingof thelake,and

is now used as a convict settlement for the

worst class of Guatemala criminals. Just as

we passed into the lake the wind sprang up,

and we soon reached Izabal, where, after
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some uninteresting formalities gone through

by a not very clean Government official, we

were allowed to land. As I did not know

a word of the language, it was a great boon

to find that the principal mercantile house

in the place was owned by two Englishmen,

sons of an old naval ofticer, who had settled

down there by one of those curious chances

which place Englishmen in the most un-

likely places in the world. My friends in

the country had sent letters to them announc-

ing my coming, and I was welcomed on

landing with the usual offer of a drink first.

All trouble about passing my baggage

through the Custom House was soon gone

through, and my first question was, How am
I to get forward to my destination? There

were two ways—one, five days' severe riding

on horse or mule-back—the other, to take

a boat across to the other end of the lake,

thence up the River Polichic to Panzos,

from which place I should still have about

three days in the saddle. While discussing

the merits of the two routes, a rough-looking

sinister-faced man entered, asking for me in

broken English, and told me he was Don
Pedro, and had been sent to take me to

Panzos in his boat. I wished to start im-

mediately, but was reminded by my friends

that I was not in England, and, perhaps,

should not find hotels on the road, and I had

better look after my commissariat arrange-

ments ; so calling Don Pedro, I asked him

if he could undertake to provide me with

sufficient and proper food for the voyage.

—

" Yes, if you gife me plenty monish for two

days."— I gave him $5, and he disappeared,

and I didn't see him again that day. Early

next morning I was awakened by a hnnd

being placed on my shoulder, and saw one

>f my countrymen with a bottle of Hollands

and a glass standing over me. " Pve come
to say good morning to you." "Oh, indeed,

good morning." " IJut you must take some-

thing to keep the cold out." I had been

sleeping in an immense well-aired room,

with the window open, and had one light

sheet over me ; so I told him I couldn't say

I felt any cold. How innocent I was and

how amazed. Belize was tr}dng with con-

stant Sherries ; but Hollands, best Schie-

dam, at half-past five, a. m. ! \ sat up in

bed, rubbed my eyes, and asked if it were a

necessary custom to begin quite so early

—

wouldn't it be the same in the afternoon,

and by dint of various urgent pleas did

get partly excused, though I was assured

that I was the first person who had ven-

tured " to disregard the good sanitary

regulations of the place," and all kinds of

evils were pro[)hesied in consequence. After

coftee, Don Pedro came in with a ver)' piti-

ful tale : everything was dear, and for five

dollars he hadn't enough for even one day. and

it would take us at least two days to reach

Panzos. I gave him $5 more, and about

midday he returned asking for more. On
consultation I was advised to give all he

asked, for if I did not he would starve me,

and then say I was myself to blame. This

was a kind of logic quite new to me, but I

saw the force of the argument, and not lik-

ing the possible consequences of a quarrel

just before committing myself to the care of

such a man for several days, I warned him

that I should hold him responsible for any

shortcoming there might be and gave him

more. Towards evening we were again em-

barked on the lake. The vessel bore about

the same comparison to the schooner that the

schooner did to the steamer. It was a boat

about 24 feet long, open at each end, but cov-

ered over in the middle by an arch of closed

palm leaves about 10 feet long. Under this

arch I was to pass the next four days, it being

my sitting and dining-room by day, and my
bed-room by night. The mattress, sheets

and pillows which my Pelize friend had

lent me were supplemented by a mosquito

bar or net suspended from the roof of the

arch, an indisi)ensablc companion in all

river travelling in the tropics. Our crew

consisted of Don Pedro as captain, and five

half-naked Indians, who seemed to under.
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stand very little Spanish, and who struck me
as having a great antipathy to soap and water.

On awaking the first morning I found we

were anchored at the mouth of the River

Polichic. Don Pedro had made a fire and

was busymaking coffee, after taking which we

started up the river, four of the Indians rowing,

one steering ; then Don Pedro came and sat

down by me, and, for the first time present-

ing himself to me as a rational being, when I

discovered that he had been drunk all the

time he was in Izabal. This river, unlike

the Dulce, has low shores, but they, too, are

thickly covered with immense trees and un-

derbrush ; and, though very tame after the

marvels of the previous days' sail, there was

not wanting a peculiar scenic interest even

here. The river and the banks swarmed

with alligators, some floating down the stream

with their snouts out of the water, others ly-

ing lazy and motionless on the banks. The
trees were covered with iguanas, an enor-

mous kind of lizard. Don Pedro never

ceased to bewail that I had not a gun with

me, for he said the flesh of the iguana was

as sweet and delicate as a chicken, and its

eggs were also capita] eating. I, too, had

very bitter cause to regret not having a gun

before I reached Panzos, though I was rather

incredulous for a long time afterwards about

the possibility of the flesh of such ugly look-

ing things being fit to eat at all. I saw com-

paratively few birds, and in those nothing

remarkable except a species of ibis, which

we came across every now and then. At

nightfall the boat was moored to the bank of

the river, and after dinner I tried to get a

light, but Don Pedro most inexorably re-

fused, saying we should be eaten up by mos-

quitoes if we had a light, so I was in bed at

7 p.m. The following day, when I was

promised to be landed in Panzos, Don Pedro

was first certain, then dubious, and at last

said we were ten miles off" at sunset. We
had still food on board, and being certain of

awakening in Panzos, I lay down without

much care, though next day I was some-

what perplexed to find we were not nearly at

our destination. There had been a flood

—

the Indians were lazy—fifty excuses, but no

Panzos, and to make matters worse provi-

sions were getting scarce. I offered first $ 10,

and then $20, and then $30 to the Indians

if they would reach Panzos in the night, but

they didn't move, and the more I offered the

more they determined not to do it. About

midnight on Tuesday, we being still on the

river, a violent thunder storm came on, and

I discovered to my chagrin that the roof of

the boat was anything but water-proof. I

dressed hastily, got my umbrella and sat up

in the dark, doing my best to keep one dry

spot in the boat. The storm cleared away

at daybreak, and I asked for coffee—there

was none—some bread then—that too was

all done. Was there nothing then for my
breakfast ?

"Didn't I tell you," said Don Pedro, "that

if you had given me enough money to buy

a gun we would have had plenty of iguana

;

but you knew best, and now it isn't my fault

that there isn't anything to eat."

" What ! Is there nothing left at all ?
"

" Only a little honey."

" But honey isn't food."

"Well I told you," &c., and so went on

the story of the gun again,

" Well, what time shall we reach Panzos."

He couldn't tell, may be at ten o'clock,

may be later; and so passed the day. I

had some cigars, and my Izabal friends had

put a bottle of cognac in for me, by the

judicious use of which I kept up till about

5 p.m., when Panzos was announced. I saw

a clearing, beyond that a marsh, and in the

distance, about a mile off, a house ; that then

was Panzos. We were soon on shore, and

I asked Don Pedro the way to the to\vn.

"Through there. Sir."

"What! is that a road? Through the

marsh ?
"

" Yes, Sir, there is no other."

" How deep is it ?
"

" May be a foot, may be more," with
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which he pulled his boots off and doubled

his trousers up. I did the same, and, watch-

ing my opportunity for him to lead the way,

the moment he plunged into the marsh

—

about 1 8 inches deep— I jumped on his back,

and in this dignified manner was carried

to the house of the Judge in Panzos. He
was absent, but I begged his wife to give

me some food, and whilst it was being pre-

pared a negro came up with " Good evening,

Sar, I Englishman, I call me George." I

felt very friendly towards George, and soon

got exchanging confidential notes touching

Don Pedro, about whom we both agreed

that he might be a good deal better and

still not an angel, when dinner was announc

ed. I had scarcely sat down to a savoury

dish of rice and fowl when two soldiers came

in, and though I wasn't inclined to talk much

they soon made me understand through

George that I and Don Pedro had done

something very wicked and must go to the

Guard House at once. As a boy I had often

fancied the terrible feelings of Don Sancho

Panza, as he sat at that celebrated meal in

Barataria, hungry and anxious, as he saw

one dish after another taken from him be-

fore he had tasted ; but I never imagined it

would become one of my own experiences.

I remonstrated against such cruelty. Let

them take Don Pedro, he was the culprit, if

there was one. I, as an Englishman, was

naturally indignant at the idea, after 30 hours'

fasting, of being taken between two barefoot-

ed soldiers, perhaps to be locked up all night.

Fortunately the French officer on board the

steamer came forcibly to my recollection,

and so 1 thought a little politeness might do.

Perhaps there was a fault, and I should be

very hapjjy to go and explain it to the Com-
mandante, but surely I might have my din-

ner first. It was all unavailing, the stolid in-

difference of the soldiers ronvinc:ed mc there

was no moving them ; so, taking my newly

found friend George along with me, I went as

prisoner to the Guard House together with

Don Pedro of course, who didn't seem to

like it even as well as myself. The Com-
mandante was at first very polite, asked me
how I was, iS:c., then told me that I had

come on shore without sounding the cus-

tomary shell ; that I had smuggled 50 lbs of

tobacco in the boat, and that for the first of-

fence I was fined $10, and for the second

$25, and the tobacco was to be confisaited.

George translated this to me, giving every

now and then a sly expressive look towards

Don Pedro. I soon took the hint, assured

the Commandante of my desire to obey the

laws and customs of the country, and after

expressing my personal regard for himself,

explained that this being the first time I had

travelled in the country I knew nothing of

the need of giving warning of our arrival,

and as to tobacco I didn't even know that

there was any on board beyond my own box

of cigars, which I should be glad if he would

accept, and I closed by telling him of my
hungry condition, and begging to be allow-

ed at least to finish my dinner before being

punished. I (through George) seemed to

have hit the mark ; he apologized for the ne-

cessity he had been under of calling me ; said

I was free, and hoped I would call on him

in a friendly way ; and then he turned to Don

Pedro

:

" What do you mean, you rascal, by bring-

ing a gentleman here so hungry. I have you

now. You will not get off so easily this time."

I heard no more, for, leaving the crest-

fallen Don to hear it out, I went to finish my
dinner. In my absence, a courier had

arrived from Teleman, telling me that my
relative and the manager of the estate I was

going to had come there to meet me, and I

was to lose no time. I felt now that real

friends were near, my troubles were over; and

having eaten a much enjoyed meal was soon

asleep, dreaming confiisedly of alligators,

soldiers, tobaccf), guns, and iguanas, and of

Don Pedro (who was snoring on the other

side of the room) (]uarrelling with the Com-

mandante.

( To b( contittudi.

)
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THE flowers of the field were sighing

For the chequered shade of the wood

" 'Twould be so sweet to be lying

Where the waving beeches stood !

"

The flowers of the wood were pining

For the open fields and the breeze :

" We never can see the sun shining,

Here, stifled among the trees !

"

The flowers of the hedge were bleeding

As they shrank from the cruel thorn :

" What a life is this we are leadings

We wonder why we were born !

"

The eglantine asked, complaining,

" Ah, why must I always climb ?

'Twould be pleasanter far remaining

On the hill-side like the thyme."

And the rock-plants murmured, weeping,

" We wish we'd been born in mould,

We are, oh ! so tired of creeping,

And the stones are so hard and cold !

"

But the mosses refused to grumble,

They were quite content with their state

;

They said it was " well to be humble,

And not so well to be great."

And the ivy exclaimed " What weakness,

You silly dissatisfied folk !

Take refuge from grief in meekness.

And cling to some bare, old oak !

"

But the sunflower called to them, smiling.

With a steady face to the sun,

" What wasted words and reviling !

Took upward, and all is done."
Alice Horton.

Ottawa.
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THE ROMANCE OF A BACK STREET*

A NOVELETTE : IN THREE PARTS.

BY F. W. ROBINSON.

Author oj " Little Kati Kirby ;" " Second- Cousin Sarah," 6^r. &•€.

CHAPTER I.

JOHN DAX.

THE fancy repository in Gibbon Street,

Lambeth, was no ephemeral affair

—

none of your fly-away businesses, subject to

strange accidents, defalcant tenants and miss-

ing keys, at those embarrassing quarters of

the year when the landlord wants his rent.

Meagre and poor to look at, " Morison's

Repository " had evidently been a good one

to go, if the board between the first-floor

windows could be relied on for veracity, the

business having been established in the year

of our Lord one thousand seven hundred

and ninety-eight No one doubted the fact

in Gibbon Street ; the oldest inhabitant had

no recollection of any name save Morison

over the little square windows of the shop,

where business was far from brisk, despite

the date of its first start, and the claims of

old associations which it asserted over all

new comers to the neighbourhood.

There were two Morisons left to manage

the shop at the date our story o])ens—two

pale-faced young women, who would have

been pretty in another sjihere, with a fancy

repository oH their minds, and a struggle to

keep afloat in the world less perceptibly

manifest. Morison's Repository could not

be doing well down that shadowy back street,

where grim lacts were more patent to the

locality than fancy goods ; there was little in

the window to attract the attention of jias-

sers-by making their short cuts to Waterloo

• RcKislcrcd in accordance with the Copyright

Act oi 1868.

Road and Kennington, and the regular cus-

tomers were always few and far between.

The stock did not change much from year's

end to year's end ; there were wooden and

leather dolls, that seemed as old and time-

stained as the bricks of the edifice ; there

was a superior wax doll, under a cracked

glass shade, which had been once the glory

of the firm, but which had let in the flies of

late days, and spotted irretrievably the image

of youthful beauty still simpering beneath

it. In their proper seasons there were a few

new halfpenny balls, shuttlecocks, marbles,

and kites ; but they went off" slowly, and

there was also a heavy percentage of them

lying in odd corners of the window, long

after the demand for them had subsided.

The rent was not paid by the profits on

these fancy goods we may assert at once.

A written announcement, in Italian hand,

framed and glazed, and hung up at the back of

the window, told the old story of hard work

and small pay :
" Dressmaking done here,"

had been formally announced three months

after old Mori.son had died, leaving a second

wife and two daughters to the mercy of Gib-

bon Street, and then dressmaking killed the

second wife off-hand, and made of the

daughters two sunken-eyed, hollow-cheeked,

sad-looking young women, whom the neigh-

bours respected and pitied, and helped with

orders when they were able. Time was

when the Morison girls had been considered

stuck up ; that was when their father was

alive, a clerk in the Customs, with a scanty

salary that helped towards paying the rent,

and kejfl him every evening in fours of

whisky and water, hot, at the "George.
'
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over the way. People said, till he died,

that he had a pretty penny by the business

;

and then his wife and daughters half ruined

themselves with the expenses of his funeral,

and it began to be whispered abroad that

they were " down on their luck," even for

the denizens of Gibbon Street. Still they

never gave way, never acknowledged that

they were poor or hard pressed, even when

the mother died, and three years afterwards

they were still the Misses Morison, of the

Repository, with a smile and a nod—the

former forced at times—to those who gave

each in her turn good day at the front door,

or in the murky recesses of the shop.

They were young women seldom, if ever,

seen together—work would not allow it, or

the shop stopped the way to the society of

each other ; for if there were no pressure of

business, there were many questions as to

the price of goods, from penniless children

of an enquiring turn of mind and with much

time upon their hands. One week Mary

Morison, the younger sister, worked at dress-

making behind the counter, and Ellen, the

elder by two years, and only one-and-twenty,

was to be seen, over the wire-blind of the

parlour door, stitching quickly and steadily,

and thinking of old times, perhaps ; and

next week the position would be reversed,

and Mary would be indoors, and Ellen wait-

ing for all customers. They went to church

twice every Sunday, and were good young

women, who did not run after the chaps on

Sabbath evenings, as was the fashion amongst

the girls of Gibbon Street, take them in the

aggregate. It was remarked by curious folk

that they did not go to church together, but

that each went her own way and to her own
particular place of worship, as though their

religion differed, or a week's hard work to-

gether had rendered them weary of each

other's company. And Sundays, or week

days, they always looked gravely at the world

before them and took life as a serious un-

dertaking, as it was to them. They kept

no company, and they never called upon

their neighbours, save in the way of " mea-

suring," and " fitting," and taking home

their work ; want of time was their excuse,

whenever excuse was necessary, to those

who would have liked to call them friends.

Mary and Ellen Morison had no friends,

unless we except John Dax, who was their

" humble and obedient servant to com-

mand," and who came every morning at

seven, and every evening at ten, to take

down and put up the shutters before the

windows of the establishment. This was

an occupation that had begun when John

Dax was a lanky youth of seventeen, and

before old Morison had gone the way of all

flesh, and for five years or more had been

continued. John Dax had been at first dis-

covered on the door-step of the fancy repo-

sitory, quietly shivering himself to death,

until he had been helped in by father and

daughters, and supplied with something

warm and filling for the nonce. Then they

had learned John's history—that he was out

of work and times were bad, and his father

was a vocalist, that is, a gentleman whose

especial mission it was to howl nautical bal-

lads in the street, and to depend on the

patronage of those who stopped to hear him.

It had been hard work that winter with

John's father, whose voice gave way about

the same period as his legs, which were

taken suddenly with paralysis, and spoiled

business, and so John Dax from that time

forth had done his best to work for his father

and himself, not always with success, and

not at any time to the satisfaction of his

parent, who was an exacting man, a merce-

nary man and hard to please. When John

Dax came home with less than one-and-

sixpence, John Dax's father swore profanely

:

and when John brought no money home at

all—which was occasionally the case—the

father would fling his crutches at him, and

bid him keep away until he was of service

to him, and money could be had in some

fashion.

" Gort's truth—ain't there any hanker-
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chers hanging out of back pockets, now?" he

screamed forth one day in his rage \ but this

might have been in a moment of excitement,

and not intended as a hint to his son and

heir, standing by the doorway, and keeping

a watchful eye upon the crutch. At all

events, John Dax never brought home
pocket-handkerchiefs, though he loitered

much about the streets when there was no

work for casual hands to be found in the

factories, and no spare cash to hire a barrow,

and heap it up with damaged fruits, and go

costering in the New Cut and Lower Marsh.

John Dax was not a strong youth, and

hard work and indifferent living had told

against him, till the night of his collapse on

Mr. Morison's doorstep, as they were telling

against him, even more forcibly, five years

and some odd months afterwards. He was

the shadow of a young man at that time, a

patient and uncomplaining being, whom the

\nse folk down his court, where his father

lived, considered " half a fool "—he was so

awfully quiet, and took his troubles with such

strange philosophy. The life of the bt)y was

the life of the man, with very little differ-

ence, luck having been dead against John
Dax from the unfortunate day of his birth

—

factory life, street-barrow life, shoeblack life,

life from hand to mouth, which means the

mouth wide open and nothing for the hand

to put into it.

Patience and perseverance in this weak,

old-fashioned young man ought to have ac-

complished something for John Dax, if there

be any truth in aphorisms ; but there were

certain obstacles in his way, and he was only

surmounting them by degrees. Five years

ago he had been unable to read and write,

and Mary Mtjrison had told him she was

ashamed of him for that, and he had begun

in odd moments afterwards, and under ter-

rible difficulties, his father's grave objection

being one of them. He had succeeded partly

in his efforts—that is, he could write his own
name and spell a few facts cnit of the

columns of a newspaper. Mary Morison,

unwittingly, was another obstacle to his ad-

vancement, for we may say at once that

John Dax was over head and ears in love

with her, and would have declined any situa-

tion under the sun that would Have prevent-

ed his ojjening and shutting the repository,

and catching a glimpse of Mary's face, and

of being warmed to the heart's core by

Mary's sad, but pleasant smile. Mary was

a princess to this ill-clad, ill-fed young man
—a divinity in rusty black—and as far above

his dreams, or his ambitions, as the other

goddesses. She was a fair obstacle in the

way of his advancement, nevertheless, but

she never guessed it, and as for imagining

that he loved her, she would as soon have

dreamed of love from the fly-blown doll, un-

der the glass case in the window. He was

no hero to her— only a poor sickly mortal,

who put the shutters up for ninepence a

week, and went cowering home afterwards

in the shadows of the narrow streets beyond,

where crime was rife and penury was plen-

tiful.

Still John Dax had his romance, and that

is why the history of it, and all that came of

it, may be worth telling in these pages.

CHAPTER n.

LEFT IN TRUST.

WHEN it was Ellen Morison's turn to

keep watch and ward behind the

counter of the little shop in Gibbon Street,

John Dax saw but little of the younger sis-

ter. Ellen was equally kind in her quiet

way, equally gentle and sympathetic in her

patronage, but the kindness and the patro-

nage were not Mary's.

One evening in Ellen's week. John Dax

became suddenly more absent and confused

than ordinary, and Ellen, an observant

young woman, even when work was press-

ing, detected a change in his demeanour

before he had put up the thinl shuller of
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shop, and nearly succeeded in driving the

corner of it through the upper glass window.

When he came in for shutter No. 4, she

said, without looking from her work

—

" Is anything the matter, John ?
"

" Yes—there is—a little the matter," he

said, in a hesitating manner.

" Are you ill ? " asked Ellen Morison.

" No, I ain't ill," answered John Dax,

" but the old 'un is."

"Your father?"

" Yes ; he's going off the hooks, at last."

John was not refined in his discourse

—

even in his grief the poor fellow was slangy;

and there was real grief at the bottom of his

heart for the man who had brought him up

badly, and been never grateful for a son's

attention.

Ellen Morison said a few words of com-

fort to him, quoted one or two texts applica-

ble to his condition, and stitched on in her

usual swift and silent manner. John listened,

nodded gravely and went away, returning a

moment afterwards, and leaning across the

counter to say, in a husky voice

—

" Tell her."

" Tell whom ? " asked Ellen Morison,

surprised.

" Miss Mary ; she was asking after the

guv'nor last week."

Ellen moved her head slightly, as if in ac-

quiescence.

" She is well, I suppose ? " asked John,

glancing askance at the wire blind.

" She is quite well, thank you," answered

the elder sister.

" She was looking very pale last week, I

fancied," said John.

Miss Morison did not reply to this, and

John, after waiting a minute, as if for his

answer, took himself off the premises. The
next morning, when he knocked at the door

of the repository, he was agreeably surprised

to find it was Mary Morison who opened

the door to him. He had arrived a quarter

of an hour earlier than usual, and Mary was

the first down stairs.

" You are before your time, John," she

said, as he began to unscrew the inner bolt

of the shutters.

" Yes, I thought I'd come earlier—

I

couldn't rest."

" What is the matter, then }
"

" The guv'nor died in the night. I said

he would."

" Your father dead !
" exclaimed Mary.

"I'm very sorry for you."

" Thank you," answered John ; "it's kind

to say so. You've been expecting it, may-

hap."

"No, I've not."

" Didn't Miss Ellen tell you last night, I

thought it would be soon ?
"

" No."

" Oh ! she forgot, I s'pose."

"Very likely," answered- Mary, "she is

busy just now."

John thought of this reply after he had

taken the shutters down, and was disposed

to beheve that there was a lack of sympathy

with his orphanage, until Mary said

—

"I§ there anything I can do for you in

this distress, John?"
" God bless yer, Miss, nothing," he blurt-

ed forth.

" I'm afraid you cannot do much for your

self, my poor fellow."

" I must leave it to the parish," said John.

In the evening he came as usual, but this

time with a deputy—an overgrown, bullet-

headed youth of stolid aspect. John came

in with his face very white and his hands

shaking with excitement, and Ellen Morison,

at her old post behind the counter, thought

he had been drinking.

" I couldn't stop away and leave you in

the lurch," he said at once ;
" but I ain't up

to the shutter business—I ain't well—I've

been flurried and flustered, and somethink

has 'appened and took me off my feet, and

offmy head, I think. I can't tell you now."

There was an old cane-bottomed chair on

his side of the counter, and he dropped into

it, spread his thin hands before his face, and
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began to cry, keeping all the noise to him-

self, and only gurgling internally now and

then.

" I'm better now—don't mind me/' he

said at last.

" Is your father dead, then ? " asked Ellen

M orison.

" Yes ; didn't Miss Mary tell you all

about it?"

Ellen Morison hesitated for an instant, as

if tliere were a difficulty in replying to this

question.

" No, she did not," was the decisive

answer at last.

" I told her this morning, when I came to

open the shop, and she seemed cut up to

hear it."

" We have lost a father, too, John," said

Miss Morison, sadly.

" I'm glad of that— I mean I'm glad you
know what my feelings is about it ; not

that that's floored me, all of a heap, like

this, but somethink else, which I'll let you

know of presently—not now, I'm too flus-

tered—wait."

" I should go home and rest," Miss Mori-

son suggested ; still with the idea on her

mind, that grief had driven John Dax to the

gin shop.

" I will—thankee—I will. You won't

mind his doing the work for a day or two,

till the funeral's over ? " he said, dragging

forward his deputy by the fragile lappet of

his jacket. " He's to be trusted, or I

wouldn't have brought him, 'pon my soul !"

He went away, to return again after his

old fashion. It was a habit of John Dax to

come back for a last word, or to hazard a

final remark ; and even in his excitement he

seemed bound to re-appear. On this occa-

sion it was with a purpose, at any rate.

" I nearly forgot it," he said, as he stooped

and took up a bundle from the floor. " I

put it down when I came in fust, and there

I might have left it altogether- only at the

comer of the street I thought of it. What a

lark to leave it there ! " And to the sur-

prise of the listener, he began laughing so

hysterically that it was a mercy when he

came to a full stop.

He placed the bundle on the counter— it

seemed very heavy, and very tightly tied

together—and pushed it towards Ellen

Morison.

" Will you ask Miss Mary to take care of

this till I come back again ?" he said ;
" will

you—will you mind my giving it her my-

self?
"

And then, for the first time in his life, he

took the liberty of walking to the parlour

door, turning the handle, and entering the

room where Mary Morison was supposed to

be at work. But Mary was sitting at the

table with her work unheeded, on her lap,

and her hands spread before her face. John

thought she was asleep, till the hands dropped

and showed she had been crying, and then

John said, quickly

—

" Oh, Miss Mary, what is it with you ?

—

what is it ? " and forgot his bundle till it fell

with a crash on the floor.

" How dare you come into the room ?
"

cried Mary, indignantly ;
" who told you to

enter ? What do you want ?
"

" I—I beg parding— I am very rude

—

but I'm going to be away a bit, and I want

you to mind this till I come back."

"What is it, John," asked Mary, softening

at his appeal, and at his wistful looks to-

wards her.

" I want you to mind it, not the 'tother

one," he said ;
" to keej) it and what's in it.

if you don't see me any more—that's all

—

good bye."

" What is it ?" asked Mary, curiously.

But John did not answer her. He backed

out of the shop and ran away from (iibbon

Street, and it was six months before the

dressmakers saw him again.
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CHAPTER III.

A DOUBLE CONFESSION.

JOHN DAX came back to Gibbon Street

in the winter time, when the snow was

falHng. He had been away six months, and

the Morisons might have forgotten him alto-

gether, had there not been a bundle in the

bed-room cupboard to remind them of the

goods he had left in trust. He came back

to find nothing changed in the repository
;

the window stock was unaltered, the doll

still simpered beneath its cracked glass-

shade, the gas burned as dimly and fitfully

as ever ; one sister sat at work behind the

counter, grave as Fate, and by the fireside

in the parlour worked the other at the eternal

dressmaking. He had hardly expected to

find the place and those who had endeared

it to him, in the same condition ; there had

been so great a change to him that he could

not believe in life flowing on in as silent and

monotonous a fashion as he had known it in

his day. He had turned into Gibbon Street

with an awful heart-sinking ; he had won-

dered what he should do if the shop were

closed, and. an announcement that the pre-

mises were to let were affixed upon the shut-

ters he had put up and taken down so often
;

he had prayed even that all might be as he

had left it, as he stepped from the deep

snow-drift into the well-known shop.

It was Ellen's week again, and he knew

it. He had even calculated the weeks to

make sure of it, for a reason of his own that

will presently appear. He entered the pre-

mises so changed himself, for all the snow

upon his shoulders, that Ellen Morison did

not know him, to begin with.

" What can I serve you with, sir ? " she

asked, after waiting for orders in vain.

" Miss Morison, don't you know me ? " he

exclaimed, leaning over the counter, and

looking hard into her face. She recoiled at

his impulsive movement, and put her hands

to the bosom of her black dress as if afraid

to look at him ; then she drew a long deep

breath of relief, and came close to her side

of the counter, regarding him more criti-

cally.

" I don't think I know you," she said,

hesitatingly.

" My name is John Dax," he said.

" John Dax," repeated Miss Morison,

" not—not the man who used to come here

every day—to— "

" To help with the shutters—yes."

" You have altered very much," she said,

extending her hand to him, as to an old

friend, "and I am glad to see it."

" Thankee," said John.

He had altered very much for the better,

Ellen Morison meant, and John took it as

a compliment, and was grateful for her

opinion. He had tried hard to better him-

self from the day of his father's funeral, and

he was glad that he had succeeded—that he

had not striven in vain. He was still thin

and pale, but he had grown a big brown

beard, which became him, and rendered him

more manly of appearance ; he held his

head erect, and looked steadily, not fur-

tively, at his opposite neighbour; he was

well-dressed, and it was difficult to associate

him with the rags and squalor of six months

ago.

"Nothing has changed here much," said

John, looking round.

" Nothing—much," was the echo.

" Miss Mary," he said, with a great gulp,

"is there?"

" Yes !

"

"And well?"

"Quite well."

" She sits by the fire just as she used

—

it's a picter—picture," he said, correcting

himself, " I have often seen whilst I have

been away."

Miss Morison looked critically at him

again, and then resumed her stitching.

" I'll sit here with my back to the par-

lour, if you don't mind," John said, "because

I should like to ask you a few questions be-
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fore she knows I'm here, beaiuse I should

like to tell you, her sister, straight out, what's

upon my mind."

Miss Morison resumed her stitching after

another critical glance in his direction.

" You was both— I should say, you were

both very kind to me when I was fighting

hard to live : for years I came back'ards

and for'ards, always meetin'with kind wordsj

often with kind help when you seemed

—

don't mind my sayingof it now, miss—hardly

able, the two of you, to help yourselves.

Tiiis shop was a kind of heaven to me, and

I was very wretched out of it. Then my
father died.'

"Yes," said Ellen Morison, softly, as he

paused.

' Died rich."

The dressmaker left off work in her sur-

prise.

'' There was saved up in the mattress of

his bed one hundred pounds, in five-pound

Bank of England notes, and about as much

in soverins—sovereigns, I should say. He
had been scraping and slaving all his life for

this, and no one a bit the worse save his-

self, and it was only by chance I found all

about it, after he was dead."

" I congratulate you on your good fortune,

John."

" My first idea was, it had all been stolen,"

John continued, " for the guv'nor kept bad

company, and rum people came to talk to

him when I was out. On the day you last

saw me what do you think I did?"
" I don't know," was the simple answer.

" I took the notes to the Bank of Eng-

land—making up my mind to be took

—

taken up—with 'em, if they knew the num-

bers, as I thought they would."

"That was an honest act, John," said

Ellen, warmly.

" No, it wasn't," answered John, quickly,

" for if the numbers had been known, I

could have said how I had found the notes,

you see, and got clear off. She" he added

in a whisper, " would have had the gold."

" What gold 1
"

" The hundred pounds in the bundle I

left here— they could not have proved the

money belonged to any one in partickler,

and she would have been the better for it.'

" Tliis was wrong," exclaimed Ellen

Morison.

"Yes, I suppose it was; but I didn't

know wrong from right very clearly, and I

only wanted to help her. Nobody could

have proved the gold belonged to her, and

I wanted to help her, you see," he said

again.

" I see," repeated Ellen.

"The perlice—the police—would have

bagged the lot ; it would have gone to the

Crown, or something, if it had been found

along with the notes ; and what good would

the money have done anybody then ?
"

" This is shallow reasoning, John," said

Ellen ;
" the newspaper would have betray-

ed you, too, and told us the whole story."

" You never read the paper."

" We should have heard it from our neigh-

bours."

" I should not have given my own name."

"Well, well," said Ellen Morison, re-

suming her needlework, " the notes were

not stolen, and you have come back for your

money."

She arose as if with the intention of fetch-

ing it, when John Uax leaped across the

counter and seized her by the arm.

" No, no ! God forbid !
" he cried ;

" sit

down, please, whilst I tell you the rest of

my mind. She's not looking up ; she's

brooding over the fire just as I have seen

her a score of times before, and does not

know that anybody's here."

" What is there more to say about her ?
"

asked Ellen, sitting down again, thus adjured.

" Something much worse, you'll think, I

dare say," he said ;
" but I can't helj) it. It's

on my mind, I say again ; and I want to tell

you, to begin with."

" Well ? " asked Ellen, as he paused.

"I've kept away six months in order to
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learn to read and write in earnest, and be

less like the wreck of a chap I was/' he said

frankly, " in order to be fit to be your friend

and hers—especially hers. You've been a

couple of angels to me, and I want to make

a kind of a return with that money for both

of you, for I shall never want it."

" Thank you, John, but we are never

likely to take it," was the proud reply.

" I want you not to think of that at pre-

sent," he said, " to let it wait there for me,

then, till I come to fetch it. But I want to

tell you, outright, now, how I love your

sister—how I have been loving her for years

and years—right on without a break !

"

It was a strangely excited face now that

glared across at Ellen Morison—it was full

of pathos and passion, and a terrible anxiety.

" Why do you tell me this ? " cried Ellen

Morison, in a new harsh voice.

She was excited herself, and scarcely

heeded his wild looks.

" Because you can help me—because you

can tell me if she is liked by anyone else

—

if there will ever be a chance of her learn-

ing to like me—not now, of course not !—if

I may come here as a friend at first, a

humble friend, teaching himself to be worthy

of her by degrees—if she would mind my
coming, not knowing that I liked her yet

—

not guessing at it for an instant."

" Would you come if there was no chance

for you ? " asked Ellen.

" No," he said, after a pause, " I fancy

not. Then I should be glad to hook it, for

good."

" There is not a chance," affirmed Miss

Morison, severely ;
" and you are a poor fool

to think there is."

" I didn't think there was," muttered John

Dax, hanging down his head ;
" I didn't

dream of it hardly—but I thought I'd ask."

" Ask for yourself, and see what she will

say," said Ellen.

" No, no ; I can believe you," said John,

shrinking at the suggestion. " God bless

her. why should I trouble her ? But if some

day you will say to her "

" Don't take my word for anything," cried

Ellen, as excited as himself; " don't tell me
what to say—don't ask me to speak to her.

She and I have not spoken to each other for

three years ! '^

(To be contimied.

)
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I lift my spirit to your cloudy thrones.

And feel it broaden to your vast expanse.

Oh, mountains, so immeasurably old.

Crowned with bald rocks, and everlasting cold,

That melts not underneath the sun's fierce glance

—

Peak above peak—fixed—dazzling—ice and stones.
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Down your steep sides quick torrents leap and roar,

And disappear in gloomy gorges sunk,

Fringed with black pines, on dizzy verges high

Poised, tumbling to the thunder and the cry

Of the lost waters, through each giant trunk,

And farthest twig and tassel, evermore.

Night broods along the valleys, while your peaks

Are pink and purple with the light of morn,

And filmy tints that swim the depths of space,

To reach and kiss you first upon the face,

Before the world awakes and day is born,

To flush with golden gleam your rugged cheeks.

And last and longest lingering the light'

Is on your mighty foreheads, when the sun

Sets in the sea, and makes a palace fair.

For his repose, of crystal wave and air :

Ye seem to stoop, and smile to look upon

The fallen monarch from your silent height.

Behold, far down the mountain herdsman's ranche,

The rough road winding past his lonely door.

And in his ears by day and night the sound

Of mad waves plunging down the gulf profound.

The tempest's gathering cry— the dull deep roar.

And the long thunder of the avalanche.

Valleys are green about your rocky feet.

And sweet with clambering vines, and waving corn,

And breath of flowers, and gold of ripening truit :

Cities send up their smoke, and man and brute

Beneath your wide embrasure have been born

And died for ages—yet, ye hold your seat.

I lift my spirit up to you, and seem

To feel your vastness penetrate my soul.

And faintly see far off and looming broad

And dread the grandeur of the world of God ;

And thrill to be a part of the great whole,

Wliirh towers above me, a stupendous dream.

Kate Skv.mour McLkan.

Jtim'rsoii, Out.
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CHARLES KINGSLEY.

FEW of the names that have been pro-

minent in the literature of the nine-

teenth century will be cherished with warmer

affection and deeper reverence than that

of Charles Kingsley, whose memory will be

<:herished in the hearts of a large class of

readers for, at least, a long time to come.

Like that of a kindred spirit—Dean Alford

—

his reputation is not solely that of a writer,

though his genius, if not a commanding one,

was always fresh and original. There are

few, perhaps, of the younger generation of

writers who do not owe to his writings much

of high impulse and noble inspiration ; and

his influence is traceable in much of the

imaginative literature of the day. But his

image stands before the minds of most, not

as a writer of noble English merely, but as

a doer of noble deeds ; one who could not

only express high moral conceptions and

philanthropic thoughts in strong, and fresh,

and vivid language, but who could also, un-

like some other writers of this class, trans-

late thought into action : who could not

only vigorously denounce social wrongs, but

could and did give an earnest, active, prac-

tical sympathy to every honest attempt to

right them.

" Alton Locke " is an old story now, but

many will still remember the sensation which

it produced upon both readers and review^ers.

The mind of the higher classes was not then

so familiar with the thoughts and circum-

stances which led to Chartism in the lower,

as it has since been made, by social-political

novels, leading articles, and radical reviews.

It was a wonderful feat in those days to rouse

the fashionable world to a deep and intense

interest in the thoughts and fortunes of a

Chartist tailor, even though he were a poet

into the bargain. It is curious, by the way,

that a ver}' different kind of novelist

—

4

Anthony TroUope— in one of his latest pro-

ductions, repeated Kingsley's earUest choice

of a hero by selecting a radical member of

a profession, proverbial for its radicalism, but

not usually attractive to a poetical imagina-

tion. But Alton Locke is a much deeper,

more earnest study than TroUope's hero,

and Kingsley's novel is well worthy the

perusal of all who may not have read it, if

only to show them whence many other of

our modern writers have caught impulse and

inspiration.

Kingsley was thirty at least when " Alton

Locke" was pubUshed, yet this, with its

successors, " Yeast," and the vivid and

powerful " Hypatia," might be considered

as the fruit of what Goethe's biographer

would, in Teutonic phrase, call the Sturjn-

und-Drang period, the crystallising stage

through which most men of vivid imagina-

tive impulses and strong individuality must

pass : the time when the beautiful dreams

of youth are as yet uncorrected by the chast-

ening and maturing discipline of after years,

and life seems full of boundless possibilities

to the eager heart, which, impatient of all

oppression, is apt to believe that wrongs

have only to be show^n in order to be re-

dressed.

But "Westward Ho," taken all in all,

must always seem to many the flower of

Kingsley's imaginative genius. To those

who may have chanced to read it with the

fresh uncloyed appetite of youth it stands

by itself as much as " Robinson Crusoe

"

or the " Arabian Nights," in a place of its

own. unlike any other book they ever read.

It should pass into the ranks of our English

classics if it has not already done so, for

not only is it written in pure, strong, and

noble Saxon, but it leaves on the mind of

the reader impressions as distinct and inef
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faceable, mental pictures as clear as those

left by the "Vision of Mirza," the fatal

bridge with its broken arches and the cattle

grazing in " the long hollow valley of Bag-

dad." Who that has read the book in any-

thing like favourable circumstances does not

keep as some of his most cherished intellec-

tual memories tliose of wandering in the

author's delightful company among the sea-

side villages, the wooded dingles and hills of

the soft pastoral scenery of Devonshire, or

the palm and fern jungles, the mangrove

swamps, the colossal clifls and rich tropical

vegetation of southern forests painted from

imagination as vividly as the word-pictures

in his " At Last " were painted from reality.

Then there is the wonderful vividness with

which he brings before us the eager, adven-

turous chivalric age of the maiden Queen,

when the new western world had set men's

imagination afire with the spirit of discovery,

and such bold, restless spirits as Amyas
Leigh must take to the sea as naturally as

did their Norse ancestors of old. And then

the wonderful variety of character, the vig-

nettes of sweet womanly English ladies in

the setting of stately baronial halls, rough,

dauntless sea-captain.s—half-gentleman, half-

sailor, like John Oxenham—rugged Puritan

sailors with tender hearts, like the fine old

Salvation Veo, Jesuits, Spaniards, the shrewd

money-making old merchant but devoted

father of the " Rose of Torridge," the ill-

fated Rose herself with her wilful impulses

and passionate heart, the noble, tamed

child of nature, Ayacanora, and last, but not

least, the brave, simple-hearted hero Amyas
himself. And the end of it all is as noble

and touching an end as ever a poem or a

novel had. Through it, as through all Kings-

ley's writings, there nms a golden thread of

earnest purpose to show the nobility of truth,

the dignity of labour, and the sympathy that

should unite the ricli and the poor. The
pruinolic^n of this syinj)alhy and mutual

comprehension was, indeed, one of the main

ends of his life and iiis labours.

Of his poetical writings not much may
be said, as it is not upon these that his

literary fame will chiefly rest. His " Saint's

Tragedy " is a pure and beautiful render-

ing of the quaint old" history of Elizabeth

of Hungary, entering thoroughly into the

spirit of her noble though over-wrought

religious devotion ; and this is, perhaps,

the more remarkable because his own re-

ligious sympathies ran in a very different

and much healthier channel. But it is

a characteristic of the poetic mind to

comprehend, and to a certain e.vtent to

sympathize, even where it cannot endorse.

" Andromeda and Other Poems " contains

some of his most familiar poems, the songs

which, set to appropriate music, at once fill

the ear with melody and the " inward eye
"

with vivid pictures, such as pre-eminently

the " Three Fishers," which will hold its

ground as one of our favourite and most ex-

quisite ballads, and the " The Sands of

Dee," with its still more mournful rhythm.

A less-known song is " The Poacher's

Widow," full of an intense throbbing indig-

nation against the oppressive game laws that

Kingsley hated so thoroughly, which might

well thrill with its indignant pathos the

heart of the most selfish game " preserver,"

and aristocratic game-seller. Another beau-

tiful song, as picturesque and melodious

as Tennyson's " Brook," is the one entitled

'' Cool and Clear," enshrined in his " Water

Babies," a "fairytale" which has charmed

many a grown-up " land baby." The closing

stanza of this song, which describes the

course of a stream, at first pure, but growing

" baser and baser the richer it grows," we

may quote here as an instance of the moral

purpose which runs through everything he

wrote :

" Strong ami free—strong and free !

The flood-gales are open, away to the sea !

Free and strong—free and .strong,

Cleansing my streams as I hurry along,

Till I lose myself in the infinite main,

Like a soul that hxs sinned and is pardoned again.
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Undefiled, for the undefiled,

Bathe in me—lave in me—mother and child.

"

" The Roman and the Teuton " is the

only fruit of his Cambridge Professorship

of History. His bent was not towards his-

tory. His preference of |the individual to

the general we see in his sketches of the

" Hermits," of Bondelet the Naturalist, and

George Buchanan. " Hereward the Last of

the English," a historical novel first pub-

lished in Good Words, has been less read

than any of his other fictions. " The He-
roes " is the freshest modern rendering of

the old Greek legends that has ever ap-

peared, and the name suggests a most char-

acteristic chapter in his recently published
" Health and Education," a volume which

shows us the deep and earnest interest

he took in the most important social

questions of the day. Some passages from

the chapter on " Heroism" so distinctly

bring out his fine and true appreciation of

the heroic element in human character,

that it may be profitable as well as pleasant

to quote them here :

" These words bring us to another ele-

ment in heroism—its simplicity. Whatso-
ever is not simple, whatsoever is affected,

boastful, wilful, covetous, tarnishes, even
destroys, the heroic character of a deed, be-
cause all these faults spring out of self. On
the other hand, wherever you find a per-

fectly simple, frank, unconscious character,

there you have the possibility, at least, of
heroic action." " Is not the highest hero-
ism that which is free even from the appro-
bation of our fellow-men, even from the ap-
probation of the best and wisest ? The
God-like deeds alone in the lonely chamber.
The God-like Hves lived in obscurity. A
heroism rare among us men who live per-
force in the glare and noise of the outer
world : more common among women—wo-
men ofwhom the world never hears, who, if

the world discovered them, would only draw
the veil more closely over their faces and
their hearts and entreat to be left alone
with God. True, they cannot always hide.
They must not always hide, or their fellow-

creatures would lose the golden lesson. But
nevertheless, it is of the essence of the per-

fect and womanly heroism, in which, as in

all spiritual forces, woman transcends the
man, that it would hide it if it could."

" I do not deny that it is more difficult to
be heroic while circumstances are unheroic
around us. We are all too apt to be the
puppets of circumstance

; all too apt to fol-

low the fashion ; all too apt, like so many
minnows, to take our colour from the ground
on which we lie, in hopes, like them, of com-
fortable concealment, lest the new tyrant
deity, called public opinion, should spy us
out, and like Nebuchadnezzar of old, cast
us into a biu-ning fiery furnace, which public
optm'on can make very hot, for daring to wor-
ship any God or man save the will of the
temporary majority."

Kingsley's religious writings are less known
and read than his secular ones, though
nearly half of his published volumes, pamph-
lets, &c., are distinctly religious, and writ-

ten in the clear muscular English that cha-

racterizes all his writings. His "Village

Sermons " were his best ; and the sympathy
he showed with his poorer parishioners won
for him the soubriquet of the " Chartist Par-

son," though his Chartism was of a very dif-

ferent kind from that of the bitter dema-
gogue ofwhom the name is suggestive. He
belonged to the Broad Church section of

Church of England, and inclined rather to

preaching the Christian life and practice

than to what is now generally known as doc-

trinal preaching. He was an earnest friend

and admirer of Frederic Denison Maurice,

and one of his best minor publications was
an estimate of the peculiar character and
genius of this lamented friend ; an interest-

ing parallel to which may be traced in Car-

lyle's well-known tribute to his remarkable

friend Edward Irving.

Kingsley's enthusiastic advocacy of phy-

sical training, and the observance of God's

laws written in the physical as well as the

spiritual being of man, has caused the some-

what abused term of "muscular Christianity"

to be associated with his name ; but in his

efforts to lead men to a higher physical type

of manhood, he could claim the endorsation
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of Sl Paul, who did not think it below the

dignity of Christianity to teach men that they

should " glorify God in their body " as well

as in their spirit ; since both are God's. It

has been said that he has " at once sanctified

literature and liberalized religion. ' It might

be said, also, that he sought as much as

possible to sanctify common life, by show-

ing men and women how the)' can best im-

prove, and use to the best purpose, the

mental and physical faculties that God has

given them.

One of his own i>urposes in writing fic-

tion, which he never did for the mere amuse-

ment of his readers, is probably shadowed

forth in the following passage, taken from

the book already quoted :

—

" How the heart and the emotions are

wasted in these days, in reading what are

caHed sensation novels, all know but too

well ; how British literature—all that the

best hearts and intellects among our fore-

fathers have bequeathed to us— is neglected

for light fiction, the reading of which is,

as a lady well said, ' the worst form of in-

temperance—dram-drinking and opium-eat-

ing, intellectual and moral' 1 know that the

young will delight—they have delighted in

all ages, and will to the end of time— in fic-

tions which deal with that ' oldest tale which

is forever new.' Novels will be read : but

that is all the more reason why women should
lie trained, by the perusal of a higher,

broader, deeper literature, to distinguish the

good novel from the bad, tlie moral from

the immoral, the noble from the l)ase. the

true work of art from the sham which hides

its shallowness and vulgarity under a tangled

plot and melodramatic situations."

His own novels, at all events, furnish

healthy reading—an assisting influence in

both intellectual and moral education.

The main outlines of Charles Kingsley's

history are already before the public. His

old English ancestry, his birth on the bor-

ders of Dartmoor, his education at King's

College, Ix)ndon, and then at .Magdalen

College, O.xford, his first choice of the bar and

its rclincjuishment for that of the clerical pro-

fession, are all well known ; as is also his

early residence at Chelsea, where Thomas
Carlyle spoke of him, in 1847, ^s a young

man of remarkable power and promise, full

of liberal ideas and tendencies, and, indeed,

a "flaming phenomenon." It may be added

to this, that one of his father's first pastoral

visits, as rector of Chelsea, was to that some-

what intractable parishioner, now known

as the " sage of Chelsea," who survives

the man whose early promise he was quick

to discern.

Kingsley's first parish was his last. Not

much of the private life of the Rector of

Eversley—a moorland parish in Hampshire

—has ever become known to the lovers of

" literary gossip." In this age of biographie^,

his biography will probably be written ; and

that it will be an interesting one, who can

doubt? He leaves a widow, who, at the

time of his death, was prostrated b)" illness,

and two sons and two daughters. One of

his daughters contributed to the Good

Words of 1873 ^ii interesting and graphic

sketch of her "Winter in the Rocky Moun-

tains," whither she had gone to visit one of

her brothers, who, with the paternal love of

adventure, had found his way to the wilds

of Colorado. Mr. Kingsley himself, drawn

by the same magnet, visited these western

regions last year, and combined his visit with

a lecturmg tour in the United States and

Canada. Not a few well remember him as

he appeared among us—the manly form and

thoughtful, mtellectual face, with its earnest

eyes and firm, determined mouth and chin.

No one could have dreamed that his course

was so nearly run, for it has been cut short

at the comparatively early age of fifty-six.

It seems that his trans-.\tlantic tour proved

a fatal one to him, fur during its course he

caught a cold, from which he never re-

covered, and which resulted in the illness

that terminated his life on the 23d of January,

to the deep regret of many in both conti-

nents whom his writings had made his

friends.

N\ith the general expression of sorrow loi
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his loss which all England has been utter-

ing, fitly symbolized by the mournfiil music

of " The Dead March in Saul " that swelled

through the arches of Westminster Abbey,

on the afternoon succeeding his decease,

we may blend our tribute of regret, from a

land, whose features, material and moral, he

studied with much interest on his late visit,

and whose climate, he said, was well fitted

to draw forth the qualities of manly strength

and endurance that he so much prized.

In bidding him farewell,|we can hardly

conclude more fitly than in the words of an

impromptu stanza of his own, which beauti-

fully expresses the spirit and aim of all his

teaching, as well as the noble beauty of his

own character :

—

" My fairest child, I have no song to give you,

No lark could sing to skies so dull and grey,

Yet ere we part, one lesson I would leave you,

For every day :

Be good^ dear child, and let who will be clever.

Do noble things—not dream them all day long

—

And so make life, death, and the vast forever.

One grand, sweet song."

IN MEMORIAM.

Charles Kingsley, Obiit 2T,rd January, 1875.

A SINGER that sang to a noble strain,

A worker that wrought for all noble aims.

Winning a name in the golden chain

Of England's sacred and deathless names—
He hath' passed away to the blissful rest,

That the hardest toilers shall prize the best.

But his mellow richness of English speech,

The musical rhythm of his simple song,

The noble lessons he loved to teach,

His love of right, and his hate of wrong

—

These are not gone, but shall live enwrought

With the fibres of England's soul and thought.

He brought to the dwellers in smoky towns,

The fragrance of country lanes and leas,

The salt sea-breath of the breezy downs,

Fair dreams of the southern forests and seas,

Of island lagoons where the groves of palm

Lie mirrored clear in the waveless calm.

But, better still—to the toiling crowd

By furnace-fires, amid dizzying wheels

—

He brought the glad message of brotherhood,

That the blest Evangel of Christ reveals
;

That not to be crushed by the rich man's pride

Were they whom He loved—and for whom He died.
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Vet, not with the violence of lawless force,

. Of reckless mob, or uplifted hand,

Would he make men free
—

'twas a higher source

Whence Christian love should redeem the land

And, linking tnie men of whate'er estate.

In union of hearts, make his England great.

Be his dream fulfilled—in the noble age

That a nobler manhood shall grandly mould,

While his heroes win in the war they wage

With oppression of class and lust of gold

—

So his truest monument shall rise

In his country's ennobled destinies !

Kingston. FiDELIS.

LIVINGSTONE'S LAST JOURNALS.^

ON March 24th, 1866, a somewhat curi-

ous party, consisting ofone European

and thirty-eight attendants of various hues,

languages and nationalities, was landed, to-

gether with a miscellaneous collection of

animals of burden, near the mouth of the

Rovuma river, on the east coast of Africa,

about half-way between Mozambique and

Zanzibar. From the latter place they had I

been brought, or towed in a native boat, by
j

H. M. S. Penguin. We find in the journal i

now before us, that 011 the evening of that

day, " the Penguin then left ;" and with her

left the last white man who, with the sole

exception of Mr. Stanley, ever saw Dr. Liv-

ingstone alive. These Journals now give to

the world his own notes of the life led and

the facts a.scertained by that indefatigable

traveller between March 1866 and the ist

May, 1873, when his strength succumbed to

the strain to which it had been too long

subjected, and his wanderings ceased for

ever. Can we possibly hope to convey to

" The last Journals of David Livingstone in

Central Africa, 4c., &c., by Horace Waller,

F.R.G.S. New York: Harper & Hrothers.

Toronto : Adam, Stevenson & Co.

our readers, within the scanty limit of a few

pages, and without the help of a map, any

tolerable idea of the work which Dr. Living-

stone accomplished, and the cost to himself

at which it was done ?

Most of us fancy now-a-days that wc

know something about Africa ; but in the

vast majority of cases our knowledge amounts

to nothing more than an acquaintance with

several names which the discoveries of re-

cent travellers have made " household

words ;" while of the exact or relative posi

tion of the localities we are supremely igno-

rant. Given an old map of Africa in which

the whole interior is monopolized by Lumr

Monies^ a roaring lion, and a flying serpent,

we very much doubt if one in a hundred, or

shall we say a thousand, of the reading

and intelligent public could fill in the blank

space with the lakes Nyassa, Tanganyika,

and the Victoria and the Albert Nyanzas,

or could give, with any approximation to

accuracy, the courses, as far as they arc now

known, of the Zambesi, the Lualaba, or the

Congo. While we assume, then, the exist-

ence of an iniclligcnt interest in Central

Afric ;in ixploiations. wc shall take the liberty
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of. at the same time, assuming the absence

of accurate knowledge of the subject to be

absolute and complete.

Dr. Livingstone's travels may be regarded

from two points of view ; first, as extending

our geographical knowledge, and secondly,

as conducing to the amelioration of the na-

tive races and the suppression of the slave

trade. Let us look at them geographically

first. To do this intelligently we must get

a tolerably clear idea of the lie of the country

into which we are to follow him. As the

importance of his researches consists in the

bearing which they have upon the solution

of the ages-old mystery that attends the

sources of the Nile, let us take the line of

the well-known part of that river as the base

from which the few figures we must neces-

sarily introduce, can start. Alexandria lies in

long. 31° E., and the prolongation southward

of that meridian cuts through the centre of

the district in which is laid the scene of

these journals. The junction of the Blue

and White Niles at Khartoum is in about

15" N. ; Gondokoro, about which we wrote

recently in our notice of Sir S. Baker's ex-

pcdition,is at 5° N., and at 3° N. we strike

the outlet of the great Albert Nyanza. On
this vast inland sea no white man save

Baker has yet sailed, and he only coasted

along about 100 miles in a canoe. Its west

shore, and the large rivers which may and do

enter it there, are absolutely unknown, while

its southern Hmit is supposed to be at about
2° S. At the distance of about 100 miles

to the east of this lake, and extending from

the equator to 3° S., while its width east and

west is even greater, lies the enormous

Victoria Nyanza, communicating with the

former by a comparatively small outlet. The
discoverers of these two lakes not unnatur-

ally jumped to the conclusion that they had

each solved the Nile problem ; but while

these huge sheets of water act as reservoirs

from which that river is fed, its true sources

lie far away to the south. About one

degree below the Albert Nyanza lies the

head ofanother enormous lake, Tanganyika,

comparatively narrow—its average width is

something less than 30 miles—but extending

in a south-south-east direction nearly from

3*^ S., to 9° S., or about 400 miles. Further

to the south-east of Tanganyika, and onlj-

about 300 miles from the coast, lies yet

another large lake, Nyassa, but as this be-

longs to another " system " of drainage, we

will dismiss it at once, as we have already

quite as much as we can carry in our heads.

If we mention that Zanzibar, the base from

which all missionary, exploratory, or slave-

hunting expeditions start for Central Africa,

lies in about 6° S. latitude, about parallel

with the centre of Tanganyika, from which it

is distant in a straight line about 500 miles,

and also with the mouth of the Congo, on the

west coast, we have given all the figures which

will, perhaps, be sufficient for our purpose.

The task to which Livingstone set himself

was to discover to which ' system," north

or south, Tanganyika belonged ; to define

the watershed, if any, between it and the

Zambesi ; to find out the extent and to trace

the direction of the vast rivers which were

known to exist to the W. of Tanganyika,

and which presumably empty themselves

either westwardly into the Congo, or

northerly into the Nile.

It will be remembered by readers of Dr.

Livingstone's previous travels that one of

the great pests of the country, and draw-

backs to travelling in it is the tsetse fly, the

bite of which is fatal to cattle. On this oc-

casion the caravan was supplied with camels

and buffaloes from India, and donkeys, all of

which it was hoped would not suffer from the

tsetse. The experiment was altogether un-

successful, the animals all dying, while their

exemption from the effect of tsetse bite is

still a moot point. Unfortunately for them

and for his own comfort, Livingstone had

brought with him a few sepoys from India
;

and while the laziness of these men ham-

pered his march—he spent four months in

reaching Lake Nyassa—their cruelty reduced
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the animals to such a condition that one i

after another succumbed to the treatment >

they received. It is very evident that this
|

miscellaneous horde of followers required

over them a stronger hand than that of our

traveller. His own instincts, and a wish

to separate his own conduct by a broad

line from the cruelties exercised by thejArabs

towards their dependents, led him to look

with far too much forbearance on the wilful

delinquencies, towards himself, of his men.

Any thieving in the villages or any injustice

towards the natives, he invariably punished
;

but remonstrance was, with rare exceptions,

the only penalty provoked by conduct that

made his existence miserable and imperilled

the success of his undertaking. However,

ne soon got rid of the mutinous sepoys, and

at the foot of Lake Xyassa, the Johanna men

also deserted in a body. It was by these

men that the story of Livingstone's murder

nas circulated, and which was partially be-

lieved, till Mr. Young's expedition to Ny-

assa proved its falsity. Two months of

laborious travel in a N. W. direction, and

the watershed was passed, separating

rivers running

flowing direct

the end of the year 1866, the high land

was surmounted, which finally separates

the water systems of Southern and Central

Africa. The travelling all along the route

wa.": excessively difficult ; the rains were

very heavy, and the streams, consequently,

swollen, while, in consequence of local wars

and the raids of the slavers, the whole

district was suffering from famine. " We
all feel," says the Journal, " weak and easily

tired, and an excessive hunger teases us \ so

it is no wonder if so large a space of this

paper is occupied by stomach affairs." But

the slopes of this mountainous district are

xlescribed a.s being exceedingly beautiful, and

admirably adapted for maintaining a large

population, both by agriculture and in the

smelting of iron ore. " I shall make this

beautiful land belter known, which is an

essential part of the process by which it will

become the ' pleasant haunt of men.' It is

impossible to describe its rich luxuriance,

but most of it is running to waste through

the slave-trade and internal wars.'' It was

at this time that, by the desertion of carriers

who had been trusted with valuable loads,.

Livingstone suffered his greatest—we ma)

call it a fatal—loss, that of his medicine

chest. They took " all the dishes, a large

box of powder, the flour we had purchased

dearly to help us as far as the Chambeze,

the tools, two guns, and a cartridge pouch ;

but the medicine-chest was the sorest loss of

all. I felt as if I had now received the

sentence of death, like poor Bishop Mac-

kenzie. All the other goods I had divided

in case of loss or desertion, but had never

dreamed of losing the precious quinine and

other remedies. * * Everything

of this kind happens by the permission

of One who watches over us with most

tender care, and this may turn out for the

best, by taking away a source of suspicion

among more superstitious charm-dreadin:

people farther north. I meant it as a source

into Nyassa from those ' of benefit to my party and the heathen,

into the Zambesi; and at * * True, yet this loss of the medicine-

box gnaws at the heart terribly." The im-

mediate effect of this loss we soon see in the

Journal. " Feb. 1 7. Too ill with rheumatic

fever to have service. This is the first

attack I ever had of it—and no medicine !

But I trust in the Lord, who healeth his

people." And again, " March 10. I have

been ill of fever ever since we left Moambds ;

every step I take jars in the chest and I am
very weak ; I can scarcely keep up the

march, though formerly 1 was always first,

and had to hold in my pace not to leave ray

people behind. I have a constant singing

in my ears, and can scarcely hear the loud

tick of the chronometers ;

" and again,

" After I had been here a few days 1 had a

fit of insensibility, which shows the power of

fever without medicine.'' There can be no

1 doubt that it is, ultimately, to this loss of his
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medicine-chest that the fatal and premature

termination of his wanderings is to be

attributed.

Pursuing his course northwards through

every conceivable discouragement and diffi-

culty, Livingstone next surmounted the

watershed dividing the Chambeze (not to

be confounded with the Zanibesi) from the

rivers running into Lake Tanganyika, of

the southern end of which, on April ist,

1867, a little more than a year after leaving

the coast, he obtained the first glimpse.

"We had to descend at least 2,000 feet be-

fore we got to the level of the lake. It seems

about eighteen or twenty miles broad, and

we could see about thirty miles up to the

north. Four considerable rivers flow into

the space before us. The nearly perpen-

dicular ridge of about 2,000 feet extends

with breaks all around, and there,embosomed

in tree-covered rocks, reposes the Lake

peacefully, in a cup-shaped cavity. I never

saw anything so still and peaceful as it lies

all the morning. About noon a gentle

breeze springs up, and the waves assume a

bluish tinge. * * After being a fort-

night at the Lake, it still appears one of

surpassing loveliness. Its peacefulness is

remarkable, though at times it is said to be

lashed with storms. It lies in a deep basin,

whose sides are nearly perpendicular, but

covered well with trees ; the rocks which

appear are bright red argillaceous schist ; the

trees at present are all green ; down some of

these rocks come beautiful cascades, and

elephants, buffaloes, and antelopes wander

and graze on the more level spots, while

lions roar at night. The village at which

we first touched the Lake is surrounded by

palm-oil trees, not the stunted ones of Lake

Nyassa, but the real West Coast palm-oil

tree, requiring two men to carry a branch of

the ripe fruit. In the morning huge croco-

diles may be observed quietly making their

way to their feeding grounds ; hippopotami

snort at night and early in the morning."

Livingstone's object now was to reach Lake

Moero, a hitherto unvisited sheet of water,

lying about 150 miles due west of the south

end of Tanganyika. Arriving, however, at

the village of a chief called Chitimba, he

found the whole country to the west utterly

impassable from local wars, caused or pro-

voked by the Arab slave traders. The
only choice was either to go north—

a

course which involved giving up Lake

Moero—or to wait patiently. The latter

was adopted, and the explorers spent three

months and ten days idle in Chitimba's

village. Even after this delay not more than

sixty miles were accomplished before the

west course was again found unsafe, and a

long detour to the north had to be taken,

and it was November (1868) before Living-

stone reached the shores of Lake Moero.

Striking its north-east extremity, he then

shaped his course due south, so as to reach

the town of Casembe, the chief potentate of*

these parts. To this point two or three

Europeans— Pereira first, and secondly Dr.

Lacerda, the Portuguese governor of Tette

on the Zambesi—penetrated about fifty

years ago ; but as the latter died in a few

days after visiting the Casembe of that

period—for " Casembe" is the genericname

of the ruler of the district—very little infor-

mation was gained by his visit. Livingstone

had a grand reception from Casembe, whom
he describes as having "a heavy uninterest-

ing countenance, without beard or whiskers,

and somewhat of the Chinese type, and his

eyes have an outward squint. He sat on a

square seat placed on lion and leopard skins,

and was clothed in a coarse blue and white

Manchester print, edged with red baize, and

arranged in large folds, so as to look like a

crinoline put on wrong side foremost. His

arms, legs, and head were covered with

sleeves, leggings, and cap made of various

coloured beads in neat patterns ; a crown

of yellow feathers surmounted his cap. He
smiled but once, and that was pleasant

enough, though the cropped ears and lo])ped

hands of many of his subjects, and the sixty
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human skulls at the gp.te made me indis-

posed to look on anything with favour..

Casembe's smile was e.\cited by his dwarf

making some uncouth antics before him.

His executioner also came forward to look
;

he had a broad Lunda sword on his arm,

and a curious scissor-like instrument at his

neck for cropping ears. On saying to him

his was nasty work, he smiled, and so did

many who were not sure of their ears for a

moment ; many men of respectability show

that at some former time they have been

thus punished. * * Casembe's chief

wife passes frequently to her plantation

carried by six, or more frequently, by twelve

men, in a sort of palanquin, and she has

European features but light brown com-

plexion. A number of men ran before her

brandishing swords and battle-axes, and one

beats a hollow instrument, giving warning to

' p.'.ssengers to clear out of the way ; she has

two enormous pipes ready filled for smoking.

The people seem more savage than any I

have yet seen ; they strike each other

barbarously from mere wantonness, but they

are civil enough to me."

We may here remark upon the unsatisfac-

tory nature of these journals as now pub
lished. They were never intended, of

course, for publication, but were the daily

records and jottings from which no doubt a

fuller account would have been compiled

had their author survived to do so. But

laid before us as they now are, they not only

at times are indistinct and difficult to follow,

but many things on which we long to

know more are but scantily touched on, or

are even merely hinted at. Thus, for in-

stance, the name of " Lake Bemba or Bang-

weolo" is incidentally introduced in the

journal ; the first mention of a vast sheet of

water, hitherto altogether unknown, and

near the shores of which the life of the most
|

enterprizing of all African travellers was in
'

a few years time to ebb away. It is only by
\

piecing several extracts together that wc

find that as long ago as 1863 Livingstone 1

had heard of a Lake Bemba, but being con

vinced in his own mind that Bemba was

identical with Liemba, the name of the S.

end of Lake Tanganyika, he had made for

that point instead of following down the

Chambez6 which flowed into the real Lake

Bemba, only about 80 miles W. of his route.

Finding out his mistake he wished to go

due S. from Casembe's until he reached

Bemba or Bangweolo, but was dissuaded

from doing so by the accounts of its extreme

unhealthiness at that season. Turning, there-

fore, his face once more to the N., Living-

stone prepared to retrace his steps to Lake

Moero, and then to find his way E. to

Tanganyika and to ascend that Lake to

Ujiji, the trading depot, to which he had

ordered supplies to be sent to him from

Zanzibar. Putting this plan into execution

he reached a large village called Kabwab-

wata in J'^nuary, 1868, where he was de-

tained three months and a half, and then

finding his progress N. still barred he once

more starts S., determined this time that he

will reach the mysterious Lake Bangweolo ;

and \nth only five attendants and a very

small stock of supplies he presented himself

again at Casembe's five months after leaving

it. One more month was passed wearily at

Casembe's, and then in about six weeks, on

1 8th July, 1868, he at last reached the shores

of Bang\veolo, the last, as far as we know,

of the great lakes of Central Africa. The

simple record in the journal is :
" On the

18th I walked a little way out of the village

and saw the shores of the lake for the first

time, thankful that I had come safely hither."

He spent some days on the lake, making

calculations, taking measurements, and visit

ing one large island near its centre. Bang-

weolo is egg-shaped, its greatest length being

about 140 miles and its greatest width about

70. It lies about 3,688 feet above the sea

or about 1,000 feet higher than Tanganyika,

a fart which seems to have ojiencd Dr.

Livingstone's eyes to the probability of the

two not being connected together. From
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its N.W. corner flows the huge stream Lua-

laba. which takes a N. direction to Lake

Moero. To this stream, so extremely im-

portant in the present position of the Nile

problem, we must return at another time.

Livingstone was unable to induce the

natives to ferry him across Bangweolo. Nei-

ther could he obtain canoes for the descent of

the Lualaba, and so having satisfied himself

as to the extent of the lake, he again reluc-

tantly turned N., and after passing through

very great perils—the whole country being

in arms on account of some Arab traders'

raid—he reached his old post at Kabwab-

wata, after an absence of six months. He had

now been travelling for two years and a half,

and of course, his supplies of goods, the

" sinews " of all locomotion in Africa, were

well-nigh exhausted. His great desire was,

therefore, to reach Ujiji as soon as pos-

sible. Another delay, however, of forty

days was necessitated by the disturbed state

of the country, and by the tardiness of the

Arab traders with whom he was going to

travel. At last, however, he is off in a N.

E. direction for Tanganyika. On the way

he is seized with illness, fever and congestion

of the lungs, and was unable to walk. He
now, too, lost count of the days and could

make no entries in his journal. However,

on February 14, 1869, he reached the shore

of Tanganyika, and after a canoe voyage of

220 miles arrived at Ujiji, which is on the

E. shore, in lat. 5" S., long. 30"^ E., on

March 14. Here he had calculated on find-

ing supplies, and above all, medicine. But

the latter and the most valuable part of the

stores had been left at Unyanyembe, thir-

teen days to the E. ; while of the goods that

had reached Ujiji more than four-fifths had

been stolen ! His strong constitution, how-

ever, soon rallied under the influence, he

tells us, of tea, flour, and flannel \ and in

three months, tired of waiting for suppUes

from the coast, he again deliberately turns

away to the westward.

The exploration on which Livingstone

now entered was the most venturesome of

all his undertakings. The Manyuema coun-

try lying to the VV. of the N. end of Tan-

ganyika in lat. 4° and 5° S. was absolutely

unknown. Into this region some venture-

some traders, /. e. slavers, were intending to

penetrate, and Livingstone, badly equipped

as he was, determined to accompany them,

hoping to strike the Lualaba River, and by

descending it to solve the question whether

it was really the Congo or the Nile. Cross-

ing Tanganyika, therefore, he struck out in

a N. W. direction. Nothing of importance

occurred before reaching Bambarre, the

town of Moenekuss, the chief potentate of

the district, who, however, had just died.

Here he remained about five weeks, and

then on again to the west through " a coun-

try surpassingly beautiful, mountainous, with

villages perched on the talus of each great

mass for the sake of quick drainage. The

streets often run E. and W. that the bright

blazing sun may lick up the moisture

quickly from off them. The dwelling-

houses are generally in line, with public

meeting-houses at each end. Inside, the

dwellings are clean and comfortable. Palms

crown the heights of the mountains, and the

forests, usually about five miles broad, be-

tween the villages are indescribable. Climb-

ers of cable size in great numbers hang

among the gigantic trees ; many unknown

wild fruits abound, some the size of a child's

head, and strange birds and monkeys are

everywhere. The soil is excessively rich,

and the people, though isolated by old feuds

that are never settled, cultivate largely."

Into this comparatively happy land, where

local feuds and a vague dread of the canni-

bal Manyuema were the only disturbing in-

fluences, the Arab dealers now flocked in

crowds ; and forthwith all was changed.

Bloodshed, cruelty, slavery, burning villages,

all followed from the invasion of men armed

with guns, and unrestrained by a single prin-

ciple or right feeling. We read in one case

of " nine villages destroyed and one huil-



26o THE CANADIAN MONTHLY.

dred men killed, all about a string of beads

fastened to a jjowder-liorn, which a Man)

-

uema man tried in vain to steal." From

Bambarre he made more than one attempt

to advance, but either the hostility of the

natives or the impracticability of the route

forced him back. This is a specimen of the

sort of work which an African traveller has

to undergo. " Tiie Merabt' palm had taken

possession of a broad valley, and the leaf-

stocks, as thick as a strong man's arm, and

twenty feet long, had fallen oft" and blocked

up all pas.sage except by one path, made and

mixed up by the feet of thebuft'aloes and ele-

phants. In places like this the leg goes up

to the thigh in elephant holes, and it is

grievous ; three hours of this slough tired

the strongest ; a brown stream ran through

the centre, waist deep, and washed oft' a

little of the mud. Our path now lay through

a river covered with a living vegetable

bridge, made by a species of glossy leafed

grass, which folds itself into a mat capable

of bearing a man's weight, but it bends in

a foot or fifteen inches each step."' On
another occasion, he " Crossed a hundred

yards of slush waist deep, and full of holes

made by elephants' feet, the path hedged in

by grass intertwined and very tripping." It

is no wonder that he was now attacked with

irritable ulcers on his feet. He struggled

back to Bambarre, and, being without me-

dicine, it was eighty days before he could

leave his hut

!

Many weeks more were passed in e.xpec-

tation of receiving letters forwarded from

Ujiji, and a new set of carriers. Worthless

the latter were when they did arrive, but

Livingstone once more started for the west,

and on March 3 1 st, 1 8 7 1
, succeeded in reach-

ing the banks of the great I-ualaba River.

" It is narrower than it is higher up, but still a

mighty river—at least 3,000 yards broad and

always deep." Across this noble and myste-

rious stream he longed to pass with intense

longing, and to reach another large river, the

I/jmane, whi« h flows through an e.xtensivc

lake, of which he heard and which he named
Lake Lincoln, into the Lualaba. By ascend-

ing the Lomane, he hoped to reach a group

;
of four fountains, of which he. heard vague

;

accounts as springing up close together out of

j

a conical hill. These fountains he supposed

to have given occasion for the story told

to Herodotus by the secietxxry of Minerva

I

in the city of Sais about the two hills, Crophi

j

and Mophi. But this longing was not to be

,

gratified. The natives, urged by the traders

I

to put obstacles in his way, would not sell

I him a canoe or allow him to advance. In

[

other respects he was very pleased with the

I

people of this district, who, excepting some

I
little peculiarities in the way of occasional

j

cannibalism, were a very good sort of folk,

industrious, and keenly alive to a bargain.

A most cold-blooded massacre, however, was

I

perpetrated in his sight by Arab traders on

unoffending women in the market-place, and

the horror and disgust excited by this act

at last decided him to retreat once more, and

separate himself from his Arab surroundings.

He constantly recurs to that bloody scene

as one which he could not banish from his

mind. And so in July, 187 1, he once more

starts east for Ujiji. His intention was,

having been foiled in his attempt to cross the

Lualaba, to return to Tanganyika, pass south

again to Bangweolo, and by that route reach

the Four Fountains and Lake Lincoln. It

was almost as if a traveller, wishing to reach

the Pacific coast, had been turned back from

the Fraser River, and been compelled to

retrace his steps to Manitoba, and then strike

south for the route of the Pacific railway,

and so reach the goal to which he had once

been so near. The return journey to Ujiji

was one of great danger, as the lawless raids

of the traders had raised the whole country,

and several times his party w.as attacked.

However, Livingstone got through safely, and

on (Jctober 23rd, 1871. again reached Ujiji,

once more to fnid that his stores had been

plundered, and that the supplies on which

he counted were not forthcoming : but four
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days afterwards, while veiy much depressed,
'

his spirits were suddenly cheered by the
|

arrival of Mr. Stanley, whose relief was most 1

opportune.
{

In a fortnight the worn-out traveller was

himself again, and once more off on an explo-

ration of the north end of Tanganyika. And
now, perhaps, we are in position to take a

brief but comprehensive glance at the Nile

problem, and to see how far Livingstone's

work contributed to its solution. It is now

admitted that the two great lakes, the Vic-

toria and the Albert Nyanzas, are not the

ultimate sources of that river, and we also

know the amount of water which the eastern-

most of the two, the Victoria, contributes to

it, and also the utmost extent of country of

which it can receive the drainage. But of

the affluents of the Albert Nyanzas, we know

absolutely nothing \ neither do we know the

extent of a large river, the Bahr Ghazal,

which enters the Nile about 10° Norths The

question then is, does Tanganyika connect

with the Albert Nyanza, and does the Lua-

laba, draining that vast extent of country as

far South as 12°, deliver its water to the Nile

or the Congo. Livingstone and Stanley

now settled one point —Tanganyika does not

flow directly north into the Albert Nyanza,

but high hills intervene between the two.

Both are apparently about the same altitude

above the sea, viz. : 2, 730 feet, but the height of

the Nyanza requires verification, as no one

but Baker has yet calculated it. Livingstone

always maintained that there was a large out-

let fromTanganyika somewhere in the North,

from a perceptible set in the stream in that

direction— indeed he is inclined to view the

lake as merely an enormously broad river
;

and it is satisfactory to hear, by the last

English mail, that on Lieut. Cameron's sur-

vey of the lake, the sheets of which have only

just reached England, a large outlet is marked

near the north-west angle, very close to the

spot indicated as probable by Livingstone.

It is likely that this connects with the

Luarro, a river which he crossed, and which

joins the Lualaba. It will be remembered

that between Nyassa and Tanganyika, Living-

stone crossed a river called Chambeze,

flowing south-west. Misled by the name he

thought it to be a branch of the Zambesi, a

mistake which it cost him, he tells us, two

years of travel to rectify, and, we may say,

eventually cost him his life. If he had fol-

lowed the flow of the Chambeze in 1867, he

would have discovered Lake Bangweolo then,

instead of 1 8 months later ; he would have

seen the great Lualaba flowing north out of it,

and would, no doubt, have found means to

descend that mighty stream, or would have

followed the watershed until he reached its

western branch. Having worked out at last,

by many hundred miles of tramping, and

many years of weary work, and still more

weary waiting, the first part of the problem
;

having found what there was to do, and also

the directions in which it was 7iot possible to

do it ; Livingstone now determined to make
one more eff"ort to finish his work before he

allowed himself to think of returning home,

which he longed intensely to do. But for

this expedition stores and men were needed,

and he therefore accompanied Stanley on his

return to the coast as far as Unyanyembe,

and there waited till supplies were sent to

him from Zanzibar. Once more we get an

idea of the patience required by an African

traveller. Stanley left Unyanyembe on the

14th March ; the men whom he despatched

from the coast did not reach Livingtone till

the 15th August

!

He had now been m Africa since March

1866, six years and five months ; but he was

not satisfied with his dicoveries ; they were

imperfect, "I know," he says, "too much to

to be positive. It would be comfortable to

be positive like Baker. How soothing to

be positive ! Instead of that I am not at all

'cock-sure' that I have not been following

what after all may be the Congo." We see

him now, for we must hurry onward, marching

south, along the east shore of Tanganyika,

then round its south end : then unaccount-
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ably making a long detour to the west, and
j

eventually by a south course, striking Lake I

Bangweolo near its east end. Anything more
|

dismal than the marshes and " sponges

"

through which the route lay it is impossible

to conceive. " Went one hour and a quar-

ter to a large stream, through drizzling rain,

at least 300 yards of deep water, among

sedges and sponges for 100 yards. One part

was neck deep for 50 yards and the water

cold. We plunged in elephants' foot-prints

one hour-and-a-half. Carrying me across

one of the deep sedgy rivers is a very diffi-

cult task. One we crossed was at least 2000

feet broad : the first part came up to Susi's

mouth. * * Wet, wet, wet ; sloppy

weather truly. * * It is all water every-

where. It is the Nile apparently enacting

the inundations, even at its source^. The

amount of water spread over the country

certainly excites my wonder ; it is prodi-

gious." It is not to be wondered at that

his old enerny, dysentery, returned with all

this exposure and incessant wetting. It was

about April loth, that the attacks became

severe, and thenceforward he gradually sank.

Still pressing on, still " longing to be per-

mitted by the Over Power to finish his

work," he could no longer walk ; then he

became too weak to ride the one donkey

that remained to him, and his men impro-

vised a rude litter. On April 19th, we read,

"no observations now, owing to great weak-

ness. I can scarcely hold a pencil, and my
stick is a burden." From the 22nd to the

26th, no entry but the date and the few

hours marched. On the 27th April, (1873)

we read, in the lithograi)hic fac-simile of his

diary, " Knocked uj) (juite and remain— re-

cover—sent to buy milch goat. We are on

the banks of the Molilamo.'' And then the

pencildropped from his hands for ever. "Very

early on the morning of May ist, the lad

who had been attending him hurriedly called

the faithful Susi and Chuma, who ran to his

hut. Passing inside they looked toward the

bed. Dr. Livingstone was not lying on it;

but appeared to be engaged in prayer. He
was kneeling by the side of the bed, his

body stretched forward, his head buried in

his hands on the pillow. For a minute they

watched him ; he did not stir ; there was no

sign of breathing ; then one advanced softly

to him and placed his hands on his cheeks.

It was suflicient ; life had been extinct some

time, and the body was almost cold : Liv-

ingstone was dead." " Is it presumptuous,

then, to think," continues his loving bio-

grapher, " that the long-used fervent prayer

of the wanderer sped forth once more, that

the constant supplication became more per-

fect in weakness, and that from his ' loneli-

ness' David Livingstone, with a dying effort,

yet again besought Him for whom he had

laboured, to break down the oppression and

woe of the land."

Few are the words which we need, or in-

deed have space to add. The publication

of the journals in their present form was a

necessity, but except to those who take a

keen interest in the subject and have some

previous knowledge of it, this volume will

possibly prove unsatisfactory. The route,

even with the map, is difficult to follow, and

the reader has to work out the results for

himself. No one, of course, will be able to

give us the impression which the varied

scenes through which he passed, and ot

which we have the barest record, left on the

great traveller's mind, and the life-giving

touches which he alone could have added,

are lost for ever ; but, no doubt, a more

readable volume will be jirepared, dealing

more with results, and omitting most of the

dry details. Supplemented as this will

be by the result of the explorations which

Lieut. Cameron is now carrying on, every

one will then be able to understand how vast

were the contributions made by Dr. Living-

stone to the solution of the great Nile

l)rol)lem.

And not only geographically is his work

important. He has shewn the world what

the slave-trade in Central .'\fri<\i really is ;
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how indescribably terrible to the sufferers

;

how brutalising to the dealers; how subver-

sive of all prosperity to the beautiful and

fruitful lands overrun by these rascally ma-

rauders. An involuntary witness of atrocities

he could not prevent, he invariably raised

his voice for humanity and mercy ; this much
we see, though of course his journal records

rather the facts which he witnessed than the

actions, still less the feelings, to which they

gave rise in his own person. Again and

again he, involuntarily as it were, dwells on

the atrocities and miseries of the slave traffic,

especially that cold-blooded massacre on the

banks of the Lualaba. We find that some-

times his protests were of avail, that his

appeals to the better feelings of some of the

traders were not altogether in vain. In per-

sonal danger we find him unflinching ; in

danger brought on by the behaviour of those

with whom he happened to be travelling, he

kept himself and his men out of the brawl as

much as possible, and as far as his journals

shew, he never drew a trigger on a human
being, even in self-defence. Firmly repres-

sing theft among his own followers ; up to

the very last having service on Sunday, and

never travelling, if it could be avoided, on

that day ; dropping a word of counsel where

it was possible ; awowing to the Arabs that

he was a "child of Jesus ben Miriam;"

teaching the native chiefs somewhat from

the Bible about the Great Father in Heaven

—while detained in Manyuema he read the

Bible through three times—we cannot doubt

that the silent influence of this one solitary

white man, who set his face against wrong

and robbery, who protected the oppressed

and did harm to none, will be lastingly felt

in Central Africa. " Many," he says in one

place, "have found out I am not one of the

slave-traders, and they stand up and call

loudly, Bolongo ! Bolongo ! (Friendship
!

)

I overhear the Manyuema telling each other

I am the ' good one.' " To the English

and American public his constant wish was

to appeal for aid in suppressing the slave

trade, "the great open sore of the world."

He knew there was a large class to whom he

would appeal in vain, people who talked

glibly about first assisting their heathen at

home. With such, he says, argument is use-

less, and the only answer I care to give is

the remark of the English sailor, who on

seeing slave-dealers actually at their occu-

pation, said to his companion, " Shiver my
timbers, mate, if the devil don't catch these

fellows, we might as well have no devil at

all."

No notice'of the book would be complete

without an account of what befel Dr. Living-

stone's body. Three of his young men had

been in his service for eight years, and others

had become deeply attached to him. They

anxiously consulted together in that early

May morning, and came to the conclusion

that, at all hazards, the body must be taken

back to Zanzibar. It was therefore prepared,

rudely of course, with salt, brandy, and such

other things as they had at hand, and a litter

having been constructed, the cortege started.

When we remember the superstitious horror

with which such people regard a dead body,

and can realize the enormous distance that

lay between L. Bangweolo and the coast—

a

distance which it had taken them exactly

eleven months to travel with Livingstone

—

we shall begin to comprehend the marvel-

lous devotion to the dead which inspired

those young men safely to convoy their pre.

cious charge to the British cruiser at Baga-

moio. Three of them, Susi, Chuma, and

Jacob Wainwright, accompanied the body

to England, and saw it finally laid to rest

among England's greatest and noblest dead

in Westminster Abbey. On the stone cover-

ing that grave may be read these words,

written by Dr. Livingstone exactly a year

before he died—words which give utterance

to the feeling nearest to his heart :

—

" All I can add in my loneHness is, may

Heaven's rich blessing come down upon

every one, American, English, or Turk, who

will help to heal the open sore of the world."
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TO A CROW.

OLD Crow, if you did but know

How we fret and scrape below,

And die of toil before we accomplish rest,

\'ou would guess, though you can but caw,

\\'hy I sigh at your sticks and straw,

And so envy the easy building of your nest.

You have Init to come and go.

You good-for-nothing old Crow !

The earth has worms, and plenty of twigs will fall :

But a man has to strive all day.

Weary laboTir and scanty pay,

And the world is wide, and there are not twigs for all.

And each new Spring you can find

A lady-mate to your mind
;

And the present bliss is marred by no old pain ;

No face of a banished Crow

Looks out of your " long ago,"

To say " Ah love ! " and " so soon happy again !

"

Ah bird, have you ever heard

Of sick hearts from hope deferred ?

And how hard it is for a man to find his mate ?

Can birds be disordered so.

As to love what they let go

—

As to love and lose, and then to fuid and hate ?

You only caw a reply

That may pass for " No" or " Ay,"

Yet that discordant tone is music to me ;

A pleasant, i)rosperous sound,

That seems to say, " though not found,

Somewhere or other thy joy is waitinji for iIut !

Ottawa. Alice H<^RroN.
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CURRENT EVENTS.

THE Dominion Parliament assembled,

for the despatch of business, on the

4th ultimo. The Speech from the Throne

was a very modest one, and the few mea-

sures announced were fitted into their places

without redundant verbiage. They even

seemed to shrink, as if alarmed at the great-

ness thrust upon them. Mr. Mackenzie has

not yet learned the art of puffing his wares

^vith the exuberant rhetoric of his predeces-

sors. That accomplishment will, no doubt,

come in time ; meanwhile it is something

novel to find few things dressed, as becomes

them, in few words. The legislation in pro-

spect consists of five bills only. One, for the

creation of a Supreme Court, which, from its

comparative prominence in the Speech, is, we

suppose, to be the piece de resistance of the

session. The second will provide a new

Insolvency Law, or patch up the old one; the

third has for its object the reorganization of

the North-West Government, including the

consolidation of its laws ; and the other two

relate to Insurance and Copyright respec-

tively. The debate on the Address was

tame and insipid—the only speakers who

took part in it being the mover and seconder,

Sir John Macdonald and the Premier. The

leader of the Opposition, although he at-

tempted to present a cheerful front, evi-

dently felt the hopelessness of the situation.

As a matter of course he complained, in

stereotyped phrase, that " the bill of fare was

rather a meagre one." We have learned to

expect this clause in an Opposition speech

at the opening of every session, much as we
expect Mr. Speaker to inform the House

that " His Excellency was pleased to de-

liver a most gracious Speech, of which he

had, for greater accuracy, obtained a copy."

It was only a day or two after, that Earl

Granville appfied the same term to Mr. Dis-

5

raeli's legislative programme. Meagreness,

however, is not altogether synonymous with

poverty ; for the dishes, though few in num-

ber, may be succulent and substantial. In

reply, the Premier promised to provide a

few extra dainties, in order to cloy, if he

could not satisfy, Sir John's voracious appe-

tite. Some of these supplementary mea-

sures have been introduced, and we think

their importance would have justified a re-

ference to them in the Speech. Mr. Dis-

raeli would certainly have tricked them out

in his most attractive style ; but then he is

a master of the art expressed in poor Rich-

ard's injunction—" Always put the best on

the outside."

In a time of political lethargy, like the

present, legislation of a startling kind is not

to be looked for. A party in power, with

an overwhelming majority, seldom ventures

upon radical measures, unless there is a

groove cut, in which it is pledged or com-

pelled to advance, or a leader with the ner-

vous energy of Mr. Gladstone. Public men
are not disposed to tread upon dangerous

ground, when they can avoid it \ and, there-

fore, the " rest and be thankful " policy is

agreeable to them because it is safe. More-

over, it must not be forgotten that Ministers

have other functions besides law-making

and speech-making. They may not be so

conspicuous ; but they are quite as im-

portant. In this country, at any rate, it is

essential that the head of a department

should be an able administrator. In Eng-

land, where the official machinery is more

complex, and the division of labour carried

to its fullest extent, this is not equally requi-

site, although, perhaps, it is rapidly becom-

ing so. When the distinguished abilities of

men like Gladstone or Salisbury seem want-

ing to adjust the finances, or to govern
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Indi:v, the jjcople are not slow in calling

for tiiem. Yet these are exceptional cases ;

taking the general run of departments, it

will be found that, in the majority of in-

stances, the Minister is looked upon as an

intruder when he meddles with the affairs

of an office over which he is supposed to

preside. Mr. Mackenzie's talents are chiefly

of the administrative order, and it will be

readily admitted that if he had nothing but

the Pacific Railway in charge, his hands

would be full. Certainly it is better to pro-

mise less than one intends to perform, than

to announ< e a large budget of measures and

:hen leave two-thirds of them to perish in

• the slaughter of the innocents," or, if we

may use the expression, strangle them be-

fore they are born.

Sir John Macdonald, m his somewhat

feeble criticism of the Speech, did not ven-

ture to suggest any pressing subject of legis-

lation it omitted, but contented himself with

a brief glance at what it contained. With

respect to the Indian treaty, he took the

singular position that Parliament might

nithhold its assent, although he admitted

that it would be exceedingly dangerous to

do so. In explanation he corrected liimself

by making a very subtle distinction—too

subtle, certainly, for the minds of Crees or

Salteaux. '• With respect," he said, " to the

treaty with the Indians, it was in the nature

if a contract with persons who were Her

Majesty's .subjects, though they were in some

degree held to be a sejiarate body, with

whom contracts are to be made which are

by courtesy called treaties" In other words,

an Indian tribe is a sort (jf joint-stock com-

l)any, with only one power—thai of alien-

ating its lands. If Sir John had said that

they were a separate body, though they

were in some degree held to be Her Ma-

jesty's subjects," he would have been nearer

the fact. In what sense are they the Queen's

subjects ? Merely for the purpose of protec-

iion on the one hand, or of coercion on

iiie other. They are not njembers of the

community in any intelligible sense, social

or political
; thev have a government of

their own which we recognize, peculiar in-

stitutions which we acknowledge ^ and they

have tribal territory of their own which we

admit to be theirs, or we should not pur-

chase it in treaty form. Sir John may call

this a contract, if he chooses ; the Indian re-

gards it as a treaty and would view the

repudiation of it, blunt though his moral

perceptions may be, as a gross breach of

faith with his nation. Add to this, that the

treaty in question was concluded and rati-

!
fied in the ordinary way and could not be

vetoed by Parliament without the gravest

risk, and the case in favour of the Govern-

ment view is complete.

The leader of liic L^pposition reterred also

to the proposed establishment of a Supreme

Court. Of the hon. gentleman's experience

on this subject, there can be no doubt ; for

he was studying it fitfully, and promising

legislation upon it during nearly six years.

The normal period of gestation, however,

was completed long since without resulting

in a birth. The primary cause of delay was

no doubt correctly stated by Sir John—the

difficulty of obtaining " a Court that would

be satisfactory to all parts of the Dominion,

chiefly on account of the Province of Que-

bec." It remains to be seen how the Minister

of Justice proposes to solve this delicate

prolilem. If he has approached it from the

narrow stand-point of sectionalism, we ven-

ture to predict that the measure will jirovc

abortive. That the interests of Quebec

should be cared for, every one will agree, but

not that they should be exclusi\ely cared for.

We can sympathi/.e with the attachment of

French Canadians to their language and their

laws ; but if the Supreme Court is to be

acceptable to the whole Dominion, each

Province nnist be prepared to concede some

portion of its judicial autonomy to all the

rest. It has been stated that the Imperial

Covernment intends to abolish the appellate
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jurisdiction of the Judicial Committee of the

Privy Council, at least in Colonial matters.

To this no objection can be taken, for

appeals to England, besides being cumber-

some and expensive, are unnecessary. Ca-

nada is no longer in a state of tutelage. Self-

government, defence, fiscal arrangements,

and the treaty-making power, are practically

in her own hands. It is therefore an anomaly

that the appellate jurisdiction—the last relic

of the old Colonial system—should any

longer remain. If then we are to have an

ultimate Court of Appeal on our own soil, it

is all-important that the Act which consti-

tutes it should be closely, and even jealously,

scanned. There are those who desire to be

rid of the Judicial Committee for other

reasons than those we have advanced, and

who hope, by the aid of M. Fournier, to

frame the Supreme Court to their liking ; but

we much mistake the temper of the Domi-

nion Parhament, if it should give its sanction

to these designs, or consent to deliver the

Province of Quebec, bound hand and foot,

into the power of the hierarchy.

There is another question which may arise

in the discussion of the proposed measure.

The Speech from the Throne states that

" it is essential to our system of jurispru-

dence, and to the settlement of constitu-

tional questions." M. Frechette, who moved

the Address, spoke vaguely regarding " the

constitutional questions ;" but Mr. Colin

McDougall, the seconder, was not so reti-

cent. He evidently contemplated a Supreme

Court like that of the neighbouring Republic,

having authority to pronounce upon the va-

lidity of Acts of the Dominion and Local

Parliaments. How far Mr. McDougall was

inspired in this utterance, and how far, like

other preachers, he was making a sermon

by a fanciful expansion of his text, it is im-

possible to say. Sir John Macdonald, whose

opinion is certainly entitled to great

consideration from the prolonged and

searching examination he must have made

of the subject in all its bearings, said he

" scarcely understood how this court could

be essential for the settlement of constitu-

tional questions So far as he was

able to judge, the court could only decide

upon simply legal questions." It would

certainly seem so, if we turn to the British

North America Act. The only provision

of the Imperial Statute which authorizes the

constitution of such a court as the one pro-

posed, indirectly excludes any such matters

of jurisdiction as those referred to by Mr.

McDougall. The one hundred and. first

clause reads as follows :
—" The Parliament

of Canada may, notwithstanding anything in

this Act, from time to time, provide for the

constitution, maintenance, and organization

of a General Court of Appeal for Canada,

and for the establishment of any additional

conrts/or f/ie better adniiiiistration of the laws

fif Canada." Now it can hardly be con-

tended that to administer laws and to

override them mean the same thing. The
framers of the Act never contemplated the

establishment of an American Supreme

Court in Canada. It would be an excres-

cence upon our constitutional system, which

has for its two cardinal principles respon-

sible government and the omnipotence ot

parliament. If we believe the American

system to be superior to our own, let us

adopt it as a whole ; but if, on the other

hand, we think our model superior to our

neighbour's, let us preserve it in its integ-

rity. To patch one system by fragments

taken from another would be like adding

toes of clay to a head of gold and shoulders

of brass. Besides, the Imperial Act, by

sections fifty-six and ninet}^, makes direct

provision for the disallowance of unconsti-

tutional bills, and therefore the proposed

Court, as Mr. McDougall regards it, so far

from being " essential," would directly con-

flict with our federal constitution. Of course

it would be easy to suggest cases, more or

less of a constitutional character, though

strictly speaking legal questions, which

would come within the letter and spirit of
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ihe statute. All we contend for is, that no I

court can b: ertabli:h-d in Canada which ,

has power to decide whether, for example, I

the New Brunswick School Law be valid or I

not. Tiiere are other matters connected
|

with the proposed Court which are ofconsid- i

L-rable imporunce, such, for instance, as

the moot point whether its jurisdiction

shall be original as well as appellate, or

appellate only. We have no doubt that

serious attention will be given to the Gov-

ernment Bill by both Houses ; we trust that

ministers will not attempt to force it

through in its entirety merely by the rude

power of its majority, and that the result of

the Parliamentary sifting may be a measure

acceptable to every part of the Dominion.

We have reason to be thankful that the

Amnesty question has been, to all appearance,

finally set at rest. The history of the Red

River troubles, from firstto last, isasad homily

on the evil results of party virulence and fana-

tical zeal. When the future chronicler shall

set himself to record the annals of our time,

he will find here the materials for a chapter,

discreditable indeed to us, but full of instruc-

tion and full of warning to posterity. At

the outset it was party spirit, reinforced by

the craft of creed, which transformed discon-

tent into rebellion. It was a party press that

poisoned the minds of the ignorant Metis

by traducing the character of Mr. McDou-

gall, and jjrevented, at the moment of its

consummation, a quiet transfer of power

from the Company to the Crown. Party

was the only gainer by the tragedy of

March 4, 1870 ; for, on one side or the

'other, each in turn and sometimes both to-

gether, the factions have never ceased to

'• play at loggats " with the bones of j^oor

Thomas Scott. One party eager for a favour-

ing breeze, thought fit to prick the bag of

/I'^olus and let loose dangerous elements

—

religious rancour and antipathy of race. The

other bowed to the .storm, crouching as the

camel does in a de.sert simoom with its nose

in the sand, and sniffing for a healthful breath

from any cjuarter. In short, the one raised

a pestilent agitation which it has found

it difficult to lay ; whilst the other attempted

to deceive everybody and succeeded in de-

luding none. The former did not in fact

work so much mischief as it might have

done ; the latter has found itself numbered

by Archbishop TachC' with those " that jjal-

ter with us in a double sense ; that keep the

word of promise to our ear and break it to

our hope." We have endeavoured to point

the moral without narrating the story ; of the

latter we have had enough and to spare.

Still it seems necessary to a right under-

standing of the final issue, that we should

gather up the threads of fact and weave

them into a consistent whole. This we shall

endeavour to do in as few words as possible,

referring those who desire ampler details to

the blue-books, and especially to the lucid

and impartial summary given in Lord Duf-

ferin's despatch of the loth December last.

If we weed out such matters as the payment

of money to Riel to quit the country and

the negotiations for a seat for Sir George

Cartier after his defeat for Montreal—which

though important in their way do not touch

the main question—we shall find that the

facts may be compressed within reasonable

limits. They may be brought in this rough

sketch under three heads,—the mission of

Archbishop Tache and his subsequent deal-

ings with the Government, the mission 01

the delegates, and the subsequent treatment

of the insurgent leaders by Lieutenant-Gov-

ernor Archibald. We shall take a rapid view

of each in order, endeavouring, as far as pos-

sible, not to state anything which the evi-

dence fails to establish.

The good ofiices of Archbishop Tach6

were sought by the Ciovernment after tlie

arrest of the three gentlemen sent to Red

River with his K.xcellency's proclamation.

In compliance with the earnest entreaties

addressed to him, he left Rome and in due

course presented himself at Ottawa. The
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Governor-General preferred giving him no

instructions ; Mr. Howe desired the Arch-

bishop to put himself in communication

with the three emissaries and follow the

proclamation ; and Sir John Macdonald

promised a general amnesty, and further, that,

so far as the Hudson Bay Compan/s stores

were concerned, he would stand between

the insurgents and harm. Clothed with

these powers, the prelate arrived upon

the scene on the 9th of March, five days

after the murder of Scott. Subsequently,

in the exercise of the plenary powers he

possessed, or imagined he possessed, the

Archbishop issued a promise of general

amnesty, condoning in distinct terms also

the crime of Riel and Lepine. The latter

clause was doubtless added to reassure the

insurgent leaders, and although he appears

to have thought that the general amnesty

he was empowered to proclaim would cover

the murder, it was admitted in his letter

that he had taken upon himself a responsi-

bility of which he was sensible. In his re-

ply, Mr. Howe repudiated the Archbishop's

action, and informed him that " the prero-

gative of mercy rested solely with Her Ma-

jesty the Queen." Up to this point every-

thing appears open and above board. It is

plain that neither the Governor's proclama-

tion nor Sir John's assurance of an amnesty

could have been framed with any view to

the pardon of a crime which had not been

committed. At the same time, it is equally

clear that the course of the Government in

despatching the Archbishop to Red River

with untrammelled authority was utterly in-

defensible. It might easily have been fore-

seen that there was every probability, con-

sidering that there were two hostile parties

armed in the Settlement, that some felony

or other would be committed, apart from the

act of treason itself. The careless and per-

functory manner in which Ministers dis-

charged their duty to Crown and country

was the proximate cause of the angry alter-

cations which ensued. Archbishop Tache

had power to proclaim a general amnesty,

granted, it is true, before the great crime had

been committed ; still it was a general am
nesty, given heedlessly and unhedged by

hmitations, and the Archbishop took the

full benefit of it. If he erred, the Govern-

ment could not, by subsequently rectifying

their mistake, get rid of the responsibility

of raising, through the Archbishop, hopes

they had no power to satisfy. This will be

the more evident when it is remembered

that Sir George's reassuring letter was written

the day after Mr. Howe's disavowing des-

patch.

Let us now consider the relations between

the Government and the delegates. Father

Richot, Judge Black, and Alfred Scott.

These gentlemen were appointed at a Con-

vention, which, immediately after their ap-

pointment, constituted the Provisional Gov-

ernment under Riel, and framed the Bill of

Rights. The question has been raised,

whether the delegates were received at

Ottawa as from the Convention or from"

Riel and his colleagues ; but it is not ma-

terial. They were armed with authority

from both, and, in the reported interviews

with Ministers, it is evident that the Con-

vention was merely used as a mask to cover

the real parties to the negotiation. We are

not disposed to place implicit confidence in

these reports, but this seems to be a fact

beyond dispute. Now, what was the exact

position of the Government in regard to the

amnesty? When it is said that "an amnesty

was promised," what meaning are we to

attach to the phrase ? It is clear that there

is an equivoque lurking in the words. , If we

are to understand by them that Ministers

promised that they would grant an amnesty,

the statement is untrue, for no such promise

was ever made. From the "private and

strictly confidential" letter of Sir George Car

tier, dated 5th July, 18 70, to the letters written

in London during his last illness (8th and

22nd February, 1873), the Minister's decia

rations are clear and consistent, that the de-
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sired amnesty could only be effected by a

direct exercise of the Royal Prerogative by
j

the Queen herself On the other hand, if by \

" the promise of an amnesty " be meant the

promise that Ministers would use their intiu-
j

cnce with the Imperial Government to obtain 1

one, it is unquestionably true. Nay more,

we fear it must also be admitted that Sir

George, at any rate, spoke as if he had

assurances that it would be. or had been,

granted, and that its proclamation was only
;

a question of time.
j

We have alreadv e.xpressed our distrust
j

of conversations rei)orted by interested par- i

ties who, however veracious, naturally and

often unconsciously colour the language \

of those with whom they converse. Still '

we have here the concurrent testimony of

six witnesses. Father Richot stated that

he was assured that " an amnesty would be

granted immediately after the passing of the

Manitoba Bill.'" Alfred Scott (since dead)
:

wrote that he was informed Her. Majesty in- I

tended to exercise the Royal Prerogative of
[

mercy, " by the grant of a general amnesty."
j

M. Royal said that Sir George asked him to i

:ell Riel that " the amnesty is a settled i

itlair ; that the thing is done." Mr. Girard

was assured also by Sir George that " he

might be certain the amnesty would come

before long." The other witnesses are

entirely unexceptional. Major Futvoye,

Deputy Minister of Militia, testified that he

rieard Sir George say to Fatlier Richot, " I

guarantee that you shall have all you de-

mand," and finally, M. Suite, Sir George's

private Secretary, stated that he had heard

the Minister " repeatedly assure Father

Richot that the people would not be

troubled in reference to what had taken

place." If further evidence were wanting,

Sir George himself supplied it in his letter

of the 5th July, 1870, to the Archbishop,

and in his memorandum of tlic- 8tli of June

m the same year.

When the indefatigable prelate found

that all these promises and assurances

were fallacious, he threatened to " pub-

lish," but was earnestly entreated not to

do so. From that time the tone of Minis-

ters grew less confident. .Sir John tele-

graphed that Sir George would do all he

could—an assurance which he thought should

be satisfactory ; and a promise was made that

the Premier, during his contemplated visit

to England, would press the question of

amnesty upon the Imperial Government.

The probability is that, after sounding the

Cabinet at home, they were convinced that

they had gone too far, and were most anxious

to cover their retreat. It is evident that,

from the first, there was no reasonable ex-

pectation of a general amnesty being granted,

which would pardon the murderers of Scott.

No despatch has been produced of an early

date to warrant the hopes raised in the

minds of the Metis by Sir George Cartier.

The only two published, so far as we are

aware, suffice to dispel any such delusion.

The late Government made an appeal to the

Earl of Kimberley, in a minute of Council

dated 4th June, 1873, couched in language

of refreshing coolness, and, in reply, they

were informed that Her Majesty's Govern-

ment "are of opinion that the best course

would be that, by such proclamation, an

amnesty should be granted for all offences

committed during the disturbance at Red

River in 1869-70, except the murder of Scott.''

On the 7th January. 1875, Earl Carnarvon,

after referring to Gov. Archibald's connec-

tion with Riel and Lepine, goes on to say :

" Admitting, indeed, that it is as impossible

to permit the extreme sentence of death to

be inflicted upon i)ersons who have been

recognized and dealt with as they have, as

it is to allow them tu go unpunished, I feel

that the (juestion which I have to consider

is, not whether they should be amnestied
(
for

that is not to be heard of) but what kind of

jumishment will be just and reasonable." &c.

With regard to Gov. .\rchibald's request for

the services of Riel and J>epine, and his re-

ception of them, we have only this to say.
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that whatever view may be taken of the

matter from an Imperial stand-point, it

bound the Canadian Government in new

sureties to fulfil the promises it had made,

and confirmed the half-breeds, especially

those most gravely inculpated, in the con-

viction that those promises would be religi-

ously observed.

In tracing the main points in this de-

grading controversy, our purpose has been,

not to serve the interests of party, but to ex-

pose the evils which are inherent in the party

system. It matters little what party is in

power at any particular juncture, the ethics

of party remain the same. There is a tra-

ditional method of dealing with public ques-

tions from which no set of public men dream

of departing. Individuals may be scrupu-

lous and honest
;
parties seldom or never

are. As corporations are legally said to be

without souls, so it may be asserted, with at

least equal truth, that political parties have

no conscience. Let the attainment or re-

tention of power be in question, and the

means to reach the end, fair or foul, may be

employed without compunction. Strategy

of this sort is regarded rather as an exercise

of political ingenuity, than a violation of the

laws of morality and honour. Indeed, it

seems to be a settled maxim with parties that

no Government can be carried on without

manoeuvring and corruption. Whenever the

outs succeed in ejecting the ins, and step

into their place, the new broom is brought

into acquisition, the rubbish is cleared out of

comers, spiders and their habitations are

brought low, and every one's eyes are blind-

ed by the dust. The mansion being tho-

roughly swept and garnished, we are invited

to admire the love of purity displayed by the

new occupants. But that will be the last

house-cleaning until another bouleversemmt

takes place, and the next tenant repeats the

process as before. We are not prepared to

admit that Sir John Macdonald and his col-

leagues were sinners above all others ; to say

that they did sin is merely to say that they

maintained their party in office for many

years, and permitted much dust and rubbish

to accumulate during that period. As no

man should be esteemed happy until he has

departed this life, so no administration

should be called pure until it has been

turned out. The present Government has

probably some years of life before it ; it has

been but a short time in power, and yet al-

ready, if report speaks true, it has managed

to gather in its chambers more than the

average quantity of dirt.

As we are extremely thankful that the

troublesome question of amnesty has been

taken out of the way, we are not disposed

to examine with microscopic care the

means bv which this desirable end has been

attained. The debate was lively and well

sustained, and now that it is over, an atmos-

phere of dullness and depression seems to

fill the legislative halls. Mr. Mackenzie's

opening was studiedly temperate ; Mr. Blake

certainly delivered the finest speech of the

debate, but we do not think he was at his

best. There was a certain forensic twang

about it, not to be met with in his most ef-

fective eftbrts. M. Masson and Mr. Bowell

were the ogres—the Gog and Magog of

amnesty. Of the former, who seems to be

the representative of Provencher as well as

of Terrebonne, we have little to remark ; the

vehement and evidently honest rage with

which he spoke of those who stigmatized the

" execution " of Scott as a murder was

diverting. But it was the member for North

Hastings, " the minister of vengeance," as

Mr. Blake aptly called him, who rose to the

full dignity of the occasion. Not King

William himself, as he is limned on Orange

banners, mounted on a rampant steed that,

looks as it could span Boyne water with a

stride, seems half so warhke as was Mr.

Bowell when he spoke. As for the matter

of his speech, we think we have heard some-

thing like it before ; and so far as its de-

nunciations of amnesty are concerned, we

fancy it will be heard again a few weeks
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after midsummer, with a fife and drum ac-

companiment. Sir John Macdonald had a

difficuh task to perform, but he managed it

with great tact, and in a quiet and subdued

manner. A close examination of the late

Premier's argument would be obviously un-

fair under the circumstances. There are

two points, however, that seem to require a

few words. The hon. gentleman urged that

if his Government had promised an am-

nesty, as was alleged, the offer to press the

matter on the Home Government, during

his contemplated visit to England, would

have been useless or absurd. Now that

would be true if any one asserted that the

promise of amnesty meant the grant of it by

the Canadian Government ; but that is

alleged by no one. The promise was to

obtain it from the Imperial Government,

and Sir John's mission to England was, of

course, to be the fulfilment of it. Great

power to grant the amnesty .... rests

only with Her Majesty," and desires the

Governor-General " to bring the matter be-

fore Her Majesty's Government "—the only

Ministry that can give constitutional advice

on the subject. Most certainly if the Privy

Council may address the Crown, a fortiori

Parliament may do so, for this is one of its

most ancient and cherished rights. At any

rate, our own precedents are against the ex-

Premier.

Sir John Macdonald's appeal to the con-

sideration of the House was touching and

effective. The difficulties of his position

were undoubtedly great, and it is but right

that his conduct and that of his colleagues

should be judged " calmly, generously, and

justly." Their bitterest assailants have very

little to boast of in this painful history. If

the late Government were tempted into

tortuous paths from party necessity, to their

stress is laid also on the authority of
I
opponents must attach the odium of starting

Todd and a remark of Macaulay regarding I

lei^aslative interference with the pardoning '

power. If the Privy Council of Canada,

like the Imi)erial Cabinet, had the exercise

of the Royal Prerogative in its own power,

Sir John's application of these dicta would

be pertinent ; but it has nothing of the kind.

The Canadian Government cannot do what

Mr. Todd states Ministers in England may
do under the Constitution. He says, " This,

like many other prerogatives of the British

Crown, is held in trust for the welfare of the

people, and is exercised only upon the ad-

vice of responsible Ministers." \Vhat minis-

ters, unless it be Imperial Ministers? In

the end the amnesty and pardon will be

effected as Sir John desires, by a constitu-

earlier in devious ways from the desire of

party gain. If Sir John hesitated to avow

his promises to secure an amnesty because

he feared to lose Ontario, his successor is

only impelled to action because he wishes

to retain Quebec. If the one shirked re-

sponsibility from party considerations, the

other dared not deal with Lepine, because

of the "embarrassments" "which are so

seriously complicated by the vehement inter-

national antagonism which they'" (the aspects

of the controversy) " have excited in this

country."

With regard to the resolutions themselves,

it appears to us that those of them which

form the long preamble ought never to have

been framed. The statements contained in

tional exercise of the Royal Prerogative of ' them are for the most part true, but the facts

mercy " upon the advice of responsible

Ministers," but they will not be Canadian

Ministers. In fact Sir John is estopped

fri'in .saying that our Ministers can do any-

thing, through an Order in Council, except

address the Crown, by his own minute of

the 4th June, 1873, which sets out that " the

are coloured, and, in one instance at least,

there is the sug^^cstio falsi. The recital was

unneces.sary, for, as a justification of the

resolutions proper, it is fallacious. If the

late Governnu'iit liad possessed the power

of granting the anmesty and had plighted

the faith of the Dominion in the premises,
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their successors would have been bound to

carry out the pledge. But they had no such

power, and made no such binding promise.

To urge that because one ministry promised

to use its influence with the Home Govern-

ment to induce it to pledge the faith of the

Crown, therefore another is in honour bound

also to use its influence is, on the face of it, an

absurdity. The whole preamble is irrelevant

and might well have been spared. Au reste,

we must acknowledge that we should have

preferred a complete amnesty, perhaps with

the condition of political disqualification for

the chief culprits. The five years' banish-

ment is little better than a mockery of jus-

tice. It is no punishment for murder ; it is

too much for mere rebellion, if all the other

insurgents are to be pardoned. Moreover,

we doubt whether, considering the facility

with which Riel moves about between Fort

Garry and Ottawa, it can be carried out at

all. Nevertheless we shall be well satisfied if

the last has been heard of this embarrassing

question.

We always approach the statistical items

of Budget speeches with some degree of

Talleyrandian scepticism, especiallywhen the

Minister charged with their exposition so

far forgets the business before him as to

make his official address an elaborate

charge against his predecessor. Mr. Cart-

wright is young as a State financier, his pro-

fessional antecedents are not those best cal-

culated to produce a model Finance Minister;

we therefore recognise with cordiality the pro-

mise which his speech gives of there being in

him the stuflf ofwhich successful financiers are

made. It is a more difficult and a more un-

gracious task to hold the reins of public ex-

penditure tight than loose, and the country

cannot possibly suffer by an overstrain of

prudence to any degree approaching the

mischief which an opposite policy might

easily inflict. The warning given by Mr.

Cartwright against over-importing is, how-

ever, merely an official endorsement of what

the best informed authorities have been

uttering for some years past. In this Maga-

zine, two years ago, occurred these words :

" Thoughtful men are of opinion we have

been of late importing too much, and that

if a more prudent policy is not adopted,

there must ultimately ensue a period of com-

mercial disaster." We are glad to see that

the subject of consolidating the national

securities is engaging attention; the subject is

not fraught with much difficulty, but it needs

carefulness, and we trust that Mr. Cart-

wright—whose industry and financial tastes

are palpable—will shortly prepare a scheme

for effecting this most desirable simplification

of the nation's accounts as a borrower. Into

a dispute as to the relative proportions of

income strictly falling within the area of

the past year, and the exact limits of the

expenditure incurred in the same pe-

riod, we have no space to enter. Our ex-

penses increased by new interest, charges

on public debt, expenses in connection

with Provincial claims, cost of working

national railways, election expenses, mounted

police, &c., $4,250,000. This was met by an

additional income from the ordinary sources

of $3,400,000, some undefined and disputa-

ble portion of which arose from the new

taxes imposed last year. The total imports

for 1873-4 were $128,213,582, and exports

$89,351,928, making a total volume of trade

between the summers of these years of

$217,565,510. The prostrate condition of

the lumber trade for so long a period

tells its own story in the forest exports,

which, from 1872 to '73, rose fro«ii 23 to 28

millions, but fell in 1874 to $26,800,000,

the contraction being chiefly from the de-

pressed trade of the United States. Our

fishery exports make a satisfactory exhibit.

They have steadily grown year by year for a

long time, the increase since 1872 being

about 25 per cent., the total amount for 1874

being $5,300,000. Farm produce exports

—grain, roots, animals—look very healthy,

the increase from 1872 to '74 being i2>
1'^''

cent ; total for last year $34,300,000.
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In connection with this subject we must

express a hope that another year the statis-

tics of our trade and finances will be under

the charge of a Bureau, from which reports

will be issued at least moiuhly, as to the ope-

rations of the principal industries and inter-

ests of the Dominion. We may take another

opportunity to present a more complete

statement and analysis of the national bal-

ance-sheet and re])ort, meanwhile we con-

gratulate the country on having a Finance

Minister, who, though a little too occupied

with his i^olitical opponents' past actions,

has set his foot boldly down on the policy

of prudence and " making both ends meet"

year by year.

The Copyright Bill introduced in the

Senate by M. Letellier de St. Just has come
to hand and we take the earliest opportunity

of protesting most earnestly against it. We
do so the more readily because we are sure

the Government are not aware of the mis-

chief they propose to do. If the enemies of

Canadian culture and the Canadian publish-

ing trade had conspired with Ministers to

dwarf the one and destroy the other, they

could hardly have concocted a more effec-

tive measure. We shall say nothing of the

drafting of the bill which is slovenly in the

extreme, but there are one or two points

which strike us as peculiarly objectionable.

In the first place, there appears to be no
reason why the right of obtaining a copy-

right should be conferred upon everyone,

Briton or alien, who chooses to seek it.

Here, as elsewhere, the vagueness of the

Bill would o])en the door to all sorts of

abuses. It directly permits an American

author to obtain a coi)yright here, although

the whole.sale piracy of Knglish or Canadian

works would be continued as heretofore on

the other side of the border. It will be time

enough to concede privileges to our neigh-

bours when they are prejjared to yield simi-

lar privileges to us. But the main point to

which we object is contained in the loth

clause. It is actually proposed that any-

one anywhere, having the copyright for a

work, may, by giving notice, secure an " in-

terim copyright" in Canada for three months,

and that too without giving any substantial

security that he will " publish or produce
"

during that period. Now in Canada the

great desideratum is tliat books of real merit

and general interest shall be furnished at

a reasonable rate. We have no large class

of readers who can afford to pay the high

prices charged by English publishers. Even

in England, the great bulk of the people de-

pend u])on the libraries ; but we have no

Mudie here, and if wc had, he could not

supply the literary needs of Canada, even if

the system were likely to take root in a new

country like ours. Now let our readers

notice the effect of this Bill. An English

publisher, in ignorance of the requirements

of the Dominion, could secure an interim

copyright of a work selling at from eight to

twelve dollars. He could send a sup]ily to

Canada, would dispose of say a hundred

copies, and there, so far as he is concerned,

the matter would rest. Having no bona Jide'in-

tention of publishing a suitable edition here,

the three months would pass away before a

native publisher could begin to print. By

this time his market would be gone, and find-

ing that publication would be a losing

game, the idea would be abandoned. Hence,

during three months, when the interest of the

work was fresh, no Canadian student of

ordinary means could afibrd to purchase it,

and in the end if he still desired to peruse it

he would have to resort to an American re-

print. This is protecting native industr)^

with a vengeance. We protest against it,

because it is a direct blow to an important

branch of our native trade ; we protest

against it, because it will really serve no

interest except that of American piracy : and

we protest against it, bec^iuse it throws a

serious obstacle directly in the way of Cana-

dian <'ulture and Canadian learning, which,

above all things, require the fostering care

of Ciovernment.
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Mr. Brown made his promised explana-

tions as to the Reciprocity Treaty in the

Senate, on the 22nd ult. They do not call for

any special notice, for they add little or

nothing to our stock of knowledge regard-

ing the negotiations. It may be that when

the papers are brought down some fresh

light may be thrown upon the subject

;

meanwhile we are about as wise as we Avere

before. Mr: Brown had, no doubt, a difficult

task before him. It was necessary certainly,

in order to put his case forward in self-de-

fence, that he should run over the de-

tails of a Treaty in which he firmly be-

lieved ; but it could hardly be expected that

his hearers would feel a lively interest in

this obituary notice. The attempt to gal-

vanize the defunct Treaty into temporary

vitality of a spasmodic character, was a pal-

pable failure. The reason why the Cana-

dian Government entered upon this nego-

tiation at all was not satisfactorily explained.

Mr. Lincoln, without inquiring into, or

caring for, the probable effects of his action,

gave notice of the termination of the Treaty

of 1844, in a moment of pique and passion.

No one has contended more strongly than

Mr. Brown that we have got on nearly as well

without the Treaty as with it, and that no

advances should be made upon the subject

from our side. He has given no reason

that will bear a moment's examination for

his change of opinion.

The bulk of Mr. Brown's speech was

merely a running commentary on the various

stipulations of the Treaty, expressive of his

satisfaction with them. As far as regards

manufactures, his defence was exceedingly

brief and inconclusive. He seemed to

think that because our manufacturers are

only a small section of the population, their

interests may be sacrificed with justice and

propriety. Apart from the question of right,

we may ask how Mr. Brown proposes to es-

tablish the necessity of the sacrifice ? As
for the comparative feebleness of our manu-

factures, that should be a reason for foster-

ing them, instead of permitting foreigners to

trample them under foot. If they were

stronger they would not need protection
;

but whilst they are in a nascent state, a fair

measure of protection is regarded as permis-

sible, even by Free Traders. Mr.Brown would

find it difficult to obtain a disciple for his

doctrine, even among the most rigid of the

economists. We have already expressed

our sympathy with Mr. Brown in the delicate

and arduous duty he undertook. We be-

lieve with him that these negotiations have

raised the subject to a higher plane, and we

again deprecate the savage declamation in

which some of his party opponents have

thought fit to indulge.

The return of Mr. Fraser, as M. P. for

London, vice Major Walker, cashiered, will

probably gratify both parties. Mr. Mac-

kenzie's Amnesty Resolutions were carried

by a vote of 126 to 50, and, although that

was not, strictly speaking, a party division,

it was very nearly so. It would appear,

therefore, that both sides should be anxious

to have the minority strengthened, of course,

" in the interests of the country." The

Opposition are no doubt pleased with the

acquisition of another file for their depleted

company, and the Government is so strong

that it can afford to lose a round dozen

without putting its existence in jeopardy.

The dominant party is fond of expressing

its anxiety that there should be a strong

Opposition ; and we are bound to suppose

that that anxiety is sincere and unfeigned.

From the earnest language sometimes used

on this subject, we have been almost per-

suaded, at times, that serious calamities

would overtake us if Mr. Mackenzie and

his friends had it all their own way, and that

no one is more apprehensive of the danger

than themselves. Theory and practice, how-

ever, do not hang together, and so the mat-

ter must rest in doubt. For our own part

we rejoice at the result of the London elec-

tion, partly, because we sympathize with the
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feebleness of the minority, but chiefly, be-

cause we think that the fliction which de-

fended the acts of Major Walker, re-nomi-

nated him, and gloried in their shame, ought

to receive, as they have received, condign

punishment at the hands of the constituency

they debauched. The evidence adduced at

the trial of the petition was of the clearest

kind ; Chief Justice Hagarty stated that he

had never heard of more disgraceful corrup-

tion ; and yet what did " the party of purity"

do ? Instead of repudiating the standard-

bearer who had disgraced them, they

hastened to nominate him again, and when

the Judges, in the faithful administration of

the law according to their oaths and their

consciences, declared him disqualified, even

the ermine was no protection against their

slanderous revilings. They are well punished,

and it is only to be regretted that some other

constituencies we could name were not

equally sensitive when their honour and

reputation were dragged through the

mire.

Mr. Dymond has given notice of a clause

for the Criminal Procedure Amendment Bill,

which deserves a brief reference. He pro-

poses that, in future, any person charged

with felony or misdemeanour shall have the

right, if he choose to exert it, of entering the

witness box, and giving testimony under oath

on his own behalf, as if he were an ordinary

witness for the defence. The idea is not a

new one. It has often been discussed in

England, and has been adopted in some of

the United States. It was only the other

day that the voluntary evidence of a man
charged with murder, appeared in the New
York Herald. There is much to be said on

both sides of the question. As the law

stands now, a prisoner may make a volun-

tary statement, l)ut it loses all its weight with

a jury, first, because it is not made under

oath, and, secondly, because it cannot be

sifted by cross-examination. It certainly

.seems a great hardship that the only man
whose mouth is ])ractically closed at a trial,

is the very man whose life or liberty is in

peril. There are many cases recorded in

our criminal annals of innocent men con-

victed and executed, who, if they could have

told their plain, unvarnished tale in the

witness-box, would have been honourably

acquitted. It is objected, that guilty men
who could tell a plausible tale, would " swear

themselves off;" but a similar objection,

mutatis mutandis, may be made against the

evidence of many prosecutors. At all

events, it is better that the jury should have

before it all the material accessible to it from

any quarter. It is also urged that an inno-

cent man may find himself so enmeshed in

a net-work of adverse circumstances, that he

may decline to be sworn lest he should do

himself more harm than good. In such a

case the jury might regard his silence as

prima facie evidence of guilt. This ob-

jection is not without force ; still any dan-

ger of that sort might be guarded against by

a caution from the Court, and besides it can

hardly be put in the balance against the sub-

stantial injustice wrought in a far more nu-

merous class of cases.

The Tanneries Scandal has raised a rather

lively side issue between the Courts and the

Quebec Assembly. M. Duvernay, of La

Minerve, and M.Cottd, of the Jacques Cartier

Bank, are witnesses whose evidence it was

of the utmost importance to obtain. They

proved recalcitrant, and refused to testify

before the Committee, whereupon the House

delivered them over to the tender mercies

of the Sergeant-at-Arms, which from the

evidence, appear to be very tender indeed.

Judge Ramsay released them on a writ of

habeas corpus, but when the question was

]
heard on appeal, this judgment was reversed

1 by Chief Justice Dorion and the full Court.

We are bound to believe that this final de-

cision is legally correct, and we are sure it

is consonant with the dictates of common

sense. It would be absurd in the highest

degree if the Legislature of a Province
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which has been outrageously swindled, were

denied the power of extorting the truth from

the parties concerned. M. Dansereau was

arrested in consequence of the latter judg-

ment, but he continued obstinate, and as it

was not likely that the Legislature would con-

tinue in session more than two or three days,

he could afford to snap his fingers at them.

Messrs. Cott6 and Duvernay were re-arrested,

but the Court of Appeals decided that,

no new subpoenas having been issued, they

could not be re-arrested for the old offence;

so they were again set at liberty. Finally, as

if they were tired of the fun, these gentlemen

have resolved to go to Quebec "without

more ado."

The New Brunswick Legislature met at

Fredericton on the i8th ultimo. If there be

any large infusion of the lawyer element, we

may expect to hear a complaint that Par-

liament had been summoned at an incon-

venient period. In Ontario, some members

of the legal profession having seats in the

Local Legislature care less about the Parlia-

mentary session in Toronto than about that

at Ottawa. It may be that there are gentle-

men in New Brunswick who think it hard

that they should be detained at Fredericton,

when they could employ their time and

talents more profitably elsewhere. The

Speech from the Throne, like the other two

of which we have spoken, is " meagre."

There can be no doubt that the leader of

the Opposition said so, although we have

not yet had the pleasure of perusing his re-

marks. The measures promised are suffici.

ently vague—bills for assessing and levy-

ing local rates with a view to rendering

them more equitable, for " providing for pro-

cess of attachment in civil suits," and for the

encouragement of agriculture.

The present Congress will expire by limita-

tion of time on the 4th inst, at noon, and,

had the law so provided, its successor could

have commenced the work of legislation at

that hour. The new House of Representa-

tives, however, does not assemble until the

4th of December, and until that date we

shall be unable to see the full import of the

November reaction. The Senate, of which

only a portion has been renewed, may be

summoned to meet at the pleasure of the

President, and he has in fact summoned them

to assemble on the 5th of this month, be-

cause, as he says, "objects of interest" re-

quire that it should be convened. Pre-

sumably Andrew Johnson, ex-President and

one of the new Senators, is not an "object

of interest " to General Grant, and specula-

tion has been agog as to the meaning of this

executive session. The still-born Recipro-

city Treaty is no longer of much interest to

any one, or we might reasonably suppose

that the President had its ratification in view.

The opinion is entertained generally by the

Opposition of both parties that Grant will

endeavour to use the Republican majority

in the Senate as a support for his Southern

policy during the recess. No repressive or

reorganizing laws can be again passed during

the present term, for when Congress re-

assembles, the House will be Democratic.

But there are many executive stratagems

which the Senate may aid the President in

working, and it may be as well to put them

in operation while there is yet time. In ad-

dition it is possible that an extra Session of

Congress may be required, to complete the

financial business, and for this the consent

of the Senate is necessary.

The last weeks of Congress are being

spent in transacting business which cannot

be thrown over. The Senate has found it

necessary to postpone the reception of

Pinchback, Kellogg's Louisiana Senator, in

order to ensure the passage of the Tariff and

Appropriation Bills. The days are few, as

well as evil, and they must be redeemed.

The President has several lions in his path-,

which have taken their place there by his

own invitation. In the Louisiana affair, the

second sub-committee sent to New Orleans
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is prepared with evidence, but it is for the

most part confirmatory of that taken by the

first. In Arkansas, after spending several

years in propping up Baxter as against

Brooks, whom he declared to be a scoundrel,

Grant has changed his front, and now re-

habilitates the latter. Before we go to press,

it is probable that Senator Poland's resolu-

tion and that of tlie House Committee

—

*' that the condition of .\rkansas calls for no

action, either by Congress or any other de-

partment of Government "—will receive the

support of all the reputable Republicans. It

is evident that, if General Grant desired

peace in that State, he could easily secure it

by supporting Garland, who has evolved

something like order out of chaos. The ex-

tent to which Grant is disposed to go was

made apparent by his mad proposal that

Congress should suspend the Habeas Corpus

Act ; in other words, place absolute power

in his hands. There is no pretence that

rebellion exists in any State, and yet the

President asked Congress to commit a gross

violation of that clause in the Constitution

which provides " that the privilege of the writ

ofhabeas corpus shall not be suspended unless

when in cases of rebellion or invasion, the

public safety may require it." Happily, the

Republican party refused to follow the Pre-

sident, and the scheme fell to the ground.

The election of a successor to Mr. Glad-

stone ultimately resolved itself into Hobson's

choice—the Manjuis of Hartington or none.

Mr. Forster, who probably enjoys the confi-

dence of a large majority of the party, with-

drew his name, because he felt that " he

would not receive that general support

without which he ought not to attempt to fill

the duties " c»f the leadership. The mem-
ber for Bradford had two powerful combi-

nations against him—the opponents of the

25th clause and denominational education

on the one hand, and the ()pi)onents of an

extension of the borough franchise to the

counties on the other. Tlie Marquis of

Hartington is of the Whigs Whiggish, after

the salt of Whiggism has lost its savour. His

aristocratic connections are, perhaps, his

only recommendation, unless^ we add what

Mr. Bright considers of some importance, or

he would not have mentioned them, " his

health and hardheadedness." At the Liberal

caucus, the election of the Marquis was a

foregone conclusion
;
yet it was gone through

in a reluctant and half-hearted way. For

the most part, those who acquiesced did so

with a reservation which was not exclusively

mental. If Mr. Gladstone had been the

proposed leader, Mr. Bright would not have

talked of reserving "individual liberty.''

Even Mr. Villiers, who proposed the Mar-

quis, spoke of retaining " their own private

freedom and particular judgment." Mr. S.

Morley, his seconder, performed his part

with evident dislike, and expressed his de-

cided preference for Mr. Forster. Never-

theless, it is, perhaps, as well that a mediocre

leader has been selected. It seems, at first

sight, an anomaly to appoint a head to a

party of independents who may be amenable

to party discipline or may not, as the fit

takes them. But the Liberal party, at the

present time, is not in want of " a guide,

philosopher, and friend." Such a man would

inevitably deepen the dissensions which now

rend it. The Marquis will certainly do

nothing desperate or sensational ; his time

will be divided as heretofore, between duty

and pleasure, with a confirmed preference

for the latter. Mr. Bright, with the keen pre-

science which is characteristic of him, ad-

monished his hearers at Birmingham that

they must abandon, for a time, the hope

of radical reforms. Even the question of

disestablishment, which Mr. Bright has

nearest his heart, must be laid on the shelf

to await the hour and the man. " A politi-

cal party," he observed, "somehow or other

gathers itself uj) when it is wanted, and by

the time that it is wanted.' .And again,

looking forward to the nomination of the

Marquis, he said. " I do not in the slightest



CURRENT E VENTS. 279

degree recommend or appro\'e that any body

of men should complain of a parliamentary

or party leader so chosen, who has not

formed the same opinion as I have on this

question. This is a question which has not

come near that point yet ; it is one of the

gravest questions which a people has ever

had to consider." The Marquis of Harting-

ton's answer was given in his speech at

Lewes :

—" He (Mr. Bright) intended to agi-

tate for the disestablishment of the church,

as he and Mr. Cobden agitated for the prin-

ciple of free trade—by persuading the people

of the truth of the principles he advocates.

He was right then, and succeeded. If he is

right now he would again succeed • but if

he was wrong now, as he (Lord Hartington)

believed he was, he would not succeed."

The new leader must, therefore, be content

to let his troops carry on the war as seems

best to themselves. He must not call back

the advance guard or drive in the stragglers.

Generalship of this character does not admit

of brilliant coups or startling manoeuvres,

but for the present it is at once the most

prudent and the most promising. When
the battle-cry is heard in earnest, the bat-

talions will close together and rush to the

fight in solid phalanx, but it will not be

under the Marquis of Hartington. Mean-

while there is room for much honest labour

at the post assigned him, and he may con-

sole himself with the reflection that it is

better to have the nominal command of a

band of guerrillas, each of whom fights " on

his individual hook," than to be generalis-

simo of a regular army with incurable mutiny

in the ranks.

The Imperial Parliament met on the 5th

ultimo. The Speech is not remarkable for

anything in particular ; there are traces of

Semitic gorgeousness in its composition,

but that is all. Mr. Bright, when asked how

he thought the Conservative leader would

succeed, replied, " Very well, so long as he

leaves politics alone." Mr. Disraeli appears

to have eschewed politics and applied him-

self almost exclusively to social questions.

The exception, if it be one, is the proposed

relaxation of the penal laws for the preserva-

tion of the peace in Ireland. The working-

man, in whom, when he gives signs of Con-

servatism, Mr. Disraeli feels a tender in-

terest, has no less than three measures to his

own share. At the same time, he is warned,

with an evident reference to the eminently

Conservative borough of Liverpool, that, if

he persists in kicking his wife or anybody

else, resort may possibly be had to that

model reformer, the cat-o'-nine tails. Trade

conspiracies and farm tenancies are also to

be overhauled. Finally, after years of con-

troversy on the subject, there is to be a

public prosecutor, who will take the investi-

gation of crime and the " making-up " of

criminal cases out of the bunghng hands of

the police. Taking the long and serious ill-

ness of the Premier into consideration, the

programme is by no means a " meagre " one.

It is eminently social as distinguished from

political ; and, what is a greater relief still.

there is no sign that the " drum ecclesiastic
'

will be heard during the session.

Two mauvais sujets have been returned to

the House of Commons—Dr. Kenealy and

John Mitchell. The former has been in-

flicted upon Parliament by Stoke-upon-Trent,

although he would be more properly de-

scribed as the member for Wapping. He
has entered the House, according to his own

story, to do something or other for the Magna

Charta, much as the two prelates, of whom
Matthew Arnold speaks, desired to do some-

thing for a certain religious dogma. In pur-

suance of this laudable object, he insisted on

introducing himself to theHouse. Perhaps

he preferred to imagine that he had the real

Arthur Orton on one side, and the one he

tried to create at the Tichborne trial on the

other. Mr. Disraeli good-naturedly hu-

moured the delusion, and the hon. gentle-

man took his seat—which he will find rather

hot if he should try to make himself dis-
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[xreeable. John Mitchell received short

thrift and no mercy as M.P. for Tipperary.

What object the runaway felon, who broke

liis parole, could have in getting himself

elected it is difficult to say. Notwithstanding

the great " brilliancy " attributed by the

Globe to the Young Ireland party, it is

satisfactory to learn from the same high

authority that Mitchell is "of inferior mould."

The reason for this severe judgment is that

he desired " a plantation well-stocked with

niggers," which was no greater proof of

inferiority than the whole i)arty afforded

when they drove the ignorant peasantry into

mischief like a flock' of sheep.

Continental affairs do not call for any

special comment, if we except the affairs of

France. The Assembly has continued to

labour at the Constitutional Bills with un-

abated hopefulness and invariable failure.

Early last month, M. Laboulaye's motion to

declare the Republic definitively was lost by

a majority of 24. So tar so good ; for that

was another bantling out of the way. But

no sooner had this been done than a sudden

change came over the spirit of all the sec-

tions except the Legitimists and the Bona-

partists and the Conservative portion of the

Right Centre. The change was not sud-

den ; it crept over the Assembly gradually,

is certain rumours began to take defined

^hape and assume the guise of assured facts.

Considerable uneasiness has been felt for

some time at the activity of the Bonajiartist

agents under M. Rouher ; and now, just at

this critical juncture, it was discovered that

Napoleon IV. had a complete Government

i-rganized in France—Cabinet, Prefects,

Marshal, and all, and that they were only

waiting for the right moment to strike for

jiower, order a plebiscite^ and bring in the

bees and violets once more. The story

seems to have been partially true ; but

whether it was or not, the Assembly certainly

believed it. From the Due de Broglie to

Gambetta, through the entire ranks, from

Right Centre to Extreme Left, the panic ran.

The Orleanists began to make a rapproche-

ment towards the Left, the first evidence of

which was the vote taken on a motion by

M. Wallon, which indirectly declared the

Republic. This motion was carried by a

majority of one. On M. Wallon's next mo-

tion, giving the President of the Republic,

with the consent of the Senate, the power of

dissolution, the Right Centre went over al-

most in a body, and the motion passed by a

majority of 200, Everything appeared to

be going on with unwonted smoothness, and

M. Wallon's constitution had a fair chance

of securing for its author an immortal name.

The Bill was read a third time and passed,

and then the tide began to turn. Our latest

English papers describe the precise nature

of the Wallon constitution and its probable

effects. But they had not fully guaged the

versatile genius of French constitution-

mongers. First came the Senate Bill, and a

motion being made that the Senate should

be chosen by the same electorate as that

which returned the Assembly, the Legitimists

quietly dropped out, and the motion was car-

ried by a majority of only 1 2. Then followed

the rejection of the Bill altogether, and an

unsuccessful motion by M. Brisson in favour

of immediate dissolution. The latest intel-

ligence is that the Centres and the Left un-

der the capricious guidance of M. Gambetta

are again in accord, and have agreed upon a

compromise, to which they will adhere

through thick and thin. Meanwhile, the

Septennate exists with a Provisional Cabinet,

for which no successor can be found, and

nothing is certain e.xcept uncertainty.
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CURRENT LITERATURE.

CANON Lightfoot continues his critical

examination of" Supernatural Religion "

in the Contemporary Review. On the present

occasion he confines himself to the first por-

tion of Part II., Chapter II., of the anonymous
work, relating to "The Ignatian Epistles." In

the first place, a brief statement is made of the

present condition of the Ignatian literature.

The long recension, as it is called, may be
left out of the question as admittedly spurious,

or, at any rate, interpolated. There remain
two others, the Greek and Latin versions of the

seven Epistles, quoted by Eusebius, and called

by Dr. Lightfoot the Vossian, from the dis-

coverer of the Greek copy, and the Syriac ver-

sion of three Epistles, which is much shorter,

called the Curetonian, from their discoverer and
translator. The anonymous author regards
the entire Ignatian literature as " a tissue of

fraud and imposture," but considers the Cure-
tonian version as the more ancient of the two.

Dr. Lightfoot speaks of " a cloud of witnesses "

in favour of its authenticity, in one form or

other, but we cannot see the witnesses for the
cloud he raises about little points of minor criti-

cism. We are unable, of course, to examine
how far the author has been exact in his refer-

ences, but Dr. Lightfoot is not disposed to deal
over-fairly in the matter. When a critic quotes
a sentence and copies the references under it,

then divides the sentence in half, and complains
bitterly that the bulk of the citations do not
bear on the latter part, when he himself admits
that they support the former, we may have con-
fidence in his scholarship, but we can hardly
rely upon his ingenuousness. And again when
he rails at the author for quoting twenty
authors and objects, in a carping fashion, to his

reference to six who, on the Canon's own show-
ing, make as much for one side as the other,

while he leaves the other fourteen to the enemy,
what is the value of his criticism ? When all

is done, Dr. Lightfoot, after arguing with all

his might to prove the priority and authenticity
of the Vossian MSS., admits that the question
remains in diibio, and that until lately he him-
self " ascribed them to an interpolator writing

about A. D . 140." What reliance can be placed
on a series of Epistles which come down to us
bound up with other documents confessedly
apocryphal ? The long recension was interpo-

lated, the shorter recensions may also have
been interpolated ; a scholar like Canon Light-
foot may argue, but who shall pronounce with
confidence ? Finally, there remains the vital

question : Supposing one or other of these re-

censions to be true and unalloyed Epistles of
'

6

Ignatius, do they contain any confirmatory
proof of the existence of our Synoptic Gospels
at the beginning of the second century ? Here
the Canon is silent, and leaves the author of
*' Supernatural Religion " master of the field.

We cannot help thinking that this display of

learning in the way of minute historical and
philological criticism is labour lost, when the
main object to be served by it is tacitly sur-

rendered.

Professor Clifford contributes the second of

his lectures on " The Philosophy of the Pure
Sciences." His subject on this occasion is,

" The Postulates of the Science of Space," and
it is treated, we need hardly say, in a lucid

and masterly way. After an eloquent tribute

to Euclid, whom, however, he does not closely

follow, he assigns to Lobatchewsky a similar

relationship to Euclid to that filled by Coper-
nicus to Ptolemy, and Vesalius to Galen.
Then, commencing with the " point," the lec-

turer proceeds to examine the validity of our
ideas of space and the relations of its parts, and
the real foundation which underlies them.
Principal Tulloch, in an appreciative paper,
sketches the life and examines the opinions of
Mr. Wm. Smith, the author of " Thorndale, or

the Conflict of opinion." Mr. Smith was the
friend and associate, more or less intimate, of
Sterling, Maurice, Grote, Mill, Lewes, and
many of the advanced thinkers of his time. It

is some twelve or fifteen years since we read
"Thorndale," and we wondered then, as we
have often wondered since, that so few appear
to have been attracted by "the real life of

thought," the earnestness, the charm of style,

and " the imaginative insight " manifest in the

work.
Dr. Carpenter joins issue with Prof. Huxley

on the question of Human Automatism from a

physiological point of view. He refers to the

fact that Huxley, following Descartes, had long

since pointed out the distinction between "the
secondary automatism of man acquired by habit,

and the original or primary automatism of the

lower animals." The key-note to the theme is

struck early in this interesting article. After

expressing his wonder at the supposition that

anything fresh has been discovered to warrant
thenew theory, Dr. Carpenter states that nothing
in recent researches has shaken his "early-

formed conviction of the existence of a funda-

mental distinction, not only between the rational

actions of sentient beings guided by experience,
and the automatic movements of creatures

whose whole life is obviously but the working
of mechanism, but also between those actions
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(common to man and intelligent brutes) which
are detennincd by a preponderating attraction
towards an object present to the consciousness,
and those (peculiar, as 1 believe, to man), in

which there is, at one stage or other, distinct
intervention of the self-conscious ego, whereby
the direction of the activity is modified."
Father Hridgett breaks a lance with Dr. Play-
fair on " The Sanctity of Dirt." The late Post-
master-General, when speaking on sanitary
matters at Glasgow, fell foul of the Roman
Catholic Church as the patron of dirt. He
asserted that tilthiness of person was regarded
as a mark of sainlship ; referred to the hermits,
to the blessed St. Anthony, and also to the cele-

brated hair-shirt of Thomas a Becket. The Rev.
Father sets out with two questions :

—" First,

were our ancestors dirty ? Secondly, did the
Church teach them to be dirty .^" He then
dives; at some length, into balneic history, so as
to answer both questions in the negative

;
yet

he winds up with the admission that the Church
regarded cleanliness as a luxury rather than a
duty, and sometimes ordered abstinence from
washing by way of penance. Some of our
readers may have heard of youngsters who would
regard that sentence as capital punishment.
Mr. W. R. Greg, in a brief paper, propounds
the question, '' Can truths be apprehended
which could not be discovered?" Or, as he
elsewhere puts it, " Can any truth be received
—that is accepted and assimilated—by the
human intellect, which that intellect might not
in the course of time have reached or wrought
out for itself.? Can anything which could
not have been discovered by us be so re-

vealed to us as to make it our own } " The
writer thinks the matter one rather for reflec-

tion than argument—one in which " it is pos-
sible to reach a sort oi persuasion in one's own
mind," rather than offer reasons for it to others.
So far as scientific, ethical, and philosophical
truths are concerned, he answers his question in
the negative, although he admits that some gifted
men may grasji truths by anticipation, as the
nian of science does by what is called " scien-
tific imagination." He regards Re\elation
either as anticipation, suggestion, or confirm-
ation

; the existence of Deity and the immor-
tality of the soul are accepted because man's
spiritual nature discovers them to be fitted,

when suggested, to his wants. Distinctive
Christian dogmas cannot be so apprehended
or assimilated in Mr. Greg's opinion, nor can
any revelation, external or internal, so com-
municate them as to make them truths of
our own.

•' The Laws of England" as to the expression
of Religious Opinion," by Mr. Fit/jamcs Ste-
phen, is a paper we should gladly give /// t-xtcnso
for the benefit of our readers, if its length did
not render its rej)ublication in these pages out
of the (question. It is an admirably written and
exhaustive account of the repressive laws

against freedom of opinion as they have been
and as they are. Mr. Stephens prefaces his
historical sketch by a glance at the laws against
heresy from the Council of Nice. Then turn-
ing to the immediate subject of the paper he
traces the progress of the persecuting spirit
from the days of the Lollards down to 1857,
when an ignorant labourer was sentenced to
eighteen months' imprisonment for chalking
some naughty words on a gate-post. The laws
affecting the matter are reduced under three
heads :—" i. The King's Ecclesiastical Law as
to Heresy ; 2. The Common Law as to Blas-
phemy and Blasphemous Libel ; 3. Certain
Statutes bearing on the same subject, the most
important of which is 9 and 10 Will. III.,

c. 35." The historical portion of the paper is

full of painful interest, but most readers will be
surprised to find that there are laws now in

force, confirmed by statute during the present
century, which might have sent Mr. John S.
Mills to gaol for six months, on account of his
three " Essays on Religion," had they been
published during his lifetime, and put the liberty
of several contributers to the Fortnightly Re-
view in jeopardy every month. Mr. Stephen
thinks it is about time that this state of the law
was amended, not from abstract notions about
liberty of conscience, but because the law is

practically set at naught ; because the age re-

fuses to be any longer bound in swaddling
clothes ; because Christianity has to meet in-

sidious attacks like the writings published by
Mr. Mill in his lifetime, instead of encounter-
ing her enemies face to face ; and because the
attempt to execute the laws, whether successful
or the reverse, has always proved disastrous to

those who have made it. There is terrible force
in the answer which Mr. Stephen puts in the
mouth of Mr. Mill to one who demands why he
does not plainly avow his opinions :

—" First.

I will not put it in the power of any bigot, who
thinks he would do God service by so doing,
to deprive me of my place in the India office

and send me to gaol ; and in the next place, you
will find in the long run that the zig-zag mode
of approach is good in controversy as well as
in sieges. The sap and the mine must in time
take us to the heart of the place. If we try to

storm the town now, we shall simply be knocked
on the head." Mr. Stephen asks, "' Is

Christianity a gainer by this .' Is it not obvious
that the real alternative is between complete
freedom and thai thorough-going and effective

persecution, which no one in these days would
think of." He therefore advocates the sweeping
away of the persecuting code entirely, and sub
mits a draft Bill, having that purpose in view.
The closing paper in the Contemporary is

by Dean Stanley, on "Ecclesiastical Vest
ments," and it is an admirable one. By a sim-
ple cn(|uiry into the origin of the v.irious sacer
dotal garments now in controversy, the Dean
ujjsets the ecclesiastical significance of them
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all. After referring to the grave opinions held
regarding'the altar, the chasuble, the cope, and
the other vestments essential to what he calls
" the Etruscan theory of religion," the writer

sets himself to prove that " if they symbolize
anything, they symbolize ideas the contrary of

those ascribed to them," and that they are

really modifications of the general costume,
used by lay and cleric alike in the early Chris-

tian centuries. He thinks that if people could
be once convinced that these vestments have
no sacerdotal significance, an end would be put
to the ridiculous and unseemly controversy

about them. The entire paper, especially the
practical portion of it, is extremely valuable.

The FortnightlyReview came to hand so late

in the month, that we cannot pretend to do jus-

tice to its varied contents. Yet, there are one or

two papers to which we ought to refer, and our
space admonishes us that the reference must be
brief. Mr. Morley commences an essay on the

life and genius of Diderot and the work ac-

complished by the Encylopasdists. The pre-

sent instalment is written in its author's most
earnest and vigorous style, but it only extends

to the marriage of its subject. When complete,
the biography will no doubt form a companion
volume to the lives of Rousseau and Voltaire,
by the same author. Mr. Paton, whose analysis
of the Falk Laws appearedjin the May number
of last year, enters into a long and elaborate
defence of Bismarck's ecclesiastical policy. The
author is evidently well acquainted with his
subject, and although he supplies few fresh facts,

he makes altogether the best defence of a shaky
cause that we have seen. Prof. Cairnes con-
cludes his friendly criticism of Herbert Spen-
cer's little book on " The Study of Sociology ;"

Mr. Swinburne introduces to the public, " An
Unknown Poet," Mr. Wells, whose works he
eulogizes in glowing language ; and Mr. George
Darwin contributes a paper on "The Theory
of Exchange Values." Finally, Ihe editor again
appears on " The Liberal Eclipse," written in
rather a desponding vein. There is no leader,
no policy, no prospect. Mr. Gladstone's re-

tirement " completes the eclipse, and when we
know that the lead of the party lies between
Lord Hartington and Mr. Forster, all is said."

MUSIC AND THE DRAMA.

IT is announced that the Philharmonic So-
ciety have added Signer Randegger's can-

tata Fridoliti to their ripertoire, and will give

a performance on the 31st inst. The cantata
was composed expressly for the Birmingham
Triennial Musical Festival of 1873, ^^^d was
produced on the Thursday evening of the
Festival week with marked success, the audi-

ence exceeding by two hundred that in attend-

ance at the performance of the Messiah.
The words of Fridolin are arranged from

Schiller's ballad Der Gang nach dem eisen-

hammer, the adaptation being by Madame
Erminia Rudersdorff. The dramatis personce
are Waldemar, Count of Saverne (baritone)

;

Eglantine, Countess of Saverne (soprano)

;

Fridolin, page to the Countess (tenor) ; and
Hubert, squire to the Count (bass). These are
supplemented by choruses of smiths, peasants,
huntsmen, and handmaidens to the Countess.
The argument is as follows :

—
" Fridolin and

Hubert are in the service of the Count of Sa-
verne. Hubert, aspiring to win the affections

of the beautiful Countess, conceives a violent

hatred of Fridolin, whom he regards as an ob-
stacle in his path. Taking advantage of Fri-

dolin's loyal devotion to the Countess, Hubert

excites the jealousy of the Count, and prompts
a stern revenge. The Count forthwith writes
to some mechanic serfs, ordering that whoever
comes asking a certain question shall be at
once thrown into their furnace. Fridolin, in-

nocent of wrong and unconscious of danger,
receives the message to the forge ; but, ere
setting out, he waits upon his mistress for such
commands as she might have to give. The
Countess desires him to enter the chapel he
would pass on his way, and offer up a prayer
for her. Fridolin obeys, and thus saves his
life ; but vengeance overtakes the traitor, Hu-
bert, who, going to the forge to learn whether
the plot has succeeded, himself asks the fatal

question :
" Is obeyed your lord's command.?"

and himself becomes the victim. Fridolin sub-
sequently appears, and is about to perish like-

wise, when the Count and Countess, between
whom explanations have taken place, arrive on
the scene, to preserve the innocent, and to learn
the fate of the guilty."

The musical setting of this subject is of un-
common merit ; the effects are thoroughly dra-
matic, and in elaborating them the composer
has availed himself of all the stirring resources
ofmodern orchestration. There appears, how-
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ever, 10 be an occasional want of melody, and
although the dramatic situations may be suffi-

ciently illustrated, the effort which this has cost

the composer is too apparent. The music is

on the whole exceedingly interesting, its varied

tone-colouring and exciting episodes enchain-

ing one's attention. A brief but impressive

orchestral prelude serves to introduce a choral

prologue, which tells us that Fridolin has faith-

fully served the Lord, and that an angel host

keeps guard over him to preserve him from harm.

The real business of the aintata then com-
mences with the recitative and ana, " Have
but holy, lofty thoughts," in which Fridolin

extols the numerous virtues of the Countess.

The number is pleasing,and affords someoppor-
tunity for display on the part of the tenor.

Hubert's first scena succeeds, ushered in

allegro agitato, and some ingenious and
stirring orchestration is introduced. Hubert
here indulges in the most bitter reflections

against his presumed rival, but his turbulent

emotions are somewhat calmed in the subdued
melody of the andantino, " For one kind

glance," which is beautifully ornamented by
an obligato for the first violins. The fierceness

of his hate, however, again breaks out in the

recitative, " Dispelled by jealous rage is hope's

fond dream," and allegro in B flat, " A thou-

sand hideous deaths Fd make him die," a most
fatiguing and exacting piece of declamation.

We now arrive at a spirited hunting chorus,

with a conventional horn accompaniment. In

the duet for Hubert and the Count, the former

insinuates that F'ridolin has dared to lift his

eyes to the Countess, and excites the jealousy of

his master. Hubert suggests the revenge, and

m the jndante (D minor, 6-8) powerfully de-

scribes the forge amid the gloomy mountains,

where would be found men ready to execute

any project of vengeance. The horrors of the

place— the roaring of the furnaces, the lurid

glare of fiery brands, the clanging anvils, and
the wild, reckless smiths, toiling like demons,
amid encompassing fires, are most dramatically
portrayed, the composer lavishing all his

wealth of invention on the instrumental effects

—wild chromatic progressions, the blare of

brass, and the mysterious tremolo of the strings

all being employed in turn. The next scene
occurs in the Countess's apartment, and a

chorus of handmaidens, light and pretty, is

heard. Passing over the next number, a recita-

tive and air for the Countess, we have a

duet between her and Fridolin. The andante
of this duet is a canon in D flat, written

in true scholastic style. On the conclusion
of the duet, Fridolin kisses the hand of the

Countess, and thereby serves to confirm the

suspicions of theCount, who enters with Hubert
This leads to an explanation, and in a duet
between the Count and the Countess, the du-

plicity of Hubert is revealed. The preceding
chorus of villagers will, doubtless, prove a

favourite in Toronto.
In the final forge scene, we have the supreme

effort of the composer. The orchestral intro-

duction (///«jf/v^ con fuoco is vividly descriptive,

as is also the chorus " Gift of Demon, raging

fire," in which nearly every instrument in the

orchestra is employed to give colour to the ac-

companiments. Hubert appears upon the

scene, and, too eager to hear of the death of

his rival, himself asks the question—" Have ye
obeyed your lord's decree .'

" The infuriated

smiths, with one accord, seize the traitor and
hurl him headlong into the flaming furnace.

Fridolin is saved from the same fate by the

appearance of the Count and Countess, and the
cantata closes with a choral expression of

thanks to Heaven for his wonderful escape.

BOOK REVIEWS.

Christian Praykr and (;knf.ral Laws,
licing the liurney F'rize Kssay for the year

1873, with an Appendix, The Physical F.ffi-

cacy o! Prayer. I{y(ieorgej. Romanes, NLA.,

Late .Scholar in Natural .Science of Gonville

and Caius College, Camliritlge. London :

Matmillan it Co., 1874. Toronto : Adam,
Stevenson & Co.

The author of this essay, to which so honour-

able a distinction is assigned, is a Canailian by

birth, the son of one who is still remembeied

j
by early graduates of Queen's University as a
most able and eflicicni Professor of Classical

! Literature in the infancy of that institution.

IJut, besides the special interest the volume

I

thus has for Canadians in tlie circumstance

i that a son of our Dominion has honourably

I carried off the Murney Prize from many formi-

\ dable Knglisli competitors, the book itself is

deservedly considered one of the ablest contri-

butions to the literature which the lately vexed
' ijucstion in regard lo the relation of Pr.iyer to
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the Laws of Nature has as yet called forth. It

is a careful, calm, and philosophical, as well as

an exhaustive analysis of the objections to the

efficacy of prayer for physical results, which are

founded upon the conception of natural law
;

and of these objections Mr. Romanes disposes

in a way that will be more satisfactory to the

thoughtful reader than the inconsistencies of

Mr. Knight's " via media" or the superficial

and violent problems of some orthodox but in-

discreet defenders of the faith.

The principal portion of the Essay is devoted

to an elaborate and cumulative "exposition

of the argutnent of ignorance" an argument
which, as he observes, " men of science are

often prone to neglect or despise, but an argu-

ment which a true philosopher cannot but

deem of all arguments relating to subjects be-

yond the sphere of possible knowledge, the

most weighty and the most profound." In the

commencement of his argument, he gives to

Science all the credit that belongs to her as, in

one respect, the " purifier " of Natural Religion

in supplanting the Fetichism of savage life

by the conception of " Uniformity of action

within a Unity of Being." But he shows, also,

how the tendency has grown, and is now
stronger than it ever yet has been, to feel that
" the theory of Personal Agency which super-

stition has embodied in one form and religion

in another, was a theory which, as it had ever

been entertained without reason, so could now
only be entertained against it ; that the human
intellect in its progress, had now at last caught
sight of the great and fundamental truth that

the Deity, whom all nations, races, and reli-

gions, from all time had delighted to invoke as
' Father,' was really only such to them in the

sense that a cause is father to its effect ; that

the God of the Universe was the self-adjusting

sufficiency of Nature ; or that the Reign in

Nature was the Reign of Law."
The author then enumerates the objections

against the efficacy of prayer raised by meta-
physicians and physicists, and after briefly

answering the first, proceeds to the main
argument: that concerning the supposed an-

tagonism between Prayer and Physical Law.
In entering upon this discussion, he well ob-

serves, in his preliminary remarks, that Science
is and must be purely objective, that it can
only " systematize our experience, leaving us
still within the Proximate ;" and that " Religion
transcends Science, the former reposing upon
the Ultimate, and the latter upon the Proxi-

mate. Any modification, therefore, which Sci-

ence may impose upon religious ideas of the
Proximate—ideas which are, in reality, extra-

religious—cannot influence religious ideas of the

Ultimate—ideas which are, in reality, the only
truly religious." He then proceeds to consider
the proposition whether it is true that if God
answers prayer he must interfere with the nor-

mal course of nature, and whether the corollary

is true, that i7i no case whatever can Prayer be

answered without such interference. The term
" Physical Law" is defined by Mr. Romanes
as " theformtila of a physical sequence, which,
sofar as hiimati observation extends, is ittvari-

able" and he very distinctly explains the ambi-
guity which the term must bear, on the dis-

puted ground of necessity of" sequence," so that

to some minds " the term Physical Law habi-

tually bears the signification of a mere instru-

ment of the Divine Will, perfectly obedient in

its ministry, and indefinitely plastic in its ope-

ration ; while to others, it no less constantly

represents a practically independent directive

influence of unalterable rigidity upon which
eternal order universally depends." This last

supposition is combated throughout, by the

author, in so far as it dogmatically represents
" Law " as a sort of self-existing entity which
could in any way interpose an obstacle to the

immediately directive influence of the Divine
Will.

Mr. Romanes proceeds to show that, in order

to maintain its position antagonistic to the effi-

cacy of Prayer, Science is obliged to resort to

analogy, owing to its ignorance ; the probable
amount of which ignorance he endeavours to

estimate from known data. That this probable
amount of ignorance is overwhelmingly great,

he shows from a variety of considerations

—

from the comparative insignificance of the ex-

perimental knowledge of even the greatest phy-

sicists ; from our necessary objective igno-

rance of second causes, owing to the nature

of the things which " we know that we know
only phenomenally," and our subjective igno-

rance, owing to the nature of our own faculties
;

from the possibility that many " entities which
are phenomenally simple may be noumenally
complex," from the possibility of the interming-

ling of causes beyond the cognizance of our
present senses, (which as he remarks, w^hether

"evolved" or not, are only what are needed
for the maintenance of our present being, so

that a force as cosmical as magnetism would
escape them entirely but for 07ie of its effects)

;

from the certainty that." things musthe true of

which the understanding is wholly unable to

construe to itself the possibility ; " and from
the failure of the argument from analogy when
we are ignorant of the difference between the

ratio known and the ratio unknown, and can-

not know " that the particular interactions

among those second causes with which we are

thus partially acquainted, cannot be modified

by any changes or interactions taking place in

the unknown domain of second causes."

He then discusses the question whether "our
conception of Natural Law affords an infalli-

ble index of the method of Divine Government,
taken as a whole." In this connexion he shows
how small is our knowledge of the relations ex-

isting between the Almighty and His Universe,

between first and second causes, and the fal-

lacy of arguing from the action of General

Laws to the action of that which transcends
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them ; and draws the deduction that, as our
ignorance of the relations between General
Laws and the Supreme directive power is total,

" it becomes impossible for us to assign limits

to the causative ability of the Supreme Intelli-

gence, acting through the agency of Law."
The author, then, finally discusses the ques-

tion whether we have any valid ground for

.Inserting that " the Almighty in every case
operates mediately through the entire course of

Natural Law," and in regard to this question

also, he demonstrates the extent of human
Ignorance so forcibly that its consideration

might well induce physicists to pause before

dogmatizing on the subject, as they are so ready
to do. The following alternative is well put :

—

' So long as we regard Law as a sort of inde-

pendent deity, there remains a certain vis iner-

tia to be overcome, in order to conceive of the

.Almighty as antagonizing its influence ; but we
ilius perceive that this vis inertia' only arises

from the material nature of our symbols. Either

et us altogether discard the notion of the Al-

mighty, and believe in the self-existence of the

Universe ; or let us accept with that notion the

only logical conclusion to which it leads." And
the paragraph with which he closes his "argu-
ment from ignorance," is well worthy of the con-
sideration of the many scientists who would
give to Philosophy a place that does not in the

least belong to her. ' Philosophy, even when
extended to its widest meaning, and understood
as the unification of all our knowledge— Philo-

sophy must now, as in her early home, rear her

altar to the Unknown God ; but when she does
so, let her at least be consistent, and if an
apostle of another system has come to declare

that God whom she ignorantly worships, let her
listen to his preaching with an impartial and
unbiassed ear, let her decide upon the merits
of that system, not by preconceived opinion,

but in accordance with its own credentials.

And, in any case, let her, above all things, ab-

stain from the folly of asserting what the Un-
known (jod can or cannot do—what He does or

does not desire—so shall she cease to stultify

herself and to mislead the less thoughtful of her
children."

The two closing chapters of the Essay are

occMpied by suggestions as to modes in which
the consistency of the efficacy of prayer with
the action of General Laws and with the belief

in Forc-ordination might be illustrated, and
with the theological argument concerning
Prayer, taken from Christian Revelation. As
however, the number of believers in the latter

who disbelieve in the efficacy of prayer is com-
paratively small, it is evident that the cliicf

argumentative value of the book is contained
in the /"////fliryV/uv?/ argument. Mr. Romanes
has carefully abstained from mingling with his

argument tlic clement <jf feeling, being per-

suaded that the inielU\tual argument should
be kept distinct from the influence of feeling

altogether. Yet though the Essay may on this

account seem to some readers cold in its purel>
abstract reasoning, there are passages that
show that the author is quite capable of appre
elating the aspect of the matter from the point
of Christian feeling ; and the real value of this

element, which, after all, in the sense of the
needs of the human heart, and in the instinctive

conviction that these needs will be met by ihe

Father of our spirits, will be with most men by
far the strongest argument for believing in the
efficacy of prayer. As will be seen from the
above sketch of its contents, the present Essay
is much too abstruse for popular reading, as
only those who have a certain amount of men-
tal training and of acquaintance with physical
and metaphysical problems can appreciate its

reasoning. But to those who may wish to dis-

entangle the confusion that so largely prevails

with regard to the physical objections to belief

in prayer, and their real value, the book will be
at once a mental discipline and a real aid

The author is not only an earnest student of

Mill and Spencer, but an evolutionist, and
to many the present Essay will have more force

and value on this account. It is an additional

evidence that, whether the theory of Evolution
be true or not, there is, in the purely physical

theory, nothing necessarily antagonistic to

Christianity, when we find a thorough evolu-

tionist writing that, " only if I disbelieved in

the Christian system as a whole, should I feel

that time was well spent in refuting erroneous
arguments against one of its leading doc-

trines."

An Appendix to the main Essay deals with
" the Physical Efficacy of Prayer," in reply to

the arguments advanced during the last year

or two, by Mr. Knight, Mr. Robertson, Mr.
lirooke, Mr. Gallon, and others ; and to this, as

being more popularly interesting than the Priae

Essay, we hope on a future occasion to refer.

We may notice one defect in the book, the want
of an index or table of contents, and of descrip-

tive titles to the chapters, which would be of

service to the reader—a defect that it would be
well to remedy in the next edition.

Thrke Essays on Rkligion. By John Stuart

Mill. New York : Henry Holt & Company.
1874. Toronto : Adam, Stevenson & Co.

The Fori Nir.HTi.Y Review, November, 1874,

and January, 1875.

Mr. Mill's posthumous contribution to the

religious controversy reached us so late in the

day that any attempt to offer an original view

of the work wouUl be obviously out of the ques-

tion. .So much has been said and written re-

garding tlicse remarkable essays, that little

room has been left for the free play of indepen-

dent criticism. At the same lime there appears

to us a clear lield, as yet untrodden by the in-

vader's hoof, of which we m.iy take quiet pos-

session. Wc have coupled with the work itself.
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the admirably clear and honest review of Mr.
Morley, for two reasons. In the first place,

orthodoxy has hitherto monopolized the sub-

ject and succeeded in persuading ordinary

skimmers over periodical literature, that Mr.
Mill was simply a sceptic and nothing more.

All colours are alike in the dark ; and the

names of sceptic, infidel, and rationalist are

always at the tongue's tip of men who have no
ballast of brain behind to keep the unruly

member in subjection. To us, these Essays
are a deeply interesting study in psychology

;

for even their contradictions, where they puzzle

us most, do not blur the limning of that per-

versely faithful, and yet nearly colour-blind,

realist. Mr. Morley's view of the melancholy
legacy, errs, we think, by defect, in several

particulars. It is the view of a critic whose
appreciation of his subject is warm and sympa-
thetic, but who has learned to distrust a leader

who, having partially recovered his sight, will

persist in using the language of blindness, and
in speaking of men as like trees walking. The
blind may be bad leaders of the blind, but in

the purblind they can place no trust. Mr.
Morley, with that peculiarly chivalric form of

attachment which serves almost for a religion

with him, can admit, and " be sensible of a cer-

tain freak of pensive sincerity, a deep-eyed
solicitude for tender consciences, an anxious
allowance for diversity of mental operation and
temperament." Yet, with manly frankness, he
can afford to express his regret that the idol

has fallen from its shrine, and is prepared to

treat it as hero-worship always treats its fetish

in the end. " It must always," he says, " be a
poor way of showing respect to one's best

teacher, to veil or muffle our strong dissent."

That is ingenuously said ; but Mr. Morley, we
think, has made the mistake of considering
the three essays as component, and, therefore,

in intention consistent parts of one work. We
regard this as a misconception of the case.

The essays distinctly represent different stages
in the writer's spiritual development. As Miss
Taylor tell us, in her modest preface, the first

two portions of the volume were written in the

interval between 1850 and 1858. The essay on
Theism was Mr. Mill's last word on the sub-
ject, and it seems to us a mistaken view of the
facts which induces Mr. Morley to dwell upon
the evident inconsistencies of the last, as com-
pared with the first, of these essays, and to

treat the whole as if they formed parts of a
systematic whole. In order to form a fair and
adequate estimate of these papers, we must
study them in the light of his autobiography
and of his works. His later life was a pro-

cess of emancipation from the iron tyranny im-
posed upon him in youth. Entering upon his

intellectual career under the repressive disci-

pline of a parent who not only strove to stifle

his spiritual yearnings, but urged him to keep
his heterodox opinions to himself, he had to be
prompted by the efforts of nature to struggle

towards the light. Benthamism failed him
early in his search for truth, and yet he kept on
in the unavailing effort to reconcile the theory

of sensational ethics with the demands of his

spiritual nature. Mr. Lecky seeks to show that

he ultimately landed on the shore as an Intui-

tional Utilitarian. The essay on Nature shows
him in the cave as a blind Polyphemus crying

vainly upon his gods for deliverance from the

craft of Outis. In the second, and notably in

the third, of these Essays, he has emerged from
the darkness. He can hardly be taxed with

inconsistency because his restored eye-sight

was slow in adjusting itself at the call of Him
who sheds light upon the spiritually blind.

Mr. Morley is unable to see the coherency be-

tween the old gropings and the new illumin-

ation ; it was not to be expected that he should
do so. If man be a clod, and if all " scientific

knowledge" is restricted within Positivist limits,

the editor of the Fort}iightly Review is right in

reproaching Mr. Mill with abandoning the road
indicated by those five sign-posts, the senses

;

but if, on the other hand, as we believe, Mr.
Mill had begun to explore another side of

humanity, the only regret to be expressed, is

the regret every non-materialist must feel in

perusing his latest efforts—that he was not

spared to round off his maturer conceptions

into a firm and logical confession of faith.

The Law and the Lady. By Wilkie Col-

lins. Canadian Copyright Edition. Hun-
ter, Rose & Co., Toronto.

It is related in the Arabian Nights' Enter-

tainments that Sultan Schah-rier had a trick

of marrying a fresh wife daily and killing each

one the next morning, until his attention was
distracted from this matutinal habit by the

fascination of the stories told him by his bride

Schehera-zade, who, at day-break, took up the

broken narrative of the previous day, and so

held her lord spell-bound over the hour so fatal

to her predecessors. •

The mantle of this crafty Sultana has fallen

on Mr. Wilkie Collins ; let him once get a reader

fairly by the gills and there is no escape until

he is landed at the last line of the story by
which he has been caught. " The Law and the

Lady " is like all other novels by this author

—

a mere story ; so far as high literary power is

concerned it bears the same relation to any
one of George Eliot's works, as an old chro-

nicle does to Shakespeare. Yet, in spite of the

utter poverty of language, the entire absence of

humour, the lack of any one character in whom
any interest isfelt beyond curiosity,and the pain-

ful suspense into which the reader is plunged in

the very first page, and kept to the close, " The
Law and the Lady " must be read throiigh by
those who venture upon the opening chapter.

It is not fair to state in a notice of such a work
what the plot is, so as to give any key to it, but
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we may indicate generally the materials used
in its construction.

With an audacity almost amounting to wick-
edness, the novel opens with the riiarriage of the

hero and heroine, a gentleman and lady ofgood
fortune and family. The match is all but forbid-

den by the relatives of both ; why offensive to

the husband's mother is the grand secret which
torments the reader until the book is finished.

The wife, Valeria, discovers in the first week of
wedlock that she has been married under an as-

sumed name ; she resents the indignity, yet pas-
sionately loving her deceitful mate suffers it not
to cool her love, though it excites her curiosity

until it masters her devotion to him, and one
step she takes to discover why this was done
leads to a separation, as it reveals to her a ter-

rible episode in the life of her husband, which
has necessitated his assumption of a false name
— he has been tried for a crime, and the verdict
was " Not Proven." Confident that this ver-

dict should have been " Not Guilty,' she de-
votes herself to searching enquiry into the facts,

and is rewarded for all her anguish, her toils,

her unshaken faith in her husband's innocence,
by the discovery of evidence which fully clears
him from all taint of guilt. The unravelment
of the plot is accomplished in Mr. Collins's un-
rivalled style ; the reader is led off on false

scents to right and left by the most ingeniously
puzzling suggestions, until all is ripe for a start-

ling revelation of facts, which justify the hus-
band in his great deceit, explain the mother's
severe condemnation of his marriage, clear up
the myster>- of both to his wife, and rewarding
her for her fidelity by restoring a husband who

owes the proof of his absolute innocence to the

wife he has loved and wronged. That is a dish

to satisfy to repletion the lovers of

—

a good
story.

English Portraits. By C. A. Sainte Beuve,
of the French Academy. London : Daldy,
Isbister & Co., 1875.

At the last moment we have received an ad-

vance copy of this interesting collection of

papers on English subjects, taken chiefly from
the Causeries dc Lundi. We have neither time
nor space at our disposal to review the work
in form ; but we cannot allow the present num-
ber of the Monthly to pass through the press

without recommending it most cordially to our

readers. Mr. W. V . Rae, whose name is not

unfamiliar to our Canadian students, is the

translator, and he posesses peculiar qualifica-

tions for the task. He has succeeded in pre-

ser\'ing the delicate aroma which pervades the

critical essays of the author, and rendered them
into excellent English, without sacrificing the

characteristic style of his original. Most of our
readers have heard something of Ste. IJeuve,

but this is almost the first opportunity afforded

them of hearing the father of French criti-

cism speak in his own person. The essays

treat of Mary Stuart, Chesterfield, P'ranklin,

Gibbon, Cowper, Pope, and the " English litera-

ture " of Taine. Prefixed to them is a most
valuable Introductory Chapter on Ste. Beure's

Life and Writings, by the Translator.
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CANADIAN HISTORIC NAMES.

BY JOHN GEORGE BOURINOT.

THE reader of the historical annals of

Canada, cannot fail to derive much

profit from a careful study of the origin and

meaning of the old names which still cling to

so many parts of the Dominion. An inves-

tigation of this character will necessarily take

us back to the ancient times of these Colo-

nies, and recall the pioneers and adventurers

who made the first settlements on the shores

of the Atlantic, or by the side of the St.

Lawrence and its tributary waters. But only

those who have a deep interest in the records

of our history, can fully appreciate the feel-

ings which animate the student as he peers

into the vista of the past. We may compare

him to one who, after an absence of very

many years, revisits his birthplace, and finds

that it has been touched in the interval by

the wand of that magician, Progress, whose

power never ceases on this American con-

tinent. As he passes up and down the busy

streets, he will recall the old times when the

now prosperous city was but a quiet village.

Every street will have for him its associa-

tions ; and the old fashioned buildings,

though mouldy and covered with moss, will

have in his eyes a greater charm than the

spacious warehouses and mansions that cover

\vhat were pastures in the days of his boyhood.

So the historical student when he takes up

the list of Canadian names, is far from seeing

in it a mere catalogue of unmeaning words
;

for he goes back in memory to the time they

were first given. He can see clumsy craft,

no larger than the smallest coasters of our

Atlantic shores, buff"eting with the waves of

unknown seas • Indians and Frenchmen

fraternizing on the banks of the St. Lawrence

and the Ottawa ; voyageurs and coureurs de

hois paddling on the rivers, or struggling

through the forests of an illimitable wilder-

ness ; French priests preaching the lessons

of their faith to ignorant savages, and suffer-

ing many tortures and privations for religion's

sake ; noblemen and gentlemen with historic

names, battling against a dauntless Indian

foe, carrying the flag of France into the

distant regions of the West, and bir.ving
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countless perils on the waters of the Ohio

and the Mississippi. All these memorable

figures of the past will troop before the

student, as he commences to gather the ma-

terials for a history of Canadian names.

If we commence this investigation in the

Provinces washed by the ocean, wc meet on

every side the memorials of the French, and

the still older Indian, occupants. The island

ot Newfoundland, i)laced by nature like a

hut;e sentinel to guard the approaches to the

Gulf and River St. Lawrence, abounds in

relics of those Basque and Breton sailors,

who have ventured into our waters from the

very earliest times of which we have a record.

.Several names have been given to the island

in the course of the centuries since it has

been visited by European ships. It is not

improbable that it formed a part of tliat un-

defined coast to which the earliest voyagers

gave the name of Norimbegua. But of all

the names which it has borne, that of Bacca-

laos is the most curious. We find it stated

in Hakluyt, that " Sebastian Cabot himself

named those lands Baccalaos, because that

in the seas thereabout, he found so great

multitudes of certain bigge fishes which the

inhabitants call Baccalos." L'Escarbot and

other French writers claim that the word is

liasque for codfish, and was first given by the

Ji.isquc fishermen, who made their way to

the banks of Newfoundland, prior to the

voyages of the Cabots. On this point Park-

man very truly observes :
" If, in the original

Basque, Baccalaos is the word for codfish,

lud if Cabot found it in use among the inha-

bitants of Newfoundland, it is hard to escape

the conclusion, that the Basques had been

there before him." Be that as it may, the

name still clings to an islet about forty miles

to the north of the capital, in which multi-

tudes of seabirds now build their nests.

There is another curious name which was

given centuries ago, to a i>arl, if not to the

whole of the island, but which is now almost

forgotten, though it still distinguishes a small

district on the large maps. Among old Eng-

lish towns, none possesses more interest for

the antiquary or religious enthusiast than

Glastonbury or Glassenbury, as it has been

sometimes called in days long pas*. Famous

for its shrines and relics, it became, ages ago,

the resort of pilgrims from all parts of the

British isles. There the devout were awe-

struck by a sight of the holy shrines of St.

Dunstan, the tomb of King Arthur, and the

miraculous thorn of St. Joseph. In early

times this holy place was not unfrequently

called Avalon, or the Sacred Island, a name
which had been always given to a mythical

country of the Celts, where fairies revelled.

In the course of time the old romancers

placed this mysterious island, somewhere in

the unknown ocean, "not far on this side of

the terrestrial paradise," and peopled it with

King Ajthur, and the fairies. But eventually

a name which had originated in the domain

of mythology or religious enthusiasm, be-

came a reality in the New World. In 1628,

Sir George Calvert, afterwards Lord Balti-

more, obtained the right to found a colony

for persecuted Catholics on a district of

Newfoundland, to which he gave the name of

Avalon, no doubt in remembrance of that

ancient Glassenbury, so famous for the

shrines of his church. He sent out a num-

ber of colonists, and a plantation was com-

menced on what is now Ferryland, on the

eastern coast, about forty miles to the north

of Cape Race. Lord Baltimore also removed

his faniily to his American principality, and

he resided for some years in a strong fort

which he built to resist the aggressions of

the French, who were constantly harrassing

the British settlers. But he did not long

remain m a country where the climate is .so

rigorous, and the soil .so sterile compared

with other parts of the continent. He made

his way to the South, and laid the founda-

tions of the State which is now known as

Maryland. The lille of Lord of Avalon was,

however, continued by his successor Cecil,

for we find this inscription around his por-

trait :
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" Effigies absoluti Domini Provinciarum Terrje

Mariae et Avalonise.

"

About every headland, and in every bay

of Newfoundland, we find associations of the

famous adventurers, who first made the

island known to the world. The Cabots,

Verazzani, Cortereal, Cartier, Frobisher,

Drake, and others who have written their

names in deep, indelible letters, over the

face of the northern continent, visited it in

turn, and gave to it many of the names which

it still bears. Cape Bona Vista tells of the

welcome glimpse of land after many weeks

of struggling with the waves. The French

have left their traces in Bonne Bay, Point

Enrag^e,Bay Facheuse, Isles aux Morts,Cinq

Cerfs Bay, and in numerous other places.

Still, as in old times, the sails of the Breton

and Norman hover around its coasts, and

drag from the deep those riches which have

made the waters that wash Prima Vista far

more valuable to the world than the gold-

bearing rocks of the Austrahan or the Pacific

shores.

A narrow strait alone divides Newfound-

land from a mountainous and barren terri-

tory, indented by small bays and watered by

several rivers, which are broken by many

cataracts, and are remarkable for picturesque

gorges and canons. The waters which wash

its rugged shores have been for centuries the

resort of fishermen of all nations, and many

a fortune has there been won. Traditions

ascribe the name of this region to La Bra-

dore, a Basque whaler from the kingdom of

Navarre, who penetrated as far as the Bay,

now bearing his name. But this is not the

generally received origin of the name. On
an old map, published at Rome, in 1508, it

is called Terra Corterealis, from the fact that

it was first discovered by Caspar Cortereal,

a Portugueuse navigator, some eight years

previously. Labrador—Laboratoris Terra

—

is undoubtedly so called from the fact that

Cortereal stole from the country some fifty-

seven natives, whom he described in a letter

to tiic Venetian Ambassador at Lisbon, as

well fitted for slaves : "They are extremely

fitted to endure labour, and will probably

turn out the best slaves which have been

discovered up to this time."

The name of Acadie was applied in old

times to a wide and ill defined territory, com-

prising the present Provinces of Nova Scotia

and New Brunswick, and the State of Maine.

We first find it mentioned in the charter

given to De Monts, the first Seigneur of

Acadie, by Henry of Navarre, in the year

1603. "We being of a long time, informed

of the situation and condition of the lands

and territories oila Cadia, moved above all

things, with a singular zeal, and devout and

constant resolution which we have taken,

with the help and assistance of God, author,

distributor, and protector of all kingdoms

and estates, to cause the people, which do
inhabit the country, men (at this present

time) barbarous atheists, without faith or

religion, to be convened to Christianity, and

to the belief and profession of our faith and

religion ;" and a long narration of a similar

style follows. Of the origin and meaning of

the term, there can be no doubt : it comes

from kkade, which is an affix used by the

Souriquois or Mic Macs, a branch of the

Algonquin family,* to signify a place where

* The Algonquins traced their origin to the high

and mountainous tract of lakes and cliffs which

stretches from the source of the Uttawas River, quite

to the entrance of the Saguenay, at Tadousac. They
are referred to by the early French writers as Mon-
tagnes (the Montagnais in Labrador). They early

came to be known as Algomeequin, and its contrac-

tion, Algonquin. Schoolcraft says, that this term

has never been explained. Agomag and Agomeeg
are terms denoting along, on, at the shore, and in

this case meant the north shore. The plural inflec-

tions ag and eeg giving the term a personal form,

impart a meaning which may be rendered, people of

the opposite shore—in contradistinction to the Iro-

quois who dwelt on the other side of the St. Law-

rence and Lakes. The Iroquois also called them

Adirondacks. This word leans, he eats trees—evi-

dently from the straits to wnich war parties of the

nation were reduced in eating the bark of certain

trees, while in ambush for he Iroquois in Western

New York.
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ihere is an abundance of some particular

ihing. Parkman seems to think it is derived

from the Indian word, Aquoddiauke or

Aquoddie, the fish called the pollock. But

we find the affix in many Indian words still

in use among the Mic Macs. For e.vample,

the Shubenacadie River, comes from tlie

vv»)rd, Saaga-bun-akade, "a place where the

Saagabun or MicMac potato grows;" Ritpoo-

akade, near the same place, refers to a resort

of eagles. The French, no doubt, finding

the word in general use, thought it applied

to the whole country. Though the name is

not now given on the map of the Lower

Provinces, yet, it is constantly used by

writers on account of its euphony, and the

time may not be far distant when Nova

Scotia and New Brunswick will be again

united under the old designation of Acadia.

The Acadian Provinces abound in memo-

rials of the French r<5gime. Cape Breton

was formerly called He Royale, but it came

eventually to be best known from the name

of a prominent Atlantic Cape, first seen by

some French sailors, who either named it

after Bretagne, or from Cape Br6ton, a town

in the election of Landes, in Gascony. The

Bras d'Or Lake which almost divides the

island, is a very appropriate title for a mag-

nificent sheet of water, which is rapidly

becoming a favourite resort for tourists in

search of " fresh woods and pastures new."

The pictures(}ue little harbours known in

popular parlance as Big and Little Loran,

are memorials of a Frenchman's love for

Lorraine. The strait of Canso was long

called after the Sieur de Fronsac. one of the

early gentlemen adventurers who held large

estates m Acadia. Louisbourg, the famous

fortress of the last century, was first called

Knglish harbour and was subsequently

named in honour of Louis XV. The old

town of Annapolis was Port Royal, in the

days of the ancient rdgime. The Bay of

lundy was named by De Monts, and those

who followed him, La liaie Fran^'(jisc, but

the Icjwcr part of the bay ol>laincd the desig-

nation of Fond de la Baie (or bottom of the

Bay), which was eventually corrupted into

Fundy. The little harbour of Port Mouton

was so named from the trivial circumstance,

that a sheep jumped overboard whilst De
Monts was anchored in the harbour. Port

I^ Tour is a memento of the gallant French-

man, Charles Etienne de la Tour, who built

a small fort in the vicinity of Cape Sable, in

1637, and whose contest for the sui)remacy

in Nova Scotia, against his rival, D'Aulnay

Charnisay, forms so memorable an episode

in the early annals ofthe Maritime Provinces.

The harbour of Liverpool was first called

Rossignol, after a French adventurer who

traded there in the early part of the seven-

teenth century, and the name still clings to

a picturesque lake in the same district.

Indian names are very common in the

Acadian country. The Souriquois of Acadia

were always deeply attached to the French,

and proved their warm allies in all their

contests with the English. They were an

intelligent race, though not as warlike and

energetic as the Iroquois. Their language is

exceedingly soft, and, like all the dialects of

the Algonquin tongue, well adapted to

oratory and story telling, in which the chiefs

of the tribe, as the old French writers tell us,

excelled above all other savages. The

Indian name of Halifax harbour is Chebuc-

tou, or Chebooktook, chief harbour. Nitan

or Nictahk, the Forks; Menudie, or Me-

noody, a bay ; Canso or Cansoke, facing the

frowning cliff" ; Caskumpec, flowing through

sand; Economy, corrupted from Kenomee;

and Sand Point, are among the Indian names

that still cling to many places in the Lower

Provinces. In this connection it will not be

out of place to «juote a short poem which I

cut out of a news|)aper some years ago, and

which weaves into very musical rhyme, some

of the softest Indian names of Acadia:

" The nuinnry <>f ihc Rod M.in,

How c.iii it pass .iway,

While their names of music linjjcr.

On each mount, ami stre.im, an<l Iwiy?
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While Musquodoboit's waters

Roll sparkling to the main ;

While falls the laughing sunbeam

On Chegogin's fields of grain.

" While floats our country's banner

O'er Chebuctou's glorious wave
;

And the frowning cliffs of Scatarie

The trembling surges brave
;

While breezy Aspotogon

Lifts high its summit blue,

And sparkles on its winding way

The gentle Sissibou.

" While Escasoni's fountains

Pour down their crystal tide
;

While Inganish's mountains

Lift high their forms of pride.

Or while on Mabou's river

The boatman plies his oar,

Or the billows burst in thunder

On Chickaben's rock-girt shore.

'
' The memory of the Red Man,

It lingers like a spell

On many a storm-swept headland,

On many a leafy dell ;

Where Tusket's thousand islets

Like emeralds stud the deep ;

Where Blomidon, a sentry grim,

His endless watch doth keep.

" It dwells round Catalone's blue lake,

And leafy forests hid,

Round fair Discousse, and the rushing tides

Of the turbid Pisiquid.

And it lends, Chebogne, a touching grace.

To thy softly flowing river,

As we sadly think of the gentle race

That has passed away for ever."

Now leaving the Acadian Provinces, and

following the stream of traffic over the Gulf

of St. Lawrence, we find much to interest

us as we trace the origin of the names which

still cling to its most prominent points and

bays. The gulf itself, we all remember, ob-

tains its name from the fact that Jacques

Cartier entered a small bay opposite Anti-

costi on the day dedicated to St. Lawrence,

and in the course of time the designation

was applied to the gulf and river. In Cham-

plain's works, the gulf is called la Baie de

Canada. Cartier calls the St. Lawrence the

" River of Hochelaga," or " the great river

of Canada." The spacious Bay of Chaleurs

is generally known to have derived its name

from the fact that the French voyagers suf-

fered from the great heat, but it was also

known to the French as the Spaniard's Bay,

while the Mic Macs have verj' appropriately

called it Eck-e-tuan Ne-ma-a-chi, or the Sea

of Fish. Gasp6 is spelt Gachep6 in Cham-

plain's works, and is undoubtedly of Indian

origin, though its meaning its obscure. Ac-

cording to some authorities, it is a contrac-

tion of the Abenaqui word, Katsepisi, or

what is separated from the rest of the land
;

and we are told as a fact that Le Forillon,

now ruined by the violence of the waves,

was a remarkable rock separated from Gasp^

Cape.

The Island of Anticosti isvery Httle known

to the world, except as a bleak waste, to be

avoided by the sailor in stormy weather. A
considerable degree of mystery, for many

years, naturally hung about an island of

which so few persons had a definite know-

ledge. Even Lever, in one of his novels,

chose it as the appropriate scene of an ex-

citing episode in the life of one of his heroes,

Con Cregan, who was cast upon its sterile

shores. But now-a-days it is the resort of

fishermen, and it has even been proposed

to make it the arena of industrial enterprize

on an extended scale. The derivation of the

name is not difficult to seek. Cartier first

discovered it in 1534, and called it LTle de

I'Ascension. Thevet, in his Universal Cos-

mography, names it He de I'Assomption.

The same authority, hovvever, says in his

Grand Insulaire, " that the savages of the

country call it Naticousti," which the French

changed into Anticosti, the meaning of

which I cannot find in any authority.

It will not be remembered, except by the

ardent student of Canadian geography, that

the islands of Belle-Isle and Quirpon—at

least these are generally believed to be the

places in question—once bore the startling

title of the Isles of Demons. The sailors*
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in old times, passed those isles with feelings

of awe, and more than one credulous voyager

could hear at ni<;ht the shouts of the demons

as the wind swept through the rigging and

the waves dashed over the bulwarks. Andr6

Tlicvet, in his famous old book, " Le Grand

Insulaire," tells some wondrous stories of

these demons. " True it is," says the super-

stitious old ^^Titer, " I myself have heard it,

not from one, but from a great number of

the sailors and pilots with whom I have

made many voyages, that, when they passed

this way, they heard in the air, on the tops

and about the masts, a great clamour of

men's voices, confused and inarticulate, such

as you may hear from the crowd at a fair or

market-place ; whereupon they well knew

that the Isle of Demons was not far off."

The same cosmographer records a wondrous

story connected with the same or adjoining

islands. Among the passengers on Rober-

val's ship, in the spring of 1542, was his

niece, Marguerite, who was passionately

enamoured of a young gentleman who left

home and friends for her sake, and embarked

secretly in the same vessel. The jiroud vice-

roy, finding all his threats useless to bring

his niece to reason, landed Marguerite and

her old Norman nurse on the haunted island.

Hardly had the ship set sail once more than

Marguerite's lover jumped overboard and

succeeded in reaching the island. Now it

appears from the story of the old writer that

the sense of propriety of the demons must

have been deejily outraged, for they made
immediately a scries of fierce onslaughts on

the lovers, and would have torn them to

pieces had not the Saints come to their aid

and protticted Marguerite and the child to

which she gave birth soon after her cruel

desertion. Marguerite, however, never lost

heart amid all the terrors of the lonely isle.

Her lover, nurse, and child died, and still

she set the devils at defiance. She shot at

them whenever they ventured too near, but

all she ever killed were three bears, " all as

white as an egg." Tor nearly three years

Marguerite braved all the terrors of this

haunted isle, until at last she was rescued by

a ])assing ship and was taken back to France,

where Thevet heard the wondrous sfory from

herself. It is quite probable, as Parkman

hints, that the story divested of its supersti-

tious features is true enough. Les Isles de

la Demoiselle are mentioned in the Routier

of Jean Alphonse, Roberval's pilot. But the

old name, like the legend, has passed away

from men's memories, and now even the ex-

act position of the haunted isle is forgotten.

Among other forgotten names in the same

region is that of Brest, on Bradore Bay, which

is said, on apparently good authority, to

have been a place of considerable import-

ance some two centuries ago. Lewis

Roberts, in his " Dictionary of Commerce,"

published in London in 1600, tell us, among

other things, " that it was the residence of a

governor, almoner, and other public officers."

Mr. Samuel Robertson, in his " Notes on the

Coast of Labrador," says that there can be

no doubt as to the truth of Lewis Roberts's

remarks, "as may be seen from the ruins

and terraces of the buildings, which were

chiefly constructed of wood." He estimates

that one time it contained " 200 houses,

besides stores, and perhaps one thousand in-

habitants in the winter, which would be

trebled during the summer." The old town

appears to have been situated within the

limits of a concession made by the French

King to Le Sieur Amador Godefroy de St.

Paul of five leagues of coast on each side of

the North-west or Fscpiiniaux River. About

the year 1600 Brest was at the height of its

])rosi)erity, but some tliiity ) ears later the

fishermen began to leave, and the town

slowly declined, until it literally fell to ruins,

and now its very name has i)assed into ob-

livion. The old fortress of Louisliourg has

also disappeared like the town of Brest, but

its name and fame at least are still fresh in

the memories of all, and the nucleus of a

city is already forming by the side of that

famous harbour where the ships of France
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once anchored, and defied the power of Eng-

land on this continent.

Manitou River, in Labrador, derives its

name from an Indian legend, which is re-

lated by Mr. Henry Youle Hind in his work

on the Labrador country. Some two hun-

dred years ago the Montagnais, who form a

part of the Cree nation of the Algonquin

family, and inhabit the Labrador coast, were

attacked by the Mic Macs of Acadia. The

latter descended the Moisie, and passed

thence to the Manitou River, which was

much frequented by fishing parties of the

Montagnais. The Souriquois surprised some

parties of the Montagnais, and succeeded

in killing several and taking a number of

prisoners. The next day, however, the

Montagnais had a successful encounter with

the Mic Macs in the same neighbourhood,

and killed all with the exception of a chief,

who, it appears, was a noted conjuror.

Finding escape hopeless, he sprang to the

edge of the cataract, and, crouching behind a

rock, began to sing a defiant war-song, occa-

sionally sending an arrow with fatal effect at

those who were bold enough to show them-

selves. The Montagnais, sure of their prey,

contented themselves with singing their songs

of triumph. The Mic Mac chief and con-

juror suddenly jumped upon the rock be-

hind which he was hidden, and approached

the Montagnais, telling them to shoot. But

the Montagnais wanted their prisoner alive,

so they let their arrows rest. The conjuror

next threw away his bow and arrows, and

invited them to come and attack him with

their knives. The Montagnais chief, anxious

to display his courage, rose from his con-

cealment, knife in hand, and, throwing away

his bow and arrows, sprang towards the

Mic Mac, who, to the amazement of all be-

holders, retreated towards the edge of the

rock overhanging the falls, thus drawing his

enemy on, when, with a sudden spring, he

locked him in a fatal embrace, and, strug-

gling towards the edge of the precipice,

leaped with a shout of triumph into the

foaming waters, and was instantly swept

away over the tremendous cataract, which

has since borne the name of the Con-

juror's or the Manitousin Falls. This

story illustrates the origin of many Indian

names throughout America. Every locality

has received its designation from some inci-

dent in the history of an Indian tribe, or

from striking natural characteristics.

Now we must refer to the origin of two

names—Canada and Quebec—which have,

above all others, perplexed antiquarians and

philologists. One theory, which does not

receive much credence now-a-days, derives

Canada from a contemptuous expression of

some early Spanish voyagers, which is re-

lated by Charlevoix : " The Bay of Cha-

leurs is the same which is found marked in

somecharts under the name of Baie des

Espagnols, and an old tradition relates that

the Castilians had made their way to that

part before Cartier, and when they did not

find any minerals whatever, they exclaimed

more than once, ' Aca-nada ' (nothing here),

which expression was remembered by the

Indians and repeated to the French, who

thereupon concluded that it was the name

of the country." That the Spanish naviga-

tors visited the Gulf of St. Lawrence at -a

very early date no one doubts. Sydney

Harbor and River, for instance, are called

Spanish River and Bay in old maps. But

it is not to the Spaniards that we must look

for the origin of the term Canada. Char-

levoix himself tells us that others derived

the name from the Iroquois word Kan-

nata, meaning a collection of huts. In the

vocabulary of the language of Hochelaga,

which we find in the Journal of Cartier's

Second Voyage, we are distinctly told,

" They style a town Canada." It appears

unquestionable that at the time of Cartier's

voyage up the St. Lawrence, the Indians of

Stadacon^ (Quebec) and of Hochelaga (Mon-

treal) were of the Huron-Iroquois race,

who, some fifty or sixty years later, gave way

to the Algonquins, We find the roots of
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the word Canada in other names of Iro-

quois settlements ; for instance, Kana-wa-

ga, or Kaugh-na-waugha, means the Village

of the Rapids. In the Genesee country we

find Canadaigua, which is a corruption of

the Mphawk term, Ka-na-da-gua. It is also

strong, in fact positive evidence in favour

of this theory, that in Brant's translation of
|

the Gospel of Sl Matthew also, the word is
j

used for a village.

Quebec has formed a still more fruitful

topic of speculation among those learned in

Indian lore. Some will have it that it is

derived from an exclamation of a Norman

sailor on Cartier's ship, Quebec ! What a

Cape, in allusion to Cape Diamond ; but

this derivation is purely imaginative. We
iind the word used in Champlain's descrip-

tion of the foundation of the old capital

:

" Finding a very narrow place in the river,

which the natives call Quebec, I ordered

buildings to be erected, and the ground

tilled for a garden, etc." Some again have

derived the name from Caudebec, on the

river Seine. Hawkins, in his interesting

work on the ancient town, is inclined to be-

lieve that the word is of Norman origin, and

alludes to what he considers a very curious

fact, that it is found on an old seal of Walter

de la Pole, Earl of Suffolk, a nobleman of

historic fame during the reigns of Henry V.

and Henry VI. The inscri])tion is partly

effaced, but the antiquarian has supplied

the hiatus, and reads it thus : "'Sigillum Wil-

iiehni de la Pole, Comitis, Suffolchiai,

Domini de Hambury et de Quebec." Quebec

was, in the opinion of Hawkins, a domain

,

or barony, which Suffolk held, either in his

own right or as Ciovernor of the King in

Normandy ; but the Abb6 Ferland has effec-

tually disposed of this theory by showing

that the seignory of the De la Poles was

really Brequebec in Normandy. In Jeffrey's

work on American Geography, published in

Ixjndon in 1759, we find this statement :

—

"The Abenafjuis,* a savage nation whose

• The Abcnaquis were <lcsccndanls of the Caiiibas,

language is a dialect of the Algonquin, call

it Quelebec—that is to say, concealed or

hidden, because as you come from the little

river Chaudiere, the common passage of the

savages from Nova Scotia, on their way to

this city, the Point of Levi which juts out

beyond the Isle of Orleans entirely hides

the South channel of the St. Lawrence,

as the Isle of Orleans does that of the North,

and you can only see the port, which, viewed

from the Point, appears like a large basin."

But the generally received, and clearly the

correct, origin of the word must be found in

the Algoncjuin tongue. Quebeio or Quelebec

means, in that language, a strait, or contrac-

tion of the river. Champlain himself tells

us—" We came to anchor at Quebec, which

is a strait of the said river of Canada." The

MicMacs have always called a strait, Keb-

beck.

From the days that the adventurous sailor

of St. Malo first stood on the mountain that

overlooks so splendid a panorama of land

and water, the commercial capital of the Do-

minion has retained the name which he then

gave it in the enthusiasm of his loyalty. The

foundation of the present city, on the site ot

the ancient Huron-Iroquois village of Ho-

chelaga, must be considered to have originat-

ed, like many other settlements in America,

from a spirit of religious fervour. The island

had been originally granted to M. deLauzon,

who was a President of the Company of 100

Associates, which had been formed under

the auspices of Cardinal Richelieu, for the

purpose of colonizing Canada. But in the

middle of the seventeenth century a devout

young i)riest, Olier by name, whilst praying

in the old church of St. Ciermain des Pres in

Paris, received, as he believed, a heavenly

command to undertake a mission to the

wlio dwelt on the River Kennchcck. Abenaki

(Abanki) means Terrc <lu Levant, Land of the East

—a term applied to this people by the Al^ronquins.

There arc only three Abenaqui words on the Cana-

dian map :— Coalicook, river of the pine land ;

MemphrcmagDjj, great stretch of water ; Mojjantik,

place for hsh.
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island of Montreal. He associated himself

with Jerome le Royer, de la Dauversi^re, a

collector of taxes at La Fleche in Anjou, and

succeeded in forming what was called La

Societt^ de Notre Dame de Montreal. Paul

de Chomedy, Sieur de Maisonneuve, a de-

vout Christian and a valiant knight, was se-

lected to lead the expedition. In the Feb-

ruary of 1 641 the Associates assembled in

the Church of Notre Dame at Paris, where

they received a blessing on their enterprise,

and solemnly christened the scene of their

future labours by the name of Ville Marie.

But this name, the inspiration of religious

zeal, gradually disappeared as the town grew

in importance, and it has always been known

by that which Cartier gave to the island

more than two centuries ago.

The Niagara River and Falls appear to

have given their name to a tribe of Indians

who formerly dwelt in that picturesque dis-

trict. We find many references to that peo-

ple in the early French writers. Father Lale-

mant says in a narrative of a voyage made

by Father Jean de Brebeuf on the upper

lakes :
—" Our French who first discovered

this people named them the Neuter nation,

and not without reason, for their country be-

ing the ordinary passage by land between

some of the Iroquois nations and the Hurons,

who are sworn enemies, they remained at

peace with them \ so that in times past the

Hurons and Iroquois, meeting in the same

wigwam or village of the nation, were both

in safety while they remained. There are

some things in which they differ from the

Hurons. They are larger, stronger, and

better formed. They also entertain greater

respect for the dead. The Sonontonhero-

nons (Senecas) one of the Iroquois nations,

the nearest to, and the most dreaded by the

Hurons, are not more than a day's journey

distant from the easternmost village of the

Neuter nation, named Onguiaatira (Niagara)

of the same name as the river. The name
has, in fact, been spelled in some forty dif-

ferent ways. In Samson's map of Canada,

pubUshed at Paris in 1657, the name of the

Nicariagas is shortened into Ongiara, and in

Coronellis' map of the same region it is given

as Niagari. The word itself appears to be

Iroquois. An educated Mohawk Indian

(Orontyatekha), tells us in an interesting

paper published in the proceedings of the

Toronto Canadian Institute : " The name

Oh-nya-ka-ra ' on or at the neck ' is applied

to the whole stream of water between Lakes

Erie and Ontario, and is derived from 0-nya-

ra, the neck, or contraction between head

and trunk. The Mohawks applied this

name to the neck-like contraction between

the two lakes, and hence we have Niagara."

The Niagara Indians, who were originally a

branch of the Iroquois, no doubt in the

course of time became known to other na-

tions from the designation of the cataract

and river.' These Indians appear to have

been destroyed some time in the middle of

the seventeenth century. The ancient name

has always clung to this famous district.

Even the attempt of Governor Simcoe to fas-

ten the name of Newark to the old capital

of the Western Province proved an utter

failure.

The country around Kingston (King's

Town) abounds in memorials of the historic

past. The county of Frontenac perpetuates

the memory of the brave soldier, who stands

out one of the most striking figures in " the

heroic days of Canada." Most of my read-

ers will recall the memorable history of this

district in the days when Fort Frontenac as-

serted the claims of France to the dominion

of the St. Lawrence and the Great Lakes.

The old French Fort appears to have been

called, at different periods, Fort St. Louis

(the name then given to Lake Ontario), Fort

Cataraqui, and Fort Frontenac. The mean-

ing and proper orthography of " Cataraqui

"

is a matter of controversy like so many other

old names. In nine cases out of ten the

word is given in the old writers according as

it struck their ears when they heard it spoken

by the Indians. Cahiaque, Cadaroque, Cat-
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aracoui, Cjederoqui are among the ways of

spelling a name, which is undoubtedly Mo-

hawk, and probably signifies " the strongest

fort in the country." The Bay of Quint^'

has also puzzled the philologists. Some

have raised the theory that it was so called

from a Colonel Quint6 who held a command

at Niagara, but no such name can be found

in any record of old times. The nearest ap-

proach to the name is that of Chevalier Ton-

ty, who played so memorable a part in La

Salle's Expeditions to the Great West. Can-

niff tells us that one of the islands near Cata-

raqui (Amherst) was called He Tanta after

this illustrious gentleman adventurer. But

there is every reason to believe that the bay

derives its name from the Indians that lived

in the vicinity. Wentworth Greenhalgh,

writing in the London Documents, of a jour-

ney in May, 1617, from Albany to the In-

dians of the West, says :
—" The Seneques

(Senecas) have four towns, viz., Canagora,

Canoenada(here we see the roots of Canada),

Tiotohalla, and Keint-h6, which contained

about twenty-four houses, and was well pro-

vided with corn." In old French maps bear-

ing a date subsequent to 1647 ^^'C find Indian

villages indifferently spelt Kente, Kente,

Kanto. It is most probable that a village

of the Senecas has given their name to the

Bay near which they once dwelt. The trans-

lation from Kente to Quinte would be quite

natural to the French ; we see this in the

alteration of the Algonquin word Kebec,

which ha.s now become Quebec.

All over the face of the Dominion

we find the names of many of the French

Governors, and other distinguished men of

the old times of Canadian history. In the

county of Chicoutimi there is a parish named

in honour of the first Governor of Canada,

whose titles are given by Charlevoix : "Jean

Fran<,ois de la Roque, Sieur de Roberval,

Ix^rd of Norimbega, Viceroy and Lieuten-

ant-Govcnior in Canada, Hochelaga, Sague-

nay, Newfoundland, lielle Isle, Carpunt

(the strait and island between Labrador and

Newfoundland), the Great Bay (the .St. Law-

rence), and Baccalaos. Montcalm,Vaudreuil,

Iberville, Joliette. and Charlevoix, are mem-
orials of men illustrious for their achieve-

ments inarms, exploration, letters, and states-

manship. The city of Halifax, old Chebec-

tou, receives its name from that Lord Hali-

fax who was the President of the Board of

Trade and Plantations in the middle of the

last century, when the capital ofNova Scotia

was founded by Lord Cornwallis. The coun-

ty of Carleton, and the village of Carleton

Place in Ontario will recall Sir Guy Carleton.

Lake Simcoe was so named by Lieutenant-

Governor Simcoe, out of respect to his father,

Captain Simcoe of the Royal Navy, who
died on the St. Lawrence in the expedition

against Quebec in 1795/ ^"^ the lake was

in old times known as Sheniong, Ouentironk,

Toronto, and Lac aux claies (Hurdle Lake).

The counties Lambton, Victoria, Wellington,

York, Elgin, Monck, Dufferin, are illustra-

tive of our respect for the British connection.

But it is not my object in this paper to trace

the origin of the more modern names, for I

have proposed to confine myself simply to the

older historic nomenclature of Canada. An
amusing paper, however, might be written

on the fantastic titles that gubernatorial or

popular caprice has affixed to places that

might have been more appropriately named.

Many of my readers will remember how

Belleville is really named after Bell, the

familiar name of Governor (»ore's lady ; how

Flos, Tay, and Tiny are reminiscences of

three of Lady Sarah Maitland's lap-dogs. It

would, however, puzzle any one to explain

the canons of taste that has led to the selec-

tion of such names as Asphodel, Artemesia,

Ameliasburg, Canaan, Euphrasia, Sophias-

burg, and other burgs and villes that seem

so sadly out of place alongside the historic

French or Indian names of the past. But

while these evidences of bad taste will al-

ways occur in a new country, it is satisfactory

to know that there is a desire among the bet-

ter informed and intelligent to preserve the
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old Indian names. Indeed these names ap-

pear in most cases to cling more naturally

than the new fangled titles which a less cor-

rect fancy would give. Bytown has become

Ottawa, and Newark has never superseded

Niagara. Little York has long been forgot-

ten in Toronto, which Dr. Scadding, that in-

defatigable local historian, tells us is an In-

dian term referring to a place ofmeeting, and

was originally applied to the peninsula be-

tween NottawasagaBay,Matchedash or Stur-

geon Bay, the River Severn, Lake Couchi-

ching, and Lake Simcoe—a locality much

frequented by the native tribes, especially by

the Wyandots or Hurons.

Most of the names of the principal rivers

and lakes of Canada are of Indian origin.

The St. Lawrence River is a memorable ex-

ception, for it has derived its name from the

Gulf into which it carries the tribute of the

great lakes and its numerous tributaries. The

Saguenay is derived from a Montagnais word,

saki-nip or rushing water. In a previous ar-

ticle on the Ottawa valley I have stated that

the River derived its name, according to

some writers, from an Algonquin word signi-

fying a human ear, but I have been very re-

cently informed by Mr. Thorburn, the learned

Principal of the Ottawa Collegiate Institute,

that he had it on the authority of an Indian

missionary ofRama, Rev. T. H. Beatty, that

Ottawa or Attawa signifies the " River

Guards," in allusion to the fact that the tribe

held the control of the river. The same au-

thority gives Lake Couchiching as meaning

an outlet. Ontario is in doubt. The Mo-

hawk writer from whom I have before quot-

ed, derives the word from Ken-ta-ri-yoh, a

placid sheet of water. Erie, no doubt, has

been named from Erige or Erike, and means

the lake of the Cat Indians, who once dwelt

on its banks, and were destroyed by the Iro-

quois. Huron refers to the Indians who

once formed a powerful nation, and held a

large district of country in the Western Pro-

vince—in what is now Huron and Bruce, and

the history of whose tragic fate will be

well remembei"ed by the students of the

past.

The influence of the Roman Catholic

priesthood can be seen in numerous names

throughout Canada. All the Saints in the

Calendar have had their names appended to

villages, parishes, rivers, lakes, and bays, es-

pecially in the Province of Quebec. The

priest and adventurer were ever found side

by side in the early days of discovery and ex-

ploration on this continent, and every

Frenchman, whether black robe or layman,

was animated by the same impulse to spread

the lessons of his faith in the forests of the

New World. St. Margaret's Bay, St. John

River, Lakes St. Louis and St. Peter, Sle.

Anne de la Pocati^re, St. Ignace, L'Assomp-

tion, Ange Gardien, are among the count-

less illustrations the map gives us of priestly

zeal. Wherever we go we find the bells call-

ing the Roman CathoUc congregation to

their devotions :

—

Is it the clang of wild geese ?

Is it the Indian's yell,

That lends to the voice of the North wind,

The tone of a far-off bell ?

The voyageur smiles as he listens

To the sound that grows apace ;

Well he knows the vesper's ringing

Of the bells of St, Boniface.

The bells of the Roman mission,

That call from their turrets twain,

To the boatmen on the river,

To the hunter on the plain.

Only a few days ago the writer travelled

through the valley of the Gatineau to a little

village on the very confines of the settled dis-

trict that extends to the northward of the

Ottawa. Here on a lofty hill rose a massive

stone church, whose tower was crowned by a

large image of Notre Damedu Desert—Our

Lady of the Desert, who has given her name,

and as the Indians believe, her protection to

the settlement in that pine-clad rocky region.

The interior of the church was unfinished,

and the only attempts at decoration were to

be seen in the gilded altar and afew cheap pic-
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tures on the rough, unplastered walls. Here

we witnessed a procession of Indian child-

ren, dressed in costume—some as Angels,

some as the Magi, others as Shepherds—for

it was the anniversary of the Epiphany, when

Christ was made manifest to the Gentiles.

The little Indian boys looked exceedingly

comical, in their gaudy turbans and bright

dresses, J la Turque^ illustrative of Eastern

potentates, and appeared just as much amus-

ed as their audience, whilst they followed the

.-Vngels—girls dressed in pink and white,

with crosses and stars—who carried a basket

in which was laid a chubby wax doll to re-

present the Infant Saviour. The choir was

composed of Indian chiefs and squaws, who
kept up a low melancholy strain to the mu-

sic of two fiddles. It was a homely represen-

tation which recalled similar scenes that

were often witnessed beneath the forest

shade, or on the shore of some lonely bay,

in those early times when America was an

illimitable wilderness, and the black robe

had no place to n\inister save under the cano-

py of heaven.

In that North-west land,, where Silence

still broods over the mountain, prairie, and

river, and the posts of a Company of Fur

Traders have long been the sole representa-

tives of civilization
;

" Where Athabaska's silent lakes, through whisper-

ing pine trees gleam,"

We find many names that recall a long

record of patient endeavour and perilous

adventure. It was in the beginning of this

century that a courageous Scotchman, Alex-

ander Mackenzie, travelled in a canoe on the

Peace River, and on the still greater river

that now bears his name ; but more than a

century before he made this adventurous

trip, the British Union Jack could be seen

floating by the side of many a lonely

stream, and amid the illimitable waste of the

prairie. The names of the factories of the

Hudson Hay Company, are in themselves a

history of the times and circumstances of

their construction. Rupert's Fort, York

Factory, Forts Albany and Churchill, recall

historic names in the mother country, at the

time those posts arose in the wilderness of

the North and West. Other names of these

posts, it is observed by the eloquent author

of the "Wild North Land," tell the storj- of

the toil of the men who have left the great

world behind them, and spent the remainder

of their lives in that lonely country. " Reso-

lution, Providence, Good Hope, Enterprize,

Reliance, Confidence, such were the titles

given to these little forts on the distant Mac-

kenzie, or the desolate shores of the great

Slave Lake. ^Vho can tell what memories

of early days in the far away Scotch isles, or

Highland glen, must have come to these

men, as the tempest swept the stunted pine

forest, and wrack and drift hurled across the

frozen lake — when the dawn and dusk,

separated by only a few hours' daylight,

closed into the long, dark night ? Perchance

the savage scene was lost in a dreamy vision

of some lonely Scottish loch, some Druid

mound in far away Lewis, some vista of a

fireside, when storms howled and waves ran

high upon the beach of Stornoway.'"
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CANADA WOOED BY THE SEASONS.

BY FLEURANGE.

SHE Stands amidst the forests old and hoary-

Looking with steadfast eyes across the sea,

A fair and haughty maiden, with the glory

Of buoyant hope and stainless majesty
;

Pure as the bridal robes around her thrown.

Since Winter proudly claim'd her as his own.

In vain the bright young Spring in accents tender

Whisper'd low words of sweet and dawning love,

Shower'd around her gleams of fitful splendor.

And bade a clearer azure shine above,

Hung sparkling dewdrops on her tresses bright.

And fring'd her robe with globes of liquid light

;

In vain he wove sweet wreaths of beauty peerless,

Of rare pale blossoms ting'd with faintest flush
;

Her radiant eyes still shone undimm'd and fearless

Not all his gifts could wake one fleeting blush.

A tender smile she gave his sad farewell,

—

He whom she loves must weave a stronger spell !

Then Summer came with wealth of glowing treasure,

And flung his crimson flowers at her feet.

In thrilling music breath'd of joy and pleasure,

And steeped the dreamy air in languor sweet,

—

Came with soft sunset shades and purple bloom,

With radiance, roses, rapture, and perfume.

But as she listened to her lover's pleading.

In murmurs hke the sighing of the wind,

The calm pure eyes gazed on serene, unheeding,

Like stars above the tumult of the mind,

—

Far above passion's storms that darken o'er,

He whom she loves must dwell for evermore !
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The warrior Autumn came in buckler shining,

Bearing rich spoil of many a conquer'd field,

Ripe luscious grapes with crimson ivy twining,

And ruddy fruit piled on his glist'ning shield
;

Bright scarlet berries in profusion mass'd,

And trailing sumach garlands round it cast.

He shed a golden mist of tender meaning

Around the loveliness it could not hide,

And through the softened haze majestic leaning,

Crowns her with maple leaves a royal bride.

The gift is dear, yet she his prayer denies,

—

He whom she loves must bring a nobler prize !

But ere the Autumn, rous'd from golden dreaming,

Had breath'd his last sad sigh of wild despair.

There came a knight in silver armour gleaming.

With azure eyes like depths of cloudless air.

Around her form a spotless robe he threw,

Glist'ning with gems, and pearl'd with frozen dew.

A thousand fairy fetters softly twining

He wreath'd in airy traceries of light.

Then gently o'er her cast the garland shining

Of sparkling diamonds set in purest white,

—

Shrined in her bridal veil of starry sheen,

Fair Canada is crown'd the Winter's Queen !

Montreal.
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LOST AND WON :

A STORY OF CANADIAN LIFE.

By the author of
'
' For King and Country.

CHAPTER X.

HERON BAY.

" I gave the jewel from my breast

—

She played with it a little while,

As I sailed down into the west,

Fed by her smile."

THE warm August days wore on, giv-

ing the fields a yellower tinge, as

each one passed, till at last the reaping-

machine went to its swift work, levelling

the golden wheat, the graceful oats, and the

rich barley in its relentless course. Then

the yellow sheaves were bound, and set up,

and finally carted away to repose in barns

and stacks till the threshing machine should

set out on its rounds in the clear, crisp Oc-

tober days. And all the busy work of the

season went on at Braeburn Farm, just as

it had done in all the bygone years, when

no change brooded heavily on the hearts of

its inmates.

One evening when the harvesting was

nearly over, Alan walked across to Black-

water Mill, where during this busy season

his visits were necessarily less frequent.

Nor did Mrs. Ward, at least, regret this

very much, for she hi-:d decidedly cooled

towards Alan since the lamil\'s u";isrortunes

had become known. It was not that she

did not feel a good dad of regret foi tl.e

misfortunes, and some ]»ity for ihe family,

for she liked her old neiglilx/uis, mid iiiorc

particularly Alan, wh(^se t.;f od (jiiaHties hlie

had long seen and a])i)re(:ialcd, ;;nd vvhotn

she had been well com. in to \vi k;( me as a

prospective son-in-law ^o long as lie had

even a tolerable prospect of ••getting on.'

But that was quite a different thing from

welcoming so near a connection as the son

of a ruined man, and one on whom his fa-

mily must, as she thought, hang like a dead

weight in the struggle he had to begin at

such a disadvantage. She felt glad that she

had never formally given her sanction to the

engagement, but had only tolerated it, to

" humour Lottie," as she now said to herself

and to her neighbours. But this " humour-

ing Lottie" must not, she observed to her hus-

band, be carried to the length of permitting

their daughter to be in any way considered

bound in Alan's altered circumstances. "The

child must be left perfectly free," she said,

" and then if, by and by, she still likes Alan,

when he is able to do for her, why it will be

time enough to bind herself then,"—a deter-

mination strengthened by her recollection of

Mr. Sharpley's attentions to Lottie, which

had been more pointed on his second visit.

However, she thought it best to say nothing

of this to Alan at present, though the miller

would have come out with it at once, had

not his wife represented that it was of no use

to make any unpleasantness so long as they

were still such near neighbours. So Mrs.

Ward did her neighbourly duty in paying a

visit of condolence to Mrs. Campbell, from

which the latter perhaps suffered more than

she benefited, and expressed her willing-

ness to do anything she could to help them.

" If any of you will stay overnight at our

ploce when you are moving," she said, " I'm

sure we'd be very glad."

Mrs. Campbell thanked her, but felt re-

lieved when she took her departure. The

two women had never drawn much together,

ii) spite of comparative contiguity and of
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the near connexion which seemed probable

l)et\vcen the faraihes. Perhaps on that very

iccount Mrs. Campbell had, in regard to

the Wards, the slightly painful feeling which

a mother often has in thinking of the mar-

riage of a son—especially an eldest son

—

and of the new and close ties he is forming

with those who may not be very congenial

to herself.

With Alan, Mr.s. Ward, for the present,

avoided any exjilanations, and he came and

went much as he had done before, except

that, as time passed on, Lottie's manner

became a little more indifferent and unre-

s]^onsive.

However, it was not so on this particular

evening. She had had a visit from some

young friends, who had been alternately

Haltering and teasing her about her " beau,''

md she was looking particularly bright and

nimated, and, on that account, especially

iiarming. Her manner to Allan, too, was

M) unusually cordial and winning that it

cheered him greatly; but he soon found she

had a point to gain.

" They're going to have a pic-nic up at

Heron Bay, as soon as the harvesting is

over," she said to Alan, " and I want you

to come, if I go, and get Jean ie to come too.

Tiie Harrisons, and Lindsays, and Simpkins-

cs, and Warwicks, are going, and they're

Lioing to have a fiddler and a dance on the

urass, and come home by moonlight. It '11

be splendid, I'm sure. Won't you go,

Alan ?
"

Alan looked very doubtful. He was cer-

tainly far from being in a mood for pic-nics

and festivities, though a few months before

he would have gone heartily into any such

expedition. But the very thought of it jarred

upon him now, although, on the other hand,

he disliked to refuse ]x)ttie's rccjuest, and an

adcrnoon wiili her was certainly a great in-

ducement,

"Well, Lottie," he said, rather hesitat-

ingly, at last, " I think I'd rather not. If it

was only going with you alone, dear, you

know I'd be delighted ; but to go with all

those people, I really don't feel in sjjirits

for it. .And they all know about our cir-

cumstances, too, you know, and that gives

one an awkward feeling."

"The very reason you should go," re-

turned I^ttie. " Who wants to have people

think you're breaking your heart over it, and

making remarks and pitying you, as they

will if you don't come, and they know why.

You know I can get plenty of people to at-

tend to me ; there's Harry Lindsay '11 be

glad enough of the chance. But then 1

shan't enjoy it half so much if you aren't

there," she added, looking up insinua-

tingly.

Which was certainly true enough ; for be

sides her secret fear that her mother might

not let her go unless Alan went to take care

of her (for the rest of the party lived at a

considerable distance), Lottie felt that her

importance as an " engaged " maiden would

be seriously diminished without \\txfiance in

her train.

Of course, Alan was overcome in the end.

He never could resist Lottie's insinuating

ways, which she could exercise to good ac-

count when she had an end in view. And
moreover he promised to try to persuade

Jeanie and Dan to go. Dan, indeed,

he knew would not need much persuasion,

but Jeanie he was sure would offer some

opposition.

" Dan must be sure to go," said Lottie,

" he's twice as good as you are, .\lan, for

anything of that sort. He's such a splen-

did fellow for keeping us all laughing. And
you know we'll have to go on horseback,

for though they've been making a sort of

road, Harry Lindsay says it would be

enough to break any wheeled vehicle down

to try it. So Dan will have an oj)portuniiy

to show off his riding."

When Alan spoke of the ])ic-nic at home.

Dan eagerly acquiesced. " I'll take my pun

and have some shooting," he said ; "there's

lots of wild duck in the bay, and I might
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find some partridge there too. You know

September will be in by that time."

Mrs. Campbell sighed. With the end of

September their life at Braeburn must end.

It was coming very near now.

As Alan had expected, Jeanie was very

unwilling to join in the excursion, and for

some time resisted his rather half-hearted

persuasions.

" I don't think I could bear to go, Alan,"

she said. " There will be so much fun and

nonsense going on, and I don't feel as if I

could stand it just now. I know I couldn't

help being as dull as possible. And then

you know we've a great deal to do this

month ; I don't feel as if I could spare the

time."

" I think it would do you good," said

Alan. " It's a long while since you had an

excursion of any kind, and you'd enjoy the

ride on old Hector and going along with

Lottie, I'm sure. And then your friend

Robert Warwick's going, and he'll be dread-

fully disappointed if you aren't there."

" Better he should be disappointed, then,"

said Jeanie. " My going wouldn't do him

any real good."

" Jeanie," said Alan, more gravely,

" don't you think you ought to take that

into serious consideration. Robert spoke

to me the other day again. He's more

anxious than ever about it, poor fellow,

since he's heard about our trouble ; and he

wanted me to speak to you. He doesn't

want you to go and work for yourself, when,

as he says, he has a good comfortable home
all ready for you, if you'd only come to it."

Jeanie's colour had risen while he spoke.

Alan and she were in the little porch toge-

ther, and she turned away and played with

the tendrils of the wild vine that he might

not see her face.

" Alan," she replied, very firmly, " I hke

and honour Robert Warwick far too much
to think of doing him such a wrong as it

would be to marry him for any reason of

that kind, even if I could do such a thing

for my own sake. He deserves a wife that

would love him for himself, and I do not,

nor ever shall. And I would rather live on

bread and water all my life—no, I would

rather die than marry any one for any other

reason."

It was seldom, indeed, that Jeanie spoke

out her private feelings so freely and decid-

edly, and Alan, seeing that Warwick's suit

was a hopeless one, privately made up his

mind to tell him so, kindly, on the first op-

portunity.

Jeanie's disinclination for the pic-nic

did not hold out, however, against Lottie's

solicitations. Jeanie, with all her indepen-

dence of character, would yield abjectly to

Lottie when that damsel, knowing her power,

undertook to persuade her into anything, by

means of the insinuating ways and coaxing

entreaties which she could use so effectually

when she liked, and by means of which she

could generally do what she pleased with

Jeanie, whose own shy and undemonstra-

tive nature made her the more defenceless

against Lottie's blandishments.

The excursion came off accordingly on

an exquisite September day. The intense

heat of the weather was over, broken up by

two or three cool and stormy days ; and

though the sun seemed to shine out as

brightly as ever, there was, nevertheless, in

the soft balmy sunshine, in the stillness of

the misty golden air, a something that

seemed to speak of summer departed, and

of the coming season of falling leaves. The
sky, of a deep soft blue at the zenith, was

flecked with a faint misty drapery of delicate

"Transfigured clouds of white,"

which, extending downwards in light, fleecy,

waving lines, like angels' wings, rested light-

ly on a wide band of soft gray and purple

clouds below. The maples were already

touched here and there with gold, and now
and then a gorgeously painted leaf, all crim-

son and russet and gold, detached itself

from its branch and fell noiselessly at the
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feet of the little cavalcade from Braeburn

and Blackwater Mill, as they slowly rode

along the horse-path that made a short cut

through the woods to Mapleford. Dan rode

in front with Jeanie, now and then showing

off Beauty's capabilities by making her leap

over a fallen log or an objectionable cordu-

roy bridge across a mud-hole, over which

the others had to jog in more sober fashion.

Alan, of course, whenever it was practicable

for two to go abreast, kept by the side of

Lottie, who was looking as charming as ex-

citement, pleasure, and the Spanish-looking

hat with a heavy drooping feather—which

was particularly becoming to her dark, vivid-

ly tinted beauty—could make her. Her

country riding costume would hardly have

passed muster even in Carrington, for the

riding habits of Radnor were generally

merely long skirts of no particular colour,

which were thrown over the ordinary dress,

and could easily be removed for readier lo-

comotion, when the destination was reached,

since people rode there more for the sake

of reaching places not otherwise accessible,

than for the sake of the exercise. Lottie,

however, had been accustomed to the saddle

from her childhood, and liked it for its own

sake, and the brisk motion of the canter

with Alan to Braeburn, to join the others,

had flushed her cheek with its most glowing

carnation, and made her dark eyts sparkle

with added lustre. She was in her most

animated mood, too, and she and Dan kept

up a brisk fire of playful attacks, in which

Jeanie and Alan were often tempted to

join, despite the " black care '" which, un-

seen, rode behind each. Alan even suc-

ceeded in shaking off, for a little while, his

burden, and in the golden dreamy charm of

the weather and the moment, he felt almost

as he used to do when, as a boy, he had

wandered with little Lottie through those

very woods, in the aimless wanderings that

children delight in.

They soon began to receive additions to

their number, however, and by the time

they had reached the last rendezvous, where

they picked up the Warwicks, the party

formed a cavalcade which looked tolerably

picturesque, winding along the turnings of

the wild woodland road, shut in by green

depths of forest and closely flanked with

fallen logs, brushwood, and fern. Meantime,

a boat under the charge of Ben, Hugh, and

one of the other lads, conveyed the provi-

sions up the river to the proposed scene of

the pic-nic. Heron Bay. This was the place

where the Arqua flowed out of a little inland

lake, forming, where the banks caved in

around the outlet of the river, a beautiful

bay, its pebbly shore fringed with every

variety of foliage from the already yellowing

basswood and soft maple to the deep green

of the oak and pine. The little river cele-

brated its egress from the lake by dashing

headlong over a ridge of brown rocks, part

of which showed above the water, as they

formed a chain of little waterfalls and rapids

all the way across the narrow stream. Above

the foam, and noise, and eddies of the rapid

little river, the lake—calm and still

—

stretched back for three or four miles, its

further shore softened down in the hazy

dimness of the air, while in the near fore-

ground lay two or three little islands whose

rocky banks were luxuriantly clothed with

pines and cedars mingled with the changing

foliage of deciduous trees all vividly reflected

in the still clear water.

When the riding-party arrived at the ren-

dezvous they found the boats already moored

at a safe distance below the foaming falls

and rapids, while the baskets were being

carried farther up to a shady glade on the

shore of the bay. for the river bank was too

rocky and too thickly wooded to atTord suf-

ficient room for the " spread " which is so

indispensable an element of a pic-nic. Ben

had brought in tow his light birch-bark

canoe, which he carried with ease across the

little portage and deposited it in the quiet

waters of the bay.

It is unnecessary to chronicle all the de-
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tails of the pic-nic, which resembled most

others in its main features \ or to tell how

everybody had forgotten matches, till a

smoker produced a supply from his pocket

;

or how, when the fire had, with infinite

pains, been kindled in the little cairn

of stones—piled up for the purpose—the tea-

kettle was upset over it to its almost total

extinction ; or the fun and merriment there

was over the boiling of the green corn {for

Radnor folks liked substantial repasts on

such occasions), and the making of the tea.

Nor is it necessary to record the various

jokes, good, bad, and indifferent, which arose

from the little disasters that occurred, such

as plates and cups losing their equilibrium

on the uneven ground, the intrusions of in-

sects into inconvenient places, and the

savage attacks of a few belated mosquitoes

—the " thorn " of Canadian rural delights.

While the repast was being prepared, Dan

went off with Ben in the canoe to look for

wild-ducks among the reeds that fringed the

shore of the bay, and one of the islands,

about half a mile distant, and Alan carried

off Lottie for a stroll who was not reluctant

to get away from the trouble of helping the

other girls in their preparations, and glad of

the good excuse to do so without censure.

About a quarter of a mile farther up the

shore, a little peninsula of rising ground

jutted out into the lake, making the bay

semi-circular. It was partially clothed with

trees, fine basswood, beech, oak, elm, maple,

and hickory ; but on the side nearest the

pic-nic ground a green open glade with only

one or two groups of trees stretched down

to the shore. Towards this Alan and Lottie

strolled, and ascended the gentle slope for

a better view from the higher ground. They

found that the peninsula was really almost

an island, being separated from the woods

behind it by a dark, still creek, full of clus-

ters of floating water-lilies, which came wind-

ing along from the back country. All around,

among the rocks and scattered under-

brush, grew great plumes of brackens and

other ferns, the bright spikes of the golden-

rod and clusters of the wild aster, with the

scarlet berries of the wild hawthorn, dog-

wood, and other shrubs. Alan adorned

Lottie's brown hair with some of the scarlet

clusters set in their green leaves, and then

they sat down under a young oak on a spot

from which they could see, on the one side

the creek gleaming out from the shady woods,

and on the other the placid lake, with its

islands almost opposite them. A little way

below they could see the pic-nic ground

with its busy group picturesquely scattered

about under the trees.

" What a lovely spot this would be to live

in," said Alan, contentedly stretching him-

self on the ground beside Lottie, and letting

his eye range over the picturesque sylvan

scene. " What a charming place this would

be for a house and grounds. Heigh-ho! If

I were only rich enough to buy it, and build,

and begin house-keeping, Lottie ! Who
knows ? Perhaps I may be, some day !

"

" I'm sure, Alan, I should'nt care much
to live here," said Lottie. " I'd far rather

live in a town. I'm tired of seeing nothing

but rocks, and trees, and fields all the time.

I'd far rather see people, and houses, and

shop-windows !

"

" Oh Lottie ! I'm sure that beautiful

glassy lake and those beautiful woods are

far nicer to look at than any shop windows,

even if they were in Paris or London. When-

ever I've been in Carrington, I'm always glad

to get out again to the fresh green country."

" But the lake isn't always glassy, and the

trees aren't always green;" insisted Lottie,

" And in winter it's so stupid in the country;

it's bad enough in summer, I think," she

added, discontentedly.

Alan sighed. He knew Lottie's taste did

not agree with his on all points. He wished

it had been otherwise, but he was quite pre-

pared to sacrifice his inclination to hers.

Presently Lottie went on : "I hope mo-

ther will let me go in to stay in Carrington

with Kate Lindsay, next winter. You know
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she's going to marry Marshall, who has a dry

goods store there.

" If I'm there, as I may be, I'd be glad

enough you should be there," said Alan

"but I'd rather it was with any one else

than Kate Lindsay. She's too fast and too

loud for me, and I hate to see you with her,

Lottie. I don't think she's a nice friend for

you ; she's so giddy herself, and leads you

on to do things you would'nt do by yourself"

" Indeed," said Lottie, tossing her head a

little ;
" I think I'm quite capable of choosing

my own friends and taking care of myself,

too, Mr. Alan ! And I don't see a bit of

harm in having a little fun, as Kate and I

always do."

" Not in having 'a little fun,' certainly,"

said Alan, "but I hate her sort of fun , its

coarse and low."

Lottie pouted, and might have retorted,

rather crossly, but, just then, Harry Lindsay,

Kate's brother, came to call them to tea,

and they walked down the slope together."

There's where the Arnold's new saw-mill

is to be," said Harry Lindsay, as they neared

the pic-nic party, pointing to a spot close to

the largest of the little waterfalls. " They

say there's a splendid water power there, and
\

the mill is going to be a great affair. They

expect to get a grant of ever so much lum-

ber up above the head of the lake, and they

can float it down in rafts, easy, you know.

It'll be a fine thing for this part of the coun-

try."

"Indeed, I'm not at all sure that it will,"

replied Alan. " They'll clear away all that

fine timl)er without any discretion, and I was

reading the other day, that there is nothing

so bad for the country as clearing these large

tracts of land ; that it's altering the climate,

and brings on droughts."

"Stuff and nonsense!" replied Harry^

contemptuously. " As if clearing the tim-

ber off could alter the climate. Thai's what

these people who pretend to know so much

arc always doing, trying to frighten pco])le

with making mountains out of molehills !

Any way, the railway they talk of making

out here from Carrington will be a good

thing. I suppose that won't alter the cli-

mate, though old Mrs. O'Rourke did say it

would scare her cows and make them keej)

back their milk."

"Why it would'nt go near their farm !"

said Alan. "That would be quite out of

the way."

" Yes they think it will, though it is a

good way round. It's to avoid the ups and

downs ; and all the cuttings they'd have to

make if it came direct. You know there's

a sort of level strip back there.

Alan thought for a moment about the di-

rection suggested. That level strip extended

along the back of his father's land, the

" marsh " which had always been useless.

What if, after it had passed from their hands,

that piece of marsh-land should prove not

only useful but valuable ? But it was no

use to think of it now, as the land had

passed out of their power, and the contin-

gency, seeming at all events a remote one,

soon passed from his mind.

By this time they had reached the rest of

the party. It is scarcely necessary to say

that the "spread" received ample justice, for

the ride and the waiting had considerably

sharpened the usually good appetites. Lot-

tie contrived, as a punishment to Alan for

his criticism of her friend, to find a place at

some distance from him, and next to Harry

Lindsay, with whom she kept up an animated

flirtation during the repast, occasionallysteal-

ing a sly glance at Alan, to see how he stood

it. He stood it very well, however, taking

it pretty much at its real value,—contented

to admire Lottie's dimples and arch glances

from a distance, and emj^loying him.self in

seeing that all the other damsels were pro-

perly attended to. He could stand anything

so long as Kate I .ind.say, with her loud,'coai-sc

voice and low jokes, was safely separated

from Lottie ; and shf was quite sufficiently

occupied with two youthful cavaliers of her

own.
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Dan with his companions, did not appear

till the meal was nearly over, when they at

last arrived, ravenously hungry, and carrying

several brace of wild ducks. It might have

been that he was tired, but Dan was certainly

much quieter than usual, and his usual prac-

tical jokes and amusing nonsense were by

no means abundant. After tea, Alan found

him sitting apart under a tree, with Ned
Lindsay, both apparently in a brown study,

over a letter.

"Why Dan! What are you studying

here?" said Alan smiling.

"Oh, nothing !" said Dan, crumpHng up

the letter into his pocket rather hurriedly.

" I say, Alan, Ned and I are going spear-

ing for fish, in a punt he's found here. Sup-

pose you take Ben's canoe and come along,

and give Lottie a boat ride ?"

Alan liked the idea very much, and Lottie

tound the proposed "boat-ride" so enticing,

that she forgot to keep up her little pique

against Alan, as she had intended to do. So

they were soon off, Lottie reclining against

a pile of shawls in the bottom of the canoe,

and Alan vigorously propelling the little

bark with the long paddle.

They soon drifted behind the party in the

punt, which disappeared by and by, round a

projecting point. The lake and sky were

both so lovely in the sunset glow, that it

seemed pleasure enough just to float along

in the charmed, glassy water, dyed with the

bright rose and purple hues of the sky, and

blending them into a wavering net-work of

lovely confused colour. Dan called out that

it was "for all the world just like a glass

alley !" Alan thought of the "sea of glass

mingled with fire," of which he had read in

the Bible.

But the bright crimson tints rapidly faded

out, and even the pale amber lights vanished

from the horizon, leaving only cold grey

banks of cloud, behind which the moon
presently showed a faint light. Alan and

Lottie on their return, paused a moment in

a little recess of the shore, where a tall pine

bent over the water its shadowy boughs, and

where no sound reached them but the dull,

hoarse, croaking of the bull-frog, far away

among the distant reeds. Suddenly, Lottie

started, as a brilliant red light unexpectedly

appeared round the projecting point close

beside them. The cause was concealed by

the intervening branches, but the sudden

glare, and the deep crimson glow it threw on

the cold grey water, were both startling and

beautiful.

" Oh, I know," said Lottie, laug'.iing, the

next moment, "its Dan and his torches."

And so it turned out to be, for presently

the dark punt floated into view, the black,

weird-looking figures who stood and held the

blazing torches, coming out into strong relief

against the rich ruby light, whose reflection

stretched—a long quivering blaze of crim-

son,—beneath the boat.

" Did we frighten you !" asked Dan laugh-

ing, as they came up. " We meant to a little,

so we lighted all our torches to come in

magnificently."

" Well I think you've done it," said Alan.

"How many fish have you got ?"

" Oh a pretty good lot. One fine maska-

longe
;
just think of that ! Won't mother

be glad to see it ?
"

As they landed and came up to the spot

where the fire, well supplied with fuel, was

still blazing away, they could see by its light

that a dance was going on ; and Alan could

see also, not far off, Robert Warwick seated

in close conversation with his sister Jeanie.

"Ah ! he's having it out with her!" he

said to himself, and he was right. Robert

came up to him a little after, and giving his

hand a vehement grip, bade him good night,

adding, "It's all up with me Alan! It seems

it can't be."

" No, I'm afraid not," said Alan, gravely.

" I meant to have told you so, and saved

your speaking. I'm very sorry Bob!"
" Oh, it was just as well to speak and have

it out. I shouldn't have been satisfied else.

Well, it's no use talking about it, so good
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bye !" and poor honest Robert rushed away,

glad to get off" in the darkness.

Meantime a proposal had been made by

Kate Lindsay, that the party should adjourn

to the Lindsays' house, not more than a mile

distant, to finish their dance, as the night

was too cloudy to hope for any bright moon-

light. The proposal was received with gen-

eral favour by all except Jeanie Campbell,

who positively declined it. Even if it had

not been so repugnant to her mood just

then, slie would have disliked it, well know-

ing how late and how uproariously such festi-

vities were always kept up by the Lindsays.

And she shrank from Kate Lindsay quite as

much as Alan did.

When Alan returned to the group, Lottie

went to him to tell him of the new arrange-

ment. As she expected, he at once declined

to have anything to do with it, and begged

that she would not. But Lottie had quite

determined to have her dance, and declared

that she intended to stay ; Alan could do as

he pleased.

" I shall certainly not stay," said Alan,

looking very grave. " And how will you get

home?"

"Oh, Kate Lindsay wants me to stay all

night, and Harry will see me home in the

morning. And perhaps," she added, "as

you're going home at any rate, you would'nt

mind going on to our place to let mother

know."

Alan gravely and somewhat coldlyassented.

It was useless to j^ursue the discussion then,

with the others within hearing, and Lottie

was quite satisfied. If Alan was vexed, it

didn't matter much. She could set matters

all right easily next time she saw him. As

for giving him the trouble of the extra three

or four miles ride, Lottie never thought of

that. If she had gone home, he would have

had to go on with her, all the same. liut it

was a rather different matter to have to go

alone, leaving Lottie in society which he so

nuich disliked. Lottie had never before

displayed, so openly, her inconsiderate sel-

fishness ; and Alan, in spite of himself,

could not help dimly feeling it.

So, after exchanging good-nights, and

hearing numerous regrets that they would

not stay, Alan and Jeanie rode off together

through the cloudy, misty moonlight, leaving

Dan behind also. He would just stay a

little while, he said, and find his way home

by himself Which, they knew very well,

meant that he might be home about dawn

next morning. Ben had already started

some time before in his canoe, carrying the

fish.

Jeanie had a good many thoughts of her

own to keep her silent and thoughtful, but

she roused herself with an effort to talk to

Alan, and try to keep him from fretting over

Lottie's desertion, which had made even her

indignant with her friend. But she knew

better than to censure Lottie to Alan, and

the two talked of everything else but the

subjects that were uppermost in their minds.

When they arrived at home they found

Mr. Ward waiting there with his light wag-

gon. He was afraid Lottie would be tired

with her long ride, and had come to meet

her and convey her home. So Alan, tired

enough already, was saved the extra pilgrim-

age of going on to Blackwater Mill, to fulfil

Lottie's parting commission.

CHAPTER XL

THE COUNTY KAIK.

" Some gcnllc spirit— Love I thought

—

Built many a shrine of pain,

Though each false itlol fell to dust,

'Ihe woi-ship was not vain,

But a faint radiant shadow cast

Back from our love uivm the past."

IK Alan had had any thoughts of lectur-

ing Lottie, she put them to flight next

meeting, by her csjjccial amiability of man

ners, and by her gracious proposal, in which
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her mother joined, that Alan should go with

them in their waggon to Carrington, to visit

the County Fair, which the miller always

made a point of attending. Alan, they knew,

wanted to go in, to ascertain whether the

enquiries which his cousin and Mr. Dunbar

had promised to make about suitable em-

ployment for him had as yet met with suc-

cess, as well as to make some other neces-

sary arrangements. " And," Mrs. Ward had

said, " we'll be all the better of having him

with us in the town, for your father, when

he gets with his old cronies, isn't much good

to us ; and then it will be kind o' neighbour-

like to offer him the lift, for their horses are

busy enough just now, taking barley to

Maplefield."

Alan willingly accepted the invitation. It

was very convenient for him, to say nothing

of the pleasure of the long drive with Lottie
;

and he began to reproachhimself for having

cherished any hard thoughts of her.

" And you'll go and have your photograph

taken in Carrington, as you promised,

Lottie, dear," he said, "so that I can have

it to look at when I shan't see you so often !

"

" Well, if you're good till then, perhaps I

will," Lottie replied coquettishly.

It was a chilly September morning when
Alan walked over before sunrise to Black-

water Mill, to join the Wards on their expe-

dition to Carrington. The air had just a

touch of frost in it, making the morning glo-

ries on the porch hang their drooping heads;

and the cold yellow light in the eastern sky

made it seem still colder. Lottie shivered

discontentedly, as she sat, wrapped in a

shawl, in the waggon; while her mother was

still vigorously occupied in seeing the boxes

of honey, firkins of butter, cabbages and

tomatoes, bags of carrots, pumpkins and

squashes, and other commodities that were

going into market, securely stowed away.

At last, all was ready ; the miller cracked

his whip, and the impatient horses started

off, snuffing up the keen morning air. As
the sun rose brightly the air grew rapidly

warmer, so that before they reached Carring-

ton, Lottie was glad to exchange her shawl

for an umbrella. She was not in very good

humour ; getting up so early did not suit

her, and the soft downy breeze that blew

around them, was, she knew, sadly disarrang-

ing the somewhat elaborate coiffure which,

early as it was, she had found time to arrange

with a view to the photograph.

As they approached Carrington, the mil-

ler's stout horses passed numerous other

waggons, some pretty heavily laden with

vegetables, grain, and other farm produce,

as well as with farmers' wives and daughters,

attired somewhat more gaily than their wont,

with a view to the visit to the fair. Now and

then the miller and his wife, who knew most

of the neighbourhood, would nod and smile

to a passing acquaintance, exchanging a few

words about the weather and the crops.

When they drove into Carrington, they

went straight to the market-place, where the

miller added his team to the long file already

standing there. Mrs. Ward intended to

keep her station in the waggon until, at

least, all the commodities in which she was

specially interested were disposed of, an

operation that did not generally take very

long ; for her butter and honey were well-

known and appreciated in Carrington. The
little market-place presented a busy and

varied scene. The waggons and the stalls

of the fruit-sellers were overflowing with the

rich trophies of the harvest—the blue-green

cabbages throwing into strong relief the piles

of golden carrots, rosy apples, green and

yellow melons, orange pumpkins, crimson

tomatoes—which met the eye everywhere in

confused luxuriance of colour, and generous

abundance. Bewildered marketers were

wandering about in the crowd, scarcely

knowing what to choose where there was

so much to tempt. Market women chaf-

fered with the farmers, and farmers' wives

kept a sharp look-out lest they should be

cheated by shrewd and experienced buyers,

or squabbled with stupid customers about
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change ; while the tired horses, resting their
|

heads on the necks of obliging comrades,

went off into short uneasy naps.

Lottie, however, had no ambition to share

in the traffic ; indeed, she felt rather above

that sort of thing, though her mother did

not. Alan took her into a neighbouring

restaurant to have a cup of coffee after the

long drive, and then they strolled on to the

photographer's, Alan being determined that

that part of the business should not be ne-

glected. The photographer, however, was

busy just then, so it was arranged that they

should return at the end of an hour, and as

Alan had to see his cousin and Mr. Dunbar,

and Lottie had, of course, some shoi)i)ing to

do, they parted to meet again at the photo-

graphic rooms.

" Lve heard of something that will be the

very thing for you, Alan," said Sandy Mc-

Alpine, cordially, after having gone fully

through all the preliminary greetings and

enquiries.

" What is it ? " Alan asked eagerly.

" Oh, it's just the thing to suit you. Mr.

Arnold's in want of a sort of overseer, or

agent, for his business here, for the one he

had is going up to superintend the new mill

he's going to build up your way. They're

going to begin it at once, so as to try to

have it in working order by the spring ; and

Mr. Taylor's going up there directly, so they

want some one as soon as possible.
'

" But what will there be to do ? " asked

Alan. " Not keejjing books, I hope, for I

know very little about that."

" Oh, there wouldn't be much of that for

you to do. There's a regular book-keeper to

see to the books. But this is more just to

be always about, and see that everything

goes on right— that the men attend to their

work properly, and that lumber isn't lost or

stolen, and so on ; and sometimes, perhaps,

to go and examine lumber before it's bought;

when Mr. Arnold or Mr. George can't go.

You sec Mr. Arnold's failing a good deal,

and Mr, George is a gay, lightsome young

man, and not just so fond of sticking close

to his business as his father was. And they

want some one they can trust, and that's

some judge of timber, and I Jake it you

know something about that."

" Well, I know a little about it," said

Alan, " but I should hardly undertake to

call my.self a good judge of timber. How-
ever, I've always paid a good deal of atten-

tion to that sort of thing ; no doubt it's

more in my line than most things I could

get to do."

" Oh, there's no fear but you'd do very

well, and what you didn't know you'd soon

learn—soon learn," said Mr. McAlpine,

encouragingly. " I told Mr. George about

you, and said I was sure you were the very

man he wanted, and, says he, ' Well, Mr.

McAlpine, if he's a cousin of yours, that's a

great deal in his favour.' You see he's fond

of a joke— is Mr. George. And so I told

him I'd send you to see him as soon as I

could get a hold of you."

"Well," said Alan, " I'll go and see him,

of course, but first, I think, I'll go and see

Mr. -Dunbar."

" Aye, and I shouln't wonder if Mr. Dun-

bar would go with you to see him. I'd go,

but, you see, it's a busy day, and Sam and

I have both of us about our hands full."

" Oh ! there's no occasion for that," said

Alan. " I'm sure I'm very much obliged to

you for si)eaking for me already."

" No obligation ! No obligation at all I

"

exclaimed Sandy, who, nevertheless, did

think that Alan had reason to be very much

obliged to him, and congratulated himself

on having been able to do him a kindness

whic h had cost him nothing.

Alan was cordially received by Mr. Dun-

bar, who, at their first meeting, had taken a

strong liking to the young man's frank,

honest look and bearing—things that inter-

ested him notless^thandid the painful circum-

stances in which he was placed. Mr. Dun-

bar thought that thr proposed situation

wouUI he. as Mr. McAlpine iiad said, "the
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very thing " for Alan, and willingly agreed to

walk over to the mill with him, though it

was a pretty busy day for him too. He
had heard of two or three other situations,

but they were none of them so suitable, as

they would all have involved a much more

seden tar)' life than Alan had been accustomed

to, and required, moreover, a considerable

knowledge of book-keeping.

" That, however, you will always find use-

ful to you," said Mr. Dunbar, as they walked

along, " and I should advise you to get it

up in your spare time."

Poor Alan's education had, indeed, been

somewhat prematurely curtailed, the neces-

sities of the family and of the farm having

taken him from school far too soon. He
had often felt this himself, but the busy life

he led had not left him much time or strength

for mental improvement. When he came in

in the evenings, worn out with a hard day's

work out of doors, the Carrington Chronicle

was about as heavy literature as he could

master, and even that sometimes sent him

to sleep. But he had a natural love of

knowledge, of which he had gained a good

stock of what could be acquired from per-

sonal observation of things around him. In

the long winter evenings, when he had more

leisure, he had been accustomed to read a

good deal, and got through all the interest-

ing books he could procure from Mr. Aber-

nethey's library, besides joining Jeanie and

Hugh in some of their studies, though often

tempted to a sigh of regret that circumstances

had been so unfavourable to his mental de-

velopment and intellectual progress.

" I think you'll find the Arnolds pleasant

people to deal with," said Mr. Dunbar, as

they approached the irregular collection of

buildings beside the river, which, from the

piles of lumber around them might easily be

known for what they were. " Mr. Arnold,

senior, does not take a very active part in the

business at present. His health has been

failing for some time, so he has to leave it a

good deal to his eldest son—the only one

who takes kindly to the business. George

is a nice fellow, very lively but not very

persevering, and very much needs some one

to depend on, who will make up his short-

comings. He's got plenty of energy, but

he wants steady patience, the sort of tenacity

of which you, unless your face belies you,"

be said with a smile, " I should say, had a

good deal."

Alan smiled. He had not been in the

habit of analysing himself or his qualities,

so he hardly knew whether the lawyer was

right or not. But Mr. Dunbar was a pretty

keen-sighted judge of character, and was

not often mistaken."

"I hope I shall be able to do what is

wanted," said Alan, rather diffidently, " for

it is just the sort of thing I should like. I've

always been interested in the different

kinds of wood, and know a sound stick from

an unsound one. But I should have a good

deal to learn."

" And I'm sure you'll learn it," the other

replied.

" I think I must have seen Mr. George

Arnold," said Alan, recollecting what his

father had said about the stranger he had

met in the rain ;
" though I don't suppose

he'll recollect me. There ! isn't he standing

over there?" he said, pointing to a young

man who, cigar in hand, was leaning in a

negligent attitude against a pile of lumber,

watching the slow progress of grappling a

rebellious log, just under the bank where

they were standing.

" Yes, that's he," replied Mr. Dunbar,

and as they came up, Alan's acquaintance of

the storm, with the bronze auburn hair,

merry blue eyes, and gay insouciant smile,

turned and came forward to shake hands

with Mr. Dunbar. Alan was duly presented,

with a few words of explanation.

" Oh ! Mr. McAlpine's cousin. He was

speaking to me about you," he said some-

what carelessly. Presently he took a closer

look at Alan.

" Haven't I seen you somewhere before?'"
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he asked, looking puzzled, " seems to me I

have, and your voice sounds familiar."

Alan smiled. " We met in a storm," he

said, " and you kindly gave me a lift."

" Oh, that's it !
" he exclaimed, " I was

sure I had met you, though I couldn't think

where. I might have remembered that

storm, too, for I don't know when I got

such a wetting, and my sister hasn't got

over the cold she took yet."

She had taken cold then. Alan felt as

sorry for the inhospitality of the Radnor

weather as if he had had personally some-

thing to do with producing it.

They talked together for a few moments,

and then walked on to the office, where

they found Mr. Arnold, senior, a florid-look-

ing Englishman, showing marks of care and

hard work, deeply engaged in looking over

a collection of estimates. He talked to Alan

in a blunt, ofT-hand manner, asking him a

few questions as to his qualifications, and

mentioning what kind of work he expected

from his agent. It was finally arranged

that Alan should at least make a trial of the

situation, and that he should enter upon his

new duties as soon after the first of October

as possible. The salary offered was a good

one—so much better than anything Alan had

expected to get at first that his spirits rose

considerably.

" And you'll be here soon," Mr. Arnold

said to Alan as he was leaving, " for now
Taylor's going, my son and I will be over-

worked to keep things from getting into

confusion. Really, Mr. Dunbar," he con-

tinued, " between this new mill out at Heron

Bay, and everything here, I sometimes

hardly know where to turn." And he looked

as if it was too much for him.

" Mr. Arnold's not the man he was,"

said Philip Dunbar, as they walked away
;

"and his son'll never be the man he has

been. 'I'hese young fellows who step into

the fortunes their fathers have made don't

know how to work. The worst of Mr.

Arnold is that he doesn t know where to

stop and be contented. His speculations

have always been so successful thai it tempts

him to go on, and I sometimes think he's

losing some of his prudence, and launching

out a little too far. The success of this

new mill, now, depends almost entirely on

the proposed railway, and if it shouldn't go

on, I suspect they would be rather in a fix."

They had a little further talk over the

mortgage business, and Mr. Dunbar told

Alan to keep him posted up about every-

thing, and he would undertake to watch over

their interests, and keep Leggatt and Sharp-

ley to the terms they had promised.

" Do you know when they intend holding

the sale ? " he asked.

"On the first of October," Alan replied.

" At least Sharpley gave us notice to that

effect."

" It's curious I haven't seen it advertised,

for I've been looking in the papers for it.

It may have been though within the last day

or two."

By this time they had got back to Mr.

Dunbar's office, and Alan hurried off to

meet Lottie at the photographers, for it was

past the hour at which he had promised to

return. As he approached the photogra-

pher's door, he saw a pony carriage contain-

ing two ladies drive away from it. Although

it was at some distance, he was almost

sure he recognised the white-faced black

pony he had already encountered twice

before.

Lottie had made good use of the time she

had had to wait, in getting herself up with

extra care for the important occasion. Alan

would have preferred her looking more as

she usually did, with less elaboration of jiair-

dressing and ornament, but Lottie would not

have been satisfied to have been taken in

a ])lainer costume. She took up a photo-

graph that lay on the show case, and handed

it to Alan.

"There's a picture of a girl who was in

here just now," she said. "How do you

like the way she has her hair dono ? I've
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half a mind to take mine down yet, and do

it up like hers."

Alan took it up rather carelessly, but his

attention was rivetted in a moment. The

photograph was a rather large one—a half

length portrait. It w'as a picture to which

the eye, even of an uninterested stranger,

might well recur again and again, sogreat was

the charm, not only of the delicately formed

features, but of the expression that lay in

the dreamy dark eyes, that looked earnestly

out from under the arched, pencilled eye-

brows, and calm, thoughtful brow, and of

the sweetness of the mobile, tenderly-

curved mouth, which had a wistful, almost

sad expression. It seemed the face of one

who dwelt much in an inner world of her

own, and yet looked out with a tender

sympathy on the outer. The masses of

silky dark hair rippled gracefully back

from the fair brow, and behind the little

shell-like ear; and a coil of it lay simply,

like a coronet, across the well-formed

head. Alan hardly needed the association

of the pony carriage to tell him that it was

the photograph of the young lady he had

already met twice without knowing her

name, which he thought, however, he now
knew. To make sure, he asked the photo-

grapher, who had come to say he was ready,

who the original of the picture might be.

"That?" said the busy photographer,

carelessly, " Oh ! that's MissLenore Arnold.

Walk this way, please, we're all ready."

Lottie was rather surprised at Alan's in-

terest in the picture, and waited—a little

provoked—for his answer to her question

about the hair.

" Well, Alan, do you think I'd better have

my hair like that ? What are you looking

at the picture so long for ? Do you think

it is so very pretty? I'm sure I don't."

But the photographer cut short both Lot-

tie's questions and Alan's reply, by telling

the former she must come at once if she

wished to have her picture taken that day.

It was a good while before Lottie could

be arranged to suit both herself and the

photographer. She had certain ideas of her

own with regard to " pretty attitudes," and

they did not altogether agree with his. Then,

when the critical moment came, and Lottie

had been told to " look as natural as pos-

sible," an injunction not unnecessary, but

rather difficult to comply with—it was not

until after repeated attempts that a satis-

factory picture was produced ; for the first

time, Lottie moved, and an indistinct im-

pression was the result ; the second time she

did not like the position, and the third Alan

did not. At last, after a fourth trial, the

much-tired photographer declared the pic-

ture " a perfect success," and without allow-

ing Lottie much time to determine whether

her charms had been duly done justice to,

carried it off in triumph, promising to have

some copies sent out by the next stage to

Radnor.

While Lottie was re-arranging her dress

before departing, Alan took up a copy of the

Carrington IntelUgencer, which he found in

the reception room. It was a new paper,

with as yet a very small circulation. In one

corner, rather out of sight, Alan read an ad-

vertisement, which, well as he knew the facts

beforehand, made his heart sink with a sick-

ening sensation. It announced the " Sale
"

of " the desirable property known as Brae-

burn Farm, in the Township of Radnor,

within seven miles of Mapleford, with all

the farm-stock, implements, &c., pertaining

thereto," to take place on the first day of

October.

Alan quietly folded up the paper and put

it in his pocket. As Lottie rejoined him,

even her eye, not particularly observant, was

struck with his paleness, and she asked if

anything was the matter with him.

" Nothing," Alan replied, with an effort,

shaking off the depression that had come

over him ; and they walked back together

to the Market Place to find Mr. and Mrs.

Ward.

The place was comparatively deserted
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now, and the miller and his wife were at

liberty to go on to the fairground. It was

a large vacant " lot," temporarily surrounded

by a rough board fence, inside of which were

ranged the prize cattle, horses, and the

woolly Leicesters and Southdowns bearing

the load of their heavy fleeces with placid

equanimity. The miller set out on a tour of

inspection of the live stock, while the others

went on to the place most interesting to Mrs.

Ward and Lottie—the shed where the dairy

produce, vegetables, fruit, and " ladies' work"

were on exhibition.

On their way thither, Alan discovered

some of his Indian acquaintances in a little

group of grave dark-visaged women, who
sat in their gay bordered blankets, wearing

the little black hats which complete the

costume of a squaw, with a little pile of

baskets and beadwork, pincushions, moc-

casins, &c., around them, for selling to the

passers by. The little encampment at the

" Fork " had been broken up some time be-

fore, but not until poor old Grannie had

quietly breathed her last, having been kindly

ministered to by Mrs. Campbell, who, in the

midst of her own troubles, did not forget

the poor old woman's needs ; and thereby

riveted Ben's grateful affection to herself and
her family for ever. The old woman's gift

to Alan had been shown to Lottie, who tried

in vain to pull on the moccasins, and de-

clared the card-case a very clumsy affair, and
not fit to hold a good-sized card. So Alan

had put them away, saying, laughingly, that

he would have the moccasins altered for

Lottie when she became his " white Squaw "

m reality. He exchanged a few kind words

with the women, who replied chiefly by half-

smiles which sat rather sadly on their grave

brown faces, and then went on with Mrs.

Ward and Lottie to the shed, where lay, in

vivid fresh gleams of gold and crimson and
purple, set ofi" by the bright green leaves

around them, the tempting piles of vegeta-

bles and fruit, from huge j)umpkins, which

would have needed very little enlarging

from the fairy coach-maker to have car-

ried Cinderella, to the luscious clusters of

white and purple grapes, some of the finest

of which, a bystander informed them, came
from Ivystone, Mr. Arnold's residence.

Then there were rolls of butter and plates of

honey, and beautiful white loaves, among
which Mrs. Ward, to her great satisfaction,

discovered her own, marked with prize

tickets. Her butter and honey usually took

prizes, and her bread, too, when she brought

it for competition. Having satisfied herself

that justice had been done to these e.xcel-

lent home-productions, Mrs. Ward pro-

ceeded to the other end, where fluttered a

gay array of bright patchwork quilts, a col-

lection of embroidery of various sorts, and

a number of articles of still lighter and more

airy fabric—the work of the fair and indus-

trious hands of Carrington and its vicinity.

Mrs. Ward had a quilt there to which had

been assigned a prize, but Lottie's wonder-

ful piece of embroidery was not so disti-

guished—greatly to the dissatisfaction of

both herself and her mother, in whose eyes

it was far more meritorious than the more

tasteful but less showy pieces of work which

had carried off" the prizes.

While they were making a somewhat pro-

tracted examination of the various articles

that attracted their attention, Alan observed

Mr. Sharpley sauntering along in their

direction. He had evidently recognized

them, and was making his way towards

them. He saluted Alan, who was standing

nearest him, with his usual studied polite-

ness, exchanging a few commonplace greet-

ings, and then joined Mrs. Ward and Lottie,

both of whom seemed by no means dis-

pleased at the rencontre. Alan drew oft' a

little, leaving the field to Mr. Sharpley,

who made good use of it. He admired

Lottie's embroidery, which was duly pointed

out to him, expressed his surj)rise and indig-

nation that no prize had been awarded to it,

and gratified Mrs. Ward by his discriminat-

ing praises of her butter, her honey, her
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quilt, and her substantial thick-ribbed hose,

which bore upon them the inscription,

" highly commended." Then, as they ex-

changed a little passing badinage about

things in general, he contrived to introduce

some personal compliments to Lottie, which

by degrees put to flight her vexation about

her unappreciated embroidery, and made

her eyes and her smile brighter than ever.

Once Alan noticed a group of ladies at some

distance, among whom he thought he dis-

tinguished the face of the photograph, evi-

dently watching with admiration the radiant

glowing face and bright laughing eyes of

the fresh-cheeked country girl. And Alan

sighed to himself as he wondered why Lottie

never looked so now when with him.

At last they bade farewell to the fair, and

turned toward the " British Lion," to dine

and get ready for their start homewards.

Mr. Sharpley devotedly accompanied them

as far as his office, where he took leave with

many regrets—regrets, it is hardly necessary

to say, not shared by Alan. As they walked

on through the busy streets, thronged with

country buyers, and past the shop windows

where were already displayed the bright-

hued autumn goods, looking tempting in the

September sunshine, Lottie fixed her desires

on various articles which she would have

liked to possess. But Mrs. Ward held her

purse-strings pretty tight, and only now and

then gratified what she considered Lottie's

" extravagant ideas." How Alan wished

that he could have afforded to procure for

her the things she wished for, and win in re-

turn the radiant smile which he knew

nothing else would be so successful in call-

ing forth !

Before they left town, Alan went again to

Mr. Dunbar's office to show him the paper

containing the advertisement, but did not

succeed in finding him, and was obliged to

leave town without seeing him again, as the

miller was ready and impatient to set off.

The waggon was considerably lighter, not-

withstanding the various purchases, than it

had been in coming into town, and the

horses, refreshed by their rest and their

oats, dashed gallantly on, over the hard,

well-beaten road, made dusty by the num-

bers of well-packed vehicles which they

passed going in the same direction.

*' I suppose that's where that Miss Arnold

lives, whose picture we saw,"observed Lottie,

as they passed Ivystone, and could see among

the slightly yellowing trees, its shrubberies

and flower gardens, and the grey walls par-

tially draped with the Virginia creeper,

already beginning to don its autumnal

crimson.

" It must be nice to live in such a hand-

some house," observed Lottie. " And such

nice grounds, too ! Shouldn't you like it,

Alan?"

"I'd rather have Heron Bay," said Alan

smiling ; and Lottie gave him up as hope-

lessly unambitious. Just then, when he had

before him the prospect of exchanging the

free, fresh country for the comparatively

artificial life of the town, nothing in Car-

rington could have seemed particularly invit-

ing to hhn.

The afternoon grew rapidly colder, as the

sun sank low in a sky having the peculiar

cold, clear brightness that a September sky

often wears. As they neared home, and

the sifti set in a glow of bright amber radi-

ance, leaving a few slight streaks of salmon-

coloured clouds, pencilled across the faint

blue into which the amber faded, the young

moon, pretty far on its first quarter, made

her light sensibly felt. Alan seemed to

feel the evening chill more keenly as the

thought came over him, that by the time

that moon was at its full, Braeburn Farm

would have been left, and he himself trans-

ferred to a new and strange scene of

action.

( To be continued.

)
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YOU ask, my friend, what I regard

With such a very pensive air?

Tis nothing—nothing but a card

I found among the letters there
;

A faded ball-room card ; and all

The ghostly names of girls and dances
Did that sweet foolish time recall

'Ere I was proof 'gainst maiden glances.

At one of Brown's recherche hops
I led the dance with beauty mated,

Amid a crowd of flirts and fops,

Dear friends that once I loved or hated.

Yes ! memory held me in a spell,

And once again I laughed and chattered

With simpering beau and dashing belle

—

Your voice the gay assembly scattered.

I saw them all, familiar, clear :

The hostess, kind, and hot, and merry
;

The host, who whispered in my ear

The contract prices of the sherry ;

The guests— Cecile, who studied Greek,

And Bob who made the comic faces,

And Clara, of whose ])allid cheek
My guilty coat-sleeve bore the traces.

And old Maria dancing yet

In high disdain of age and scandal

;

And Percy, striving to forget

His lately broken vows—the vandal !

And others too, a glittering throng,

For many a sober season banished :

They came, they stayed not with me long,

They smiled a greeting, passed, and vanished.

Well, well ! I wasn't always stout,

And middle-aged, and bald, and stupid

;

Not such that night I tripped about

In the sad livery of Cupid :

But young and favoured, blithe and gay,

Thro' many a mystic maze I floated,

With girls now past the dancing day

—

Their names upon the card are noted.

" Waltz : Julia Smith "—familiar name !

A name that calls to mind instanter

A maiden of uncnvied fame
Who always called a waltz a " canter."

But who shall dare forecast a life?

Poor Julia, once so fast and larky.

Now, as a Missionary's wife,

Exhorts the unenlightened darkey.
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" Gallop : Miss Primrose "—of the Blues,

She galloped from a sense of duty

;

For she had "character" and "views,"

But not the fatal gift of beauty.

She said— I recollect it still

—

That dancing might be deemed a pleasure,

When one could waltz with Stuart Mill,

Or with great Darwin tread a measure.

"Quadrille: Miss Thrush"—the heartless maid

Who scorned plain Charlie's true affection.

For Ensign Prig's, when he displayed

His scarlet tunic and complexion.

I saw her friendless, poor, half-dead

With care—six years ago it may be

—

The scarlet coat that she had wed
Was then a garment for the baby.

But must I own ? for none of these

Sweet artless maids I sought, with passion.

The balls, hops, concerts, heavy teas,

Where Folly leads her sister Fashion.

Ah, no ! it was a sweeter yet,

Whose name is here, and here, indited.

To bid me faintly not forget

The vows we made, the troth we plighted.

Dear faded card, m.y own lost love

Has held you in her dainty fingers
j

And still the perfume of her glove,

I fondly think, about you lingers

;

And Hke a wandering breeze which flings

Thro' desert waste the breath of flowers.

To my embittered heart it brings

The fragrance of life's vernal hours.

The breeze the desert-farers taste,

Is gone e'en while they ask, "whence is it?''

The waste is but a drearier waste,

A harsher prospect, for its visit.

Even so this zephyr, scarce revealed.

Of love, youth, hope, resolve heroic.

To me what comfort can it yield?

Alas, what comfort .?—tell me, Stoic.

Hallo ! asleep, my brother sage !

'Tis well ; Fm glad he never Hstens ;

Half corporate with his musty page

What soul has he for reminiscence?

Wake up, old boy ! What's that you said ?

You "lost my sermon?"—more's the pity:

Come, be advised and go to bed.

You're muddled with that dismal " Chitty."

G. A. M.

Toronto,
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THE INTELLFXTUAL LIFE.

BY WILLIAM D. LE SUEUR.

TO man alone of all sentient beings, is

it given to regulate his own inward

life, and so govern his thoughts that, instead

of being dependent on momentary sense-

impressions, they shall follow a path, and

proceed in an order, of his own determining.

The lower animals have thoughts, but their

thoughts are chained, as it were, to the ob-

jects that suggest them, and their lives may

thus be conceived as broken into an indefi-

nite number of separate movements, each

dominated by its own special impression.

When a horse stops at a gate at which he

has been accustomed to stop, I cannot

believe that he retains what we would call a

remembrance of any of the previous occa-

sions on which he has done so, or that he

distinguishes in any way between his last act

of the kind and former ones. He stops,

as we say, mechanically, by virtue of an asso-

ciation established between the visual im-

pression of the gate, and the order to stop

so often given at the same point. How this

may be we know from our own experience,

for we continually find ourselves doing

things in the same way, sometimes much to

our own inconvenience. Very many acts of

forgetfulness are the result simply of the

force of established habits : we have some

special thing to do at a certain time, .some-

thing out of the usual course, but, trusting

ourselves to our daily routine of duty, we are

insensibly carried past the point at which the

special action was to be performed, and are

only reminded of it when, perhaps, it is too

late. The very attcm|)t, however, to keep a

thing in mind is a mark of the higlier intel-

lectual development at which human beings

have arrived ; we cannot imagine such an

attempt being made by any of the lower

animals. It is our prerogative to contem-

plate our own thoughts as phenomena : in

other words, man has risen to self-consci-

ousness, and with self-consciousness comes

the impulse, and not the impulse only, but

the power to control the successive manifes-

tations of his life. In the self-consciousness

of man. Spirit, to use the language of the

Hegelian philosophy, realises its own essen-

tial freedom. The forms in which it clothes

itself perish, but it remains, and it thus recog-

nizes itself as superior to change, the true

type of the incorruptible and eternal.

The freedom of the spirit, however, is

realised in different degrees in different

races, and individuals. Throughout a large

portion of the human family, the life of

sense predominates altogether over the life

of thought, and man is seen as the slave of

passion, and of custom, rather than as master

of his own faculties and destinies. There is,

no doubt, a radical distinction between the

thought even of savag(j^ and that of the

lower animals ; but if the glory of mankind

is to be found in the power of self-control

and self-education, and in the possession of

interests wholly unconnected with the phy-

sical appetites, there are numerous races of

men to whose humanity little glory ran be

said to attach. Among savage tribes there

seems an absolute lack of capacity for the

exercise of abstract thought, or any disen-

gagement of the mind from material objects

and interests ; but I am not sure that in

civilised commimitics, we do not some-

times wilncs.s wliat, strictly judged, is a niorc

painful subject of contemplation, namely, a

kind of volunlar)' ignorance of all the nobler
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springs of human action, a voluntary cling-

ing to a mode of life, such as, in all its

moral elements, might be lived by beings

very far down in the scale of civilisation.

In cases of this kind how much should be

attributed to sheer inferiority of organiza-

tion in the individual, and how much to the

lack of favourable formative influences?

The balance is often difficult to strike, but

probably no case comes under our notice in

which we are not disposed to believe that,

had circumstances only been differe?it^ a better

result might have been brought about.

Strange characters no doubt are born into

the world, but what these might become

under a thoroughly natural and healthy sys-

tem of education no one, perhaps, is in a

position to say. Certain it is that, by unwise

and vicious methods of education, many a

naturally good disposition has been spoilt,

and gifts of intellect that might have proved

of the highest value to society have either

been condemned to uselessness, or directed

into positively mischievous courses. The

great dramatist has told us of a " Divinity

that shapes our ends, rough-hew them how

we will." This may perchance hold true of

human destinies ; but in the development

of human character it would seem as if

nature did the rough-hewing and left educa-

tion and circumstances to do the shaping.

And the shaping is a great deal. The turn

that it gives to our thoughts, our interests,

our tastes, our manners, may make all the

difference between happiness and unhappi-

ness, between success and the want of it

;

may make our lives noble or make them

mean, make them a blessing to the world or

a burden even to ourselves. Very few

human beings have even moderate justice

done to them in the way of education. Car-

lyle has said :
" A wise, well-calculating

"breeding of a young genial soul in this

" world, or alas of any young soul in it, lies

" fatally over the horizon in these days."

The statement is an extreme one, but to

those who know how to read Carlyle, it con-

3

tains a truth. " Wise and well-calculating

" breeding " does not lie completely " over

" the horizon " even in these days ; but, like

all excellent things, it is rare. To make it

more common is the one great problem in

education ; a problem, however, the full im-

portance of which few appreciate. By edu-

cation is too commonly understood the mere

acquisition of " useful knowledge," in other

words, of an equipment for the great Hfe-

struggle for wealth. The moulding of the

character, the awakening and strengthening

of the intellectual powers, the cultivation of

the tastes and the emotions, scarcely enter

into the popular idea of education at all.

Yet surely an education that makes no pro-

vision for these things is unworthy of being

offered to a being like man, susceptible of

reverence, of love, of disinterestedness, of

admiration, of enthusiasm for the true and
the beautiful ; a being formed for rational

enquiry and discourse, and capable of gov-

erning his life by devotion to high ideals.

That there is in average humanity a capacity

for something better than we ordinarily see

is proved by the success that attends the

efforts of all really eminent teachers. One
man hke Dr. Arnold gives a tone to the

thoughts and sentiments of hundreds of

youths, so that those whom he has trained

are distinguishable by their intellectual and

moral qualities for the rest of their lives. A
recent Avriter in Blackwood's Magazine held

that Dr. Arnold made his boys too consci-

entious ; but if there was an error on that

side, which I am slow to believe, it was an

error that very few teachers could commit if

they tried, and one of which very few have

ever been accused.

Whether as the result of fortunate, or in

spite of unfortunate, influences and agencies,

some souls in every generation are seen to

rise above the commonplace of human ex-

istence, so as to derive from the habitual

exercise of their higher and nobler faculties

an interest at once keen and satisfying. The
life that such live is pre-eminently a life of
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thought, animated and kindled by strong

moral feeling. If we call it " the intellectual

life," we shall not, perhaps, use the words

very inappropriately, or assign to them more

meaning than they are adapted to bear.

For is there not in the word " intellect " it-

self, something noble and imposing, and

should we care to dignify with the name

ititcllechuil activity thought devoted to idle

or selfish purposes ? In such a life as I re-

fer to, there is a pervading unity of tone and

purpose. The man who thinks a noble

thought does not distinguish between the

mental act and its moral colouring ; to him

it is simply one moment of his existence.

If, therefore, one word is to be chosen to

express a life in which high thoughts and

high aims are thus harmoniously and indis-

solubly blended, I know of none more suit-

able than the word " intellectual."

The first step in this life is to have faith

in reason ; to believe sincerely, thoroughly,

and once for all, that man has faculties

adapted for the discovery of truth, and that

a faithful use of these must be attended by

good results. Such a faith is so natural to

the human mind that it can hardly fail to be

developed in any one who in youth sees ex-

amples, or perhaps even a single example,

of its active exercise. In default of living

companionship of the right kind, a book

casually met with will sometimes awaken

the mind to a sense of its powers and privi-

leges ; but, in whatever way the effect is

\\Tought,it is always one of the very greatest

moment. A too common idea of human

reason is that it is a narrow kind of calcu-

lating faculty, useful in business operations

and in the ordinary affairs of life ; but, in

wider or deeper (juestions, more likely to

lead to error than to truth. The true view

of reason is that it is the only faculty man

has for arriving at truth on any subject great

or small, so that any truth whicii reason can-

not grasp is entirely out of human reach.

If we are to guard against being led astray

by reason, wli.it f.i< ulty arc wc to employ

for the purpose ? Shall we better ourselves

by giving the reins to imagination, or jumj)-

ing at conclusions with our eyes shut ? This

is what in certain quarters wear^ counselled

to do, on the understanding, of course,

that the conclusions we jump at shall be

those of our counsellors ; otherwise our faith

is vain. Madame de Stael understood pretty

well a certain class of philosophers when

she wrote :
*' The defenders of prejudices,

" that is to say, of unjust claims, of super-

" stitious doctrines, of oppressive privileges,

" try to call into existence an apparent op-

" position between reason and philosophy,

" in order to be able to maintain that reason

" may lay an interdict upon reason, that

" there are truths which we should believe

" without understanding them, principles

" which we must admit, but forbear from

" analysing ; in a word, a sort of exercise of

" thought which serves the single purpose of

" persuading us how useless all thought is."*

There must have been " Grammars of As-

sent," and treatises on " The Limits of Reli-

gious Thought " in those days as well as in

these, for here they are described as regards

their spirit and purpose to the very letter.

He who once fully realizes that truth is

made for man and man for truth, enjoys a

sense of freedom that nothing else can give.

He breathes a larger and more invigorating

air, and feels himself a citizen, not of the

world only, but of the universe. He is de-

livered from bondage to his own opinions,

for he knows now that, though he were

proved wrong on every jioint, there is a

ri^ht elsewhere—that in fact, only in the

the light of higher truth could he be rationally

convinced of his own errors. The pool

Clough, whose life was almost a type-example

of what we would here describe, has nobly

said

—

" It ffirlitk's my soul to know

'rh.il, thoujjh 1 perish, Truth is so
;

That, howsoc'cr I stray and range,

Dc b Lilturalurc, p. 514.
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Whate'er I do, Thou dost not change.

I steadier step when I recall

That, if I slip, Thou dost not fall."

Most men, on the contrary, speak and

act as though the fortunes of the universe

were bound up with their own infalHbility,

and as if, therefore, any demonstration of

radical error in their opinions would imperil

all the happiness and hopes of humanity.

Hence follows, by a natural process of de-

velopment, a kind of fetish-worship of

opinions that leaves out of sight almost

entirely the question of their truth or false-

hood, and looks only at their supposed

utility. The more assured a man is of pos-

sessing the truth, the more confident should

be his out-look upon the world, the more

prepared he should be to examine the opin-

ions of those who are so unfortunate as to

disagree with him, and ascertain the grounds

on which they are held. We find, however,

that just the contrary is the case ; that

people whose opinions rest, as they say, on

an immovable basis, are, as a general thing,

particularly reluctant to acquaint themselves

directly with other forms of belief. They

will, perhaps, look into some travesty of

hostile opinions prepared for them by hands

they can trust, but as for a personal survey

of the hostile territory, they would rather be

excused. In such cases the thing dreaded

is not the loss of truth, but the loss of a per-

suasion ; that truth may be on the other side

they cannot help at times suspecting, but

they are determined never to be brought

face to face with the proofs. If they thought

that a thorough and candid examination of

their opponents' position would confirm

them in their present opinions and set their

minds for ever at rest, they would gladly and

eagerly resort to it ; but they think nothing

of the kind. Instead of setting truth above

opinion, they set opinion above truth.

Truth is a far-off Mikado, a dignified kind of

entity always to be spoken of with respect,

but opinion is the praesens divus, the Ty-

coon, or, to come back to Europe, the

mayor of the palace—the actual ruler of

men's lives. Is there no word to express

this disposition of mind ? Certainly there

is : the word is scepticistti. The sceptic, in

any sense of the word, that can live in this

century is not he who, after candid examina-

tion, decides that he cannot accept this or

that system of behef, but he whose mind is

full of dark places that he does not care to

have illumined, who fears that his struc-

ture of belief is tottering, yet dreads to ex-

amine its foundations, or even so much as

to put out his hand to steady it, who pit-

eously begs everybody near to keep quiet,

lest a breath or a vibration should lay the

whole fabric in ruins.

Directly opposed to the spirit of scepti-

cism is the spirit of intellectual liberty. He
whose thought has been emancipated may
find himself compelled to deny, or at least

to question, many thingscommonly accepted,

but the general tone of his^mind is not nega-

tive, but positive. In a certain sense he

feels as though he could believe all things,

for he is prepared to welcome truth from

any quarter, and the universe seems to him

full of truth, while error dwindles away to

the most insignificant dimensions. Even

errors, when understood in their genesis and

development, yield up their quota of truth,

and may thus serve, like any other objects

of study, to help forward the education of

the mind.

It by no means follows that he \vho has

arrived at a conviction of the supremacy of

reason must make an idol of his own

individual reason, or set up any form what-

ever of self-worship. Of course he will be

accused of this, and probably of numerous

other absurdities, but he must learn, as a

reasonable man, to bear the charge with

patience, knowing how plausible it must

appear to those who urge it. Reason itself

teaches that, in certain matters, the reason

of others is to be preferred to our own ; and,

in such cases we shall use our reason simply

to guide us to those whom it may be prudent
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for us to trust or follow. If these, instead of

doing us good, inflict injury on us, or lead

us astray, we pay the penalty of our ignor-

ance, as men have been doing, more or less,

from the beginning of the world. Our duty

was discharged if we made the best selection

that the state of our knowledge, or the infor-

mation within our each, enabled us to make.

No one knows better than he who believes in

reason how to submit to authority ; for no one

is more impressed than he with the advantage

that knowledge has over ignorance, or with the

inexorable character of all natural laws. " A
pious soul," says Carlyle, writing of his

friend Sterling, "we may justly call him

devoutly submissive to the will of the

Supreme in all things ; the highest and sole

essential form which Religion can assume

in man, and without which all forms of

religion are a mockery and a delusion in

man." In the intellectual life there is no

spirit of revolt, but rather a desire to be

brought into harmony with whatever may

be recognized as the decrees of Provi-

dence or the laws of Nature, in a word,

with whatever is permanent and essential in

the general constitution of things.

The great truths of the universe are not

of any private interpretation—their applica-

tion is to all mankind, their benefits are for

all. He, therefore, who has seen reason in

its beauty and its infinitude will feel that his

life, at least, must afford some feeble reflec-

tion of that which has dawned upon his

spirit. He has become a debtor to humanity,

and woe to him if he preaches not some

kind of gospel. Was the revelation made

to him that he might thereafter shut his

lips and live a life of selfishness among his

fellow-men ? Or can he avail himself of

the wider and deeper views of things to

which he has been admitted simply to in-

crease his own personal i)restige and power ?

That men cannot be thus unfaithful to the

highest gifts it would be rash to assert, but

surely it must be hard fcjr them to be ; for

does not all illumination, like the first rays

of sunlight on the lips of the fabled statue,

seem to smite into music the very " chords

of self," attuning them to a vaster harmony

than they had ever before known? There

is nothing in the world so catholic as reason.

Interests and traditions divide men and arm

them against one another, but reason would

unite them, if they would but listen to its

voice. Edgar Quinet has well pointed out

that what the mightiest church the world

ever saw failed to accomplish—the unifica-

tion of humanity—science, which is nothing

but embodied reason, is every day hastening

to a consummation. Let me try and trans-

late here a few of his eloquent sentences :

—

" This reign of unity, which the church

" is still pursuing, science, in its ceaseless

" progress, has all but grasped, if indeed.

" she has not fully grasped it. You heap
" upon her your lofty scorn, but all the while

" she is accomplishing that which you con-

" tent yourself with promising. What is she

" doing ? Why, she is the same for all peo-

" pies, she speaks, and makes her authority

" respected in all languages ; she brings to-

"gether difterent climates and does away
" with space. Always in agreement with

" the vast book of Nature, wide open from

" East to West, she knows nothing of sects

" or heresies. She works ; she imitates the

*' Creator, and brings nature to its perfection.

" While you are discoursing, she is advanc-

"ing; and the modern world, which you

"refuse to follow, is resting itself more and
" more upon her laws, as upon eternal reason,

"the one truly catholic reason brought to

" light by the very men you have con-

"demned."*

The intellectual life, therefore, is a life of

sympathy with humanity and of harmony

with nature. It finds its natural aliment m
general truths, and the satisfaction of its ac-

tive impulses in the enunciation of these

truths, and, so far as may be, in their practi-

cal application to human aflairs. All sus-

* L'Ultramontanisme. Lcfon V.
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tained intellectual life must have its root in

human interests of one kind or another, and

we find, as a matter of fact, that the keenest

students, those who grasp at the most ency-

clopaedic knowledge, are those whose labours

bear most directly on the progress of society.

And here it may be remarked that faith in

reason and faith in progress are sentiments

so closely allied that they are seldom seen

apart. For in what does progress consist, if

not in the gradual assimilation, so to speak,

by the social organism, of successive discov-

eries of truth ? If, therefore, there are no

assignable limits to the conquests of the

human mind, there can be none to the pro-

gress of society. It has been truly remarked

that the idea of progress is a wholly modern

one. The thoughts of the ancients seem

scarcely to have wandered beyond their own
time ; and after the introduction of Chris-

tianity, the whole stress of human hopes (and

fears) was transferred to a future life, this

mundane state of existence being regarded

as a provisional dispensation which might

at any moment be abruptly terminated. Of

course men continued to follow their in-

stincts ; they married and gave in marriage

(though the thought of the approaching end

ofthe world was often an incitement to celi-

bacy), they fought and traded and built; but

the idea that here on this earth the human
race had a glorious destiny to fulfil was one

for which the system in which they believed

allowed no room. It was with the much-

abused French philosophers of the i8th

century, that the idea of progress may be

said to have originated. In the face of a

hierarchy still powerful and dangerous, they

ventured to dispute the doctrine of the total

corruption of human nature, and to contend

that the free exercise of thought, instead of

leading inevitably to error, was the only

means by which men could hope to escape

from their errors, and to advance in the

knowledge of the truth. They held, too,

that the free play of human instincts and

feelings, instead of involving the ruin of

society, would lead to the evolution of a far

better social order than the one then existing.

That they were over-sanguine in some of

their anticipations, that they expected too

much from the mere removal of restrictions

on human action, may readily be admitted
\

but it is their glory to have believed in li-

berty in a larger sense than it had ever been

believed in before ; and to have seen in

prophetic vision that golden age of the future

to which all the noblest minds of the present

generation instinctively look forward, and

the hope of which grows stronger in the

breast of humanity with each succeeding

year. The ideas which these men cast abroad

worked like leaven in French society, and

no doubt hastened the downfall of the cor-

rupt and fast-decaying French monarchy
;

but to-day, no longer revolutionary in their

tendency, they are a faith to thousands and

furnish the inspiration of much noble and

unobtrusive effort for the general good.

To lead a truly intellectual life, prizing the

perception of truth above the rewards of the

world, requires an elevation of character

that not every man of superior intellect

possesses. The world is ever at the elbow

of the man of talent, urging, tempting him

to devote to its service—but not in the

highest sense—the gifts at his command.

A thousand voices cry :
" Amuse us, enliven

us, startle us, flatter us, or, if you like, satir-

ize us ; but in some way or other excite and

please us, and you shall not have to wait

for your recompense. We will pay you

cash down, and leave no debt for posterity

to settle. Your name and fame shall be in

all the newspapers, and if criticism ventures

to attack you we will laugh it out of coun-

tenance ) for are we not the great public, and

can we not protect our favourites?" Yield-

ing to such solicitations, many a man has

abandoned art and truth, and devoted him-

self to the ignoble task of gratifying tastes

which he recognized as frivolous or vicious.

He has given the world what it ordered, al-

lowed it to dictate what he should write or
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speak or create, and he has had his reward

in popularity and pay. Perhajjs if he has

been verj- successful he has been proclaimed

a true classic, and promised an immortality

of renown. True classics, however, are not

often those who take their own generation

by storm,* and are never those who write

simply with a view to immediate popularity.

The fame of Shakspeare, Spenser, and Mil-

ton is vastly greater in this age than it was

in their own. not only because this age is

able to understand them in a wider and

deeper sense than the one in which they

wrote, but because these great names have

received the cumulative admiration of every

generation through which they have passed.

It is not too much to say that a man who

has the stuff in him of a tnje classic will

not be thoroughly comprehended or enjoyed

by the mass of his contemporaries, for the

simple reason that, in point of thought, he

is in advance of them. It rests with pos-

terity to do him full justice, and if he be a

writer of the first eminence, a Dante, a

Shakspeare, a Goethe, a dozen generations

are not too much for the purpose.

There are many enemies to intellectual

life, but they may be all classed under the

one head as tlie world. One man is tempt-

ed to write rubbish for popular consump-

tion, another to compose trashy music, an-

other to fall in with vulgar tastes in archi-

tecture or in the decorative arts. Others

again are summoned to bear a part in the

political struggles of their day ; and nothing

will satisfy the multitude but that they should

visibly ally themselves with some existing

party organization, and aim at the ordinary

rewards of political partisanship or leader-

ship. According to the popular view, ability

is, like wealth, a [)ersonal possession to be

used for the benefit of the possessor ; and

why a man who has ability should not cm-

• " II n'cst pa-s lx)n dc paraltrc trop vjte ct d'cm-

VjKc classiquc & scs contcmi>orains ; on a {jramlc

chance alors de nc pas rcslcr tcl pour la postiirit^."

Ste. Beuvc, Causcrics du Lundi. VuL 3, p. 40.

ploy it to procure his worldly advancement

is a mystery that passes all vulgar under-

standing. Not only so, but many men be-

come irritated and vexed whenever thev

hear of any one whose apparent aim in life

is simply to investigate the truth of things,

and bring that truth to bear as much as pos-

sible on the minds of others.

Urit enim fulgore suo qui praegravat artes

Infra se positas.

They have an uncomfortable feeling that

the business of the world, and perhaps their

OAvn particularly, could not go on if truth

were generally sought after, or if it were a

matter of general obligation to pursue only

right ends, and to pursue those only by right

means. The man of ideas thus appears to

many in the light of a dangerous innovator,

simply because, having forsaken the rule of

thumb for the rule of logic, and the morality

of expediency for that of principle, there is

no knowing what doctrines he may some day

bring forward for the confusion of society. He
may not have announced anything revolu-

tionary as yet, but his method seems to con-

tain in it " the promise and potency " of

every form of revolution.

Let a man but renounce his devotion to

truth and principle, and the more brain-

power he can bring to the aid of a party or

cause the more welcome his alliance will be.

He will become a champion athlete in par-

liamentary or journalistic struggles ; weaker

men will rally round him ; and in due time

he may scale the highest seat of power.

There will be plenty of work for him to do ;

plenty of glory to gain. Instead of hiding

in obscurity, he will be ever m the eye of

the world. Instead of inspiring aversion and

distrust by his very talents, he will secure

admiration and, in a certain measure, sym-

pathy. Instead of straining, more or less

painfully, after a high ideal, he will have

succKss, the great ideal of nearly all the

world, brought within easy grasp. The one

I condition is that he shall do as others do,
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fight the world with its own weapons, and

forget as much as possible that he was ever

summoned to any nobler task.

" Do you mean then," some one here may

ask, " that men of high character and ability

" should stand aloof from public affairs and
" leave them to be managed by men of in-

'* feriorquaUfications, intellectual and moral?"

I should be sorry to mean anything of the

kind j but this I do mean : that if, to any

man in particular, participation in public

life involves a sensible lowering of his stan-

dards of duty, or the sacrifice of more im-

portant principles than any he can hope to

vindicate or establish, then for that man par-

ticipation in public life is an error, if not a

crime. And to how many men such as I

refer to has a public career of any length

involved less than this ? Where is the name

among men who have been long in poli-

tics in this, or I might almost say, in any

country that is capable of exciting the

enthusiasm of rational men ? There are

party leaders of ability who receive daily

flattery from those whose interest it is to

flatter them ; but where is the man who has

shown in the struggle of parties a spirit su-

perior to stratagem, to evasion, to unworthy

compromise, the man who has neither alien-

ated his judgment nor sacrificed his consci-

ence, the man upon whom good men may
fix their hopes and whose public virtues

the youth of our country may be urged

to imitate ? We have seen men go into

politics who might have been all this, some

perhaps who we trusted would be, but

—

some change has passed over them : to

those whose hopes were brightest they are

"lost leaders."

If the only choice to a man of intellect

were between absolute passivity and nullity,

in respect to the political interests of the

country, and an active political career with

all its moral risks, there would be much to

say in favour of the latter course ; but such

fortunately is far from being the case. A
man does not need to be a practical poli-

tician in order to influence public opinion.

As a private citizen he may uphold true

principles and help to guide those around

him to right conclusions. The important

question, if we would estimate any man's

work aright, is not, How widely his name has

been repeated ? but, what have those who

repeat his name learnt or received from him ?

What kind of moral impulse has he commu-

nicated to those who have come into con-

tact with him ? Surely to have done good

to a few is infinitely better than merely to

have provided talk for many. When Alci-

biades wanted to set the Athenians chatter-

ing he cut off his dog's tail, and no doubt

the experiment was perfectly successful.

The press in these days furnishes a means

of influence second to none in importance,

and fortunately it cannot be entirely usurped

for purposes of party warfare. There are

channels here and there through which dis-

interested thought can find expression ; and

the influence which one able and thoroughly

impartial writer can exert on public senti-

ment outweighs that of a score of special

pleaders in Parliament or out of it. The

practical politicians of the day in England

look to the press for direction far more than

the press looks to them ; the thinkers lay

down the law for the doers ; themselves un-

seen, and for the most part unknown, they

guide in no small degree the destinies of a

great empire.

If the atmosphere of politics is unfavour-

able to high intellectuality, not less so is the

atmosphere of what in a special sense is

called " society." The intellectual man, as

conceived in these pages, is serious, earnest,

sincere ; he must put on a mask if he is to

appear otherwise ; society will have nothing

to do with seriousness or earnestness, and

though it does not as openly banish sincerity,

(nobody likes to profess himself, in so many

words, "a fraud") it succeeds in reducing

that virtue within such narrow limits that

those who fail altogether to see it may well be

excused. The intellectual man's converse is
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with ideas and truths : society interests itself

only in the most frivolous and insipid of

facts. The intellectvial man pursues culture :

society pursues common-place. The intel-

lectual man is above all things a man, and,

in all his most intimate thoughts, he takes

his stand on common ground with the mass

of his fellow-creatures ; he is raised above

them in point of advantages, but he feels

the strength oi the bond that unites human

heart with human heart. His " society " is

the world, not that handful of people who

usurp the name and who, with a fatuity al-

most inconceivable, seem to think that for

them the whole economy of nature was

planned, and that, if other classes exist, it is

that they may minister to their wants, and

supply an effective contrast to their brilliance

and gaiety.

But, alas ! as a poet I have already quoted,

has said,

" The heart is prone to fall away,

Her high and cherished visions to forget."

There is a weak side to even the best

characters, a side to which the fascinations

of society can appeal with dangerous force
;

and much of high purpose has e'er this been

lost in the whirl of dissipation, or extinguished

in the unworthy and ungenerous rivalries

that make up so large a portion of fashion-

able life. But as

" E'en in a palace life may be livetl well."

so it is possible to be in " society " and yet

not of it, to observe its fonns while reject-

ing its spirit ; what is not possible is to ac-

cept its spirit, to adopt its tone, and yet to

cultivate the life of the intellect and of the

soul. As well try to unite political jjhiloso-

phy with slavish partisanship, or devotion to

art with constant consultation of popular

tastes.

To very few is it given to devote them-

selves wholly to intellectual pursuits ; but it

is by no means necessary to do so to live in

the truest sense an intellectual life. As has

often l)ccn remarked, mu( h of the- best think-

ing and of the highest order of literary work

has been done by men actively engaged in

the business of the world. The names of

Bacon, Milton, Clarendon, and Biirke would

be as seriously missed from the political, as

from the literary, history of their country.

It is indeed an inestimable advantage for the

thinker who would deal with ])olitical or so-

cial questions to have had his own share of

action in society, provided always the rela-

tions into which he has entered with men or

with parties have not been such as to cripple

or pervert his judgment. In the same way,

and with the same proviso,the best narrator of

events will be he who can say " quorum ma^-

na pars fui.''' The importance of the pro-

viso has been illustrated in many cases, and

quite lately in a very signal instance : Lord

Russell has had a very large place in the his-

tory of England for forty years past ; but his

lately published "Recollections" are pro-

nounced by competent judges to be a very

faulty and partial record of the period over

which they extend.

Be a man's occupations what they may,

he must furnish himself with facts before he

can theorise with advantage. If any one

imagines that the intellectual region is one

in which facts become of little importance,

he is very greatly mistaken. The only dif-

ference between the thinker and other men

is that he, having gathered his facts, sifts,

arranges, questions them, and thus forces

them to yield up whatever of truth they con-

tain. For facts, be it remembered, are not

in themselves truths ; they are only the

material out of which truth can be distilled.

By dint of practice, the man of thought ac-

(juircs a wonderful facility in referring special

facts to the class or order to which they be-

long, and thus obtaining a ready insight into

their significance. For persons unacciuaint-

ed with his method and resources, he might

ajjpcar to be dealing witli matters in a most

arbitrary way ; whereas, in reality, he is but

availing himself of previously-accinired know-

ledge, or j)reviously-established conclusions.
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It need not be denied that even great phil-

osophers do sometimes base their theories

on insufficient foundations ; such mistakes

(which men of the world, little as they think

it, are making every day of their lives) are

incidental to the imperfection ofhuman facul-

ties, and do not arise from any failure to

recognize that the whole value and virtue of

every theory must depend upon its exact

agreement with all the facts it purports to

explain. Not the philosopher only, but the

poet as well, must have facts in his posses-

sion before he can produce any work that

shall deserve to live. We think of the poet

as dealing in fancies, but who has so won-

derful a gift as he in opening our eyes to the

facts of the world in which we live ? He
has seen with his own eyes, and noted a

thousand things that have passed before our

eyes too, but to which we never gave heed.

His verse is more expressive to us than the

face of nature itself. Why ? Because his

eye is keener than ours, and because he

speaks to us in human accents that nature

cannot command. We have lived in the

world ] we have had intercourse with men
;

we think we understand pretty well the

springs of human action ; but here is a man
who will tell us all we ever knew and a great

deal more. Whence hath he this knowledge?

That sometimes is a mystery, but he has it

;

and we, who thought ourselves knowing,

stand abashed.

The intellectual life should be a life of

patience—patience in gathering knowledge,

patience in drawing conclusions, and patience

in waiting for results. It may be hard some-

times to reconcile enthusiasm with patience

but they may be reconciled, and they must

be, if the best results are to be achieved.

The patience of the believers in a cause is

no less a presage ofvictory than their enthu-

siasm ; indeed, of the two it is the fuller of

promise. Let cynics or fatalists say what

they will, the hope of a rational ordering of

human society, .the hope of some future har-

mony of human beliefs, does spring eternal in

the human breast. And the life is one that

maketh not ashamed; those who possess it

must avow it, and must work towards its real-

ization. Not only in the prophet-minds of

every age has it asserted itself, but in the

minds of the people at large there has ever

been a dim foreboding of some great good

in store for humanity. We see not as yet

the outlines even of the future edifice of civil-

ization ; but we see errors and falsehoods

which it is a manifest and immediate duty to

combat, and the destruction of which we

cannot but believe will hasten the advent of

the better time. What the world lacks is

faith ; it has long been taught that it is very

evil, and the lesson has been learnt so

thoroughly that it is hard now to make peo-

ple beUeve that in themselves there are in-

finite capacities for good, and that nearly all

the good they do is done independently of

laws or enactments of any kind. The per-

suasion of an evil often has as serious effects

as the evil itself \ a " malade imaginaire

"

may be the most hopeless of invalids. The

world is at this moment, to some extent, a

" malade imaginaire f but unfortunately the

great multitude of its physicians are exert-

ing themselves only to prolong its delusion.

A great mark of the true intellectual life

is simplicity. How can a man who is de-

voting himself with singleness of purpose

to the discovery and diffusion of truth, or

whose mind has in any way received the

stamp of intellectual elevation, burden him-

self with refinements of luxury, affectations

of pedantry, or any of the multiplied forms

of vain glorious pretence ? The more closely

a man's attention is concentrated on ab-

stract or general questions, the more his

own personaUty sinks out of sight. It can-

not, indeed, be maintained that literary men

and savans are always exempt from vanity

;

but it is undoubtedly true that this failing

has very seldom been exhibited by the

greatest among them. It is also true that

just in proportion to a man's intellectual

eminence, to his capacity for high thinking,
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are we struck by the incongniity of any

exhibition on his part of vanity or affecta-

tion. It is satisfactory to note in this mat-

ter a marked advance in pubUc sentiment.

The Hterary men of to-day would be

ashamed to indulge in personal quarrels

such as their predecessors of a century or

more ago jiaraded before the world. They

studiously avoid (of course I speak gene-

rally) all personal issues, rightly conceiving

that their proper business is to throw light

on the questions they undertake to treat

;

not to demand attention for themselves.

No one needs companionship and sym-

pathy more than he who is leading, or try-

ing to lead, an intellectual life : unfortu-

nately none are more often deprived of

these advantages. It is easy to have a

" chum," or any number of them, if a pipe

of tobacco and talk on the local news of

the day make up your ideal of social en-

joyment, but not if your thoughts run very

much on higher themes. In the centres

of population the earnest student can pro-

bably find a few like-minded ; but else-

where he must, generally speaking, pursue

his career solitary and unaided except by

books and journals. A useful thought for

such is that others here and there are

treading the same path under the same dif-

ficulties ; for it is cheering to know that we

have fellow-labourers, even though we may
never see them nor even learn their names.

Here are a couple of sentences from Edgar

Quinet's " Histoire de mes Id<^es," whi( li

many perhaps may read with encourage-

ment :

" I had a presentiment tha{ what was
wanted was an almost complete revolution

in intellectual matters ; and, as I saw no
one working towards the accomplishment of

the change, I fancied myself alone. This
feeling of solitude was weighing me down
at the very moment when so many immor-
tal works, yet unknown to the world, were

being prepared in silence, germinating, as it

were, under ground.
" Every one imagined himself alone as I

did, and thought and meditated as though

upon a desert isle. And yet all were being

wrought upon at the same time by the new-
born spirit of the century, and all were

feeling in their very bones the pangs of

moral growth. How many complaints were

there exhaled ! How many sincere tears

were shed ! Nature herself groans when
she is about to bring to the birth."

The intellectual life is a serious life, but

it knows nothing of ennui ; and its plea-

sures, to those who have tasted them in their

purity, must ever seem the noblest that the

constitution of man has placed within his

reach. Let me close with a word from one

who could speak with authority :
" Pure

ideas, visible only to the inward eye, are of

all things that men can know the most beau-

tiful. To live in them is true enjoyment

—

happiness with no admixture of cloud."*

* William Von Humboldt : quoted in an article

in the Loudon Quarterly Review for April, 1 868.
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TRUE SOLITUDE.

TO rest far up the mountain's height,

On some cliff rearing high

It's rugged head, where the night winds

Among the pine trees sigh
;

To mark the shades of evening fall

Athwart yon churchyard rude

—

Far down the vale ; to watch the deep'ning

Shadows in the wood,

I count not solitude.

To wander on the rocky coast

When stars look on the sea
;

To listen to the restless waves,

Beat ever plaintively,

Like memories which upon the shores

Of time unceasing break

;

To hear the wind unto the night

In strange complainings speak,

I count not solitude.

To sit amid old ruins which o'erlook

Some sluggish stream.

As thro' their crumbling arches

Steals the pale moon's shadowy beam \

To hear the mournful owl lament

O'er some decaying tomb,

While the tireless bat its restless flight

Wings circling through the gloom,

I count not solitude.

To dwell with strangers, and to feel

Thyself e'en doubly strange
;

To leave thy home, thy country—all.

Nor find in the exchange

One friend where fate has cast thy lot

;

To feel thou dost intrude

'Mong those who for thy welfare show

No slight solicitude.

Ah ! this is Solitude.

R. R. Manners.
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THE ROMANCE OF A BACK STREET*

A NOVELETTE : IN THREE PARTS.

BY F. W. ROBINSON.

Author of '' Little KaU Kirby ;" " Second-Cousin Sarah " &'c. 6-f.

CHAPTER IV.

CAST DOWN.

JOHN DAX was completely prostrated

by Ellen Morison's avowal. His
strength for awhile suddenly deserted him,

and he relapsed into the old cane-bottomed

chair, wrung his hands together piteously,

and glared at her who had bewildered him
by a strange and awful statement.

What could it mean ? What terrible

secret did it portend ?—Beneath the every-

day exterior of this monotonous business,

the placid surface of what had ever seemed
to him, two gentle, patient, uneventful lives,

what deadly grievance, or cruel ill-feeling

had prevailed ?

He was in a dream, and stupefied by all

its wonderments. What mystery of the past,

what irreparable wrong, could have held

those two young women in silence for three

years, living and working together, and sleep-

ing under the same roof, and yet never ex-

changing a word with one another?
" For three years," he faltered forth at

last, "and you two not speaking all the

time !

"

"We have grown used to the position—it

is not painful to either of us now."
" But will you tell me "

"John, I cannot tell you anything more,"

said Ellen, firmly ;
" I have betrayed too

much already. You are never likely to

know what has estranged my sister from me,

or me from her, and why we hate each other

very bitterly."

• RegUtered in accordance with the Copyright
Act of 1868.

" No, no—don't say that— it is not pos-

sible—you two !
" he exclaimed.

" Ask her presently, if you will. Hear

what she says—repeat to her what I have

told you," said Ellen Morison excitedly

again, " and then tell her your own story if

you dare."

John felt already that he dared not, that

in the past life of Mary Morison lay the

barrier to any confession of the wild dream

that he had had, and to any hope which he

had formed. It would have been wiser if

he had not told the elder sister—if his

avowal had not, as it were, wrung forth the

secret which these two silent women had

jealousy guarded from the world: he thought

he would have been happier to have lived

on in ignorance of so terrible a truth.

He rose and walked towards the door in

a dream-like fashion, as though the vision

lasted still that had oppressed him. This

was not real life yet—the stern reality of all

his after-time. At the threshold he turned,

for the sweet pale face of Mary was looking

towards him from the lialf-open door lead-

ing into the little parlour—he felt that she

had left her work and was nearer him, be-

fore he had glanced round. She remem-

bered him, too, and that was marvellous,

considering how Ellen had been perplexed

at the first sight of him. She came towards

him at once with hands extended, and a

faint smile of welcome flickering at her

lil)s.

" Surely it is our old friend John Dax."

she cried, " and he has not deserted us for

good I

"

" Not for good, Miss Mary " stammered
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the man. " I thought I would come and

have a look at the old shop, just for once !"

he added.

" For once ! " she repeated, wonderingly.

" Yes—I am going away presently—not

yet," he said with a great effort.

" Well, it was kind of you to think of us,

John."

" As if I was likely to forget you, and

your sister," he said, " as if I havn't been

telling her already how I remember the

goodness of you both when I was without a

friend in the world."

" We could not help you much," said

Mary, " but I hope we did our best."

"You saved me," said John Dax.

" Oh ! no—you saved yourself—with hea-

ven's help," answered Mary, warmly.

This was unlike a girl who could bear

malice in her heart, and live for years in

enmity with her sister—surely it was Ellen's

fault that the great difference had arisen,

and existed. Mary was a woman all gentle-

ness and sympathy. Why had he acted so

rashly in the first moments of his return and

told Mary's enemy the great secret, the

great ambition of his life ?

Looking at Mary Morison, he felt that he

could not lightly surrender his one hope, or

believe in all that Ellen had told him. He
would wait and watch for awhile—no one

understood his real character yet—-the sha-

dow of the streets was still upon him.

Mary Morison talked to him as to an old

friend, rather than an old servant ; she

heard the little story he had already related

to his sister, with the exception of the money

in trust upstairs, and that he was silent con-

cerning, and Ellen stole away and left them

together. The elder sister offered him his

chance to speak, his opportunity to learn

the truth for himself, but he would not avail

himself of it. He was afraid to ask any

questions bearing onjthelpast, or appertaining

to the future—he had not the courage to

risk so much again. To tell all that was in

his heart, was to shut away this dear face for

ever from him ; he could come no more after

his mad avowal of attachment. He would

be more discreet ; he would be content with

seeing her for awhile, and letting time plead

for or against him ; under any circumstances

it was beyond his strength to say good-bye.

He thanked her for past kindness, as he

had thanked her sister Ellen, but he hinted

not at the romance which had brought him

to Gibbon Street. He expressed a wish to

look in at the Gibbon Street shop now and

then, and talk of old times, to ask her ad-

vice, and her sister's, as to his future course

in life, and she said that she should be glad

to see him when he was disposed to visit

them. He went away almost happy with

that assurance, until all that Ellen Morison

had told him rose up like a wall between

him and his dream-land. In his own room

in the Waterloo Road—he had never been

far away from them—he was not sanguine

of results, and his spirits sank to zero at the

misty prospect lying beyond that day.

CHAPTER V.

A TIME OF TRIAL.

PATIENCE was one of the rare vir-

tues of our common-place hero. He
had borne much in the old days without a

murmur ; in the time of his prosperity, and

with a new ordeal to face, he was still the

same uncomplaining individual. He was a

man content to wait after all ; for six months

he had had the courage to keep away from

Gibbon Street, for six months more he

played the part of humble friend, and bided

his time, although in the first impulse of his

despair he had told Ellen Morison that he

could not come there.

True, he had another mission in life at

first, and this kept him strong. If he were

unrewarded by a sign of affection, still he

was Mary's friend, in a way, and there came
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no one else to Gibbon Street ; and the new

task that he had set himself was to help to-

wards a better understanding; between the

two sisters, and to endeavour ))y degrees,

and by some common object of interest, to

draw those two toj^ether who had drifted so

strangely and awfully ajiart. It was a giani's

task, and beyond his strength, but he did

not learn that readily. He had faith in his

powers in this direction, and the more he

saw of the sisters Morison, the less he could

believe in their unforgiving natures, or deep-

seated wrongs. Either sister apart was gen-

tle and affable, with the rare art of saying

kind words in a kind fashion ; little acts of

neighbourly attention, of friendly service to

folk poorer than themselves, told of earnest,

thoughtful, charitable women, as forcibly as

in the time when John Daxwas poor. How
was it possible that to each other these two

should remain obdurate as fate ? Poor John

was not a philosopher, or a man of any de-

gree of depth ; his little efforts to make
them friends were exceedingly transparent,

his futile appeals on trivial matters from one

to another, when by some chance they were

together, were very plain, and at times awk-

ward, and finally they brought the schemer

into trouble.

It was Mary Morison who faced him with

reproof on this occasion. The days were

drawing out towards the summer then, and

John Dax called once or twice a week.

" I have seen for some time, John, that you

are acquainted with a secret which my sister

and I had hoped to hide from most people,"

she said to him one evening ;
" will you tell

me why you interfere?"

" You do not speak ; I cannot understand

how so long a (juarrel as this can last," he

answered readily. " You will not blame nie.

Miss Mary, for trying in my humble way to

end it?"

" Why should you ? " she inquired.

" It ain't natural
;
you and Miss Ellen

should be the best of friends."

" It is unnatural, John, but it is not to be

prevented. Do not interfere between us,

please, or
"

She paused and looked steadily at the

young man, who said

—

" Or what. Miss Mary ? Don't be hard

with me."

" CJr it will be my place and hers to ask you

not to come near us again—to keep away

for good. For the good," she added a mo-

ment afterwards, " of the three of us."

John was crestfallen. He could do no more

after this. His own position, wherein he

fairly hoped at times he had advanced a

Httle, was in jeopardy, and he could not

afford to be dismissed unceremoniously, and

for ever, from her presence. If he could

only save her from the miser}' of this isola-

tion by taking her to himself—if she would

step some day from the eternal silence and

gloom of that dreadful house—it had become

dreadful to him now, knowing the ill-feeling

that was in it—and let him devote his life

to making hers more happy than it possibly

could be in her home. If she would only

pity him—and herself! Loving Mary Mo-

rison very truly, if very madly, it became

natural on his part to distrust by degrees the

elder sister, and to fancy that he read in

Ellen's thoughtful gaze at him, a growing

dislike towards himself He had sided in-

directly with Mary ; he had disregarded the

advice of Ellen ; he was there as often as

excuses could take him to the house ; he

could not believe in any faults of the younger

sister bringing about the cause of offence or

distrust ; in his place, and despite his effort,

there was no stand to be taken on the neu-

tral ground. Love held the scales, and

turned the balance in Mary's favour.

" How long is this to last ?" Islleii asked

of hun Duc day.

" Is what to last?" rejoined Jolin, for the

want of a belter rejily at tlie moment.
" This wasting of your lile," was the sharp

explanation proffered.

" lentil I know the truth concerning her."

" And yourself, you mean ?
"
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" Yes."

" It is very plain to see, but you come

here with closed eyes," she said ;
" it is as

I told you in the winter time, and when you

took no warning."

" I will hear all from your sister—let her

give me my answer in good time."

" I am not likely to interfere between you;

but you are not sane, John Dax, to dream

on in this wilful fashion."

" It is not to be helped now," John said,

moodily.

And it was not. He had erected his idol

—it had been his task from the days of his

vagabondage, when Mary Morison was first

kind to him, and when it collapsed it would

crush him.

John Dax was not idle during his term of

faithful service ; in acquiring money he had

learned the value of it, and the necessity of

storing it. He was not living wholly on his

means ; he had found employment, if not any

great degree of pay, at a bookbinder's, where

he was slowly and laboriously, being some-

what dull of application, learning the craft.

It would come in handy some day, when

Mary had learned to like him, he thought at

times, in the few sanguine moments which

he had, and to which a kinder word or a

brighter smile than ordinary, would give

birth. She blushed crimson, and turned her

head from him at times too—he was sure of

that. Six months passed completely, and it

was summer time beyond the murky pre-

cincts of Gibbon Street, when Mary was

missing from her customary post. The

place behind the counter was occupied by

Ellen Morison, but the gas was turned low

in the parlour when the long daylight had

gone, and there was no one now at work

within. John noticed this on the first visit,

and it was so uncommon an occurrence

—

so out of the common track of the dullness

of life at the repository, that he said quietly,

even nervously

—

"Where's Miss Mary?"

The face of the elder sister took a deeper

shade of gloom as she answered, reluct-

antly

—

" She is unwell to-day-"

" Not very unwell ?" he asked.

"No ; not very, I hope."

John was not content with these laconic

replies, but was compelled to accept them.

He went away in a moody and dissatisfied

condition, and the next morning he passed

round by Gibbon Street on his way to busi-

ness. The house was open, but there was

no one in the shop or parlour, and he sat

down and waited with shaking hands and

quivering lips for some one to appear. His

passion had taken a strong hold upon him

now, and he was a very child in his excite-

ment. He did not know how weak he was;

he hardly knew how deep had become his

reverence for Mary Morison, until there

seemed some hidden danger threatening

her.

Presently Ellen came down stairs very

pale and stern, and stared with surprise at

John's early visit.

" I could not go to work until I knew how
your sister was," he said humbly and apolo-

getically.

"She is no better," was the answer.

" Has a doctor been sent for?"

"Yes."

" What does he say ? what does he think?"

asked John.

" He says she is very weak and low."

" Pray have further advice—let me—

"

" She is in good hands—she will have the

best attention," Ellen replied gravely.

John Dax reappeared in the evening once

more—and once more had to wait in the

deserted shop wherein the absence of its

owner made but little difference to the busi-

ness. He had something on his mind now

which he wished to unburthen to Ellen Mori-

son, and had been brooding upon it all day.

It had stood between him and any honest

application to work, and, at all hazards, he

must say it.

When Ellen came down stairs at last, she
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said quietly, as if she had expected to find

him waiting there

—

"She is no better. John."

It was the same information as he had

received from her in the morning, but it fore-

boded sadder news to him.

" No better," he cried, " and you so calm

as this !

"

" Hush ! hush ! " she said, as an expres-

sion of pain flitted across her face ;
" it is

my duty to be calm."

" Is she in any danger ?"

" God knows ! " she replied. " The doc-

tor tells me there is nothing to fear at Re-

sent."

''At present! Then—"
She laid her hand upon his arm by way of

caution.

" You are too loud-voiced, John, and the

sick-room is only a few stairs above us. She

is sleeping now—don't wake her for the

world."

" I beg pardon— I am very sorry," he said,

in his new confused way, " but you know

—

oh ! you can guess how her illness troubles

me."
" Yes," she said, " looking at him sorrow-

fully, " it is not hard to guess. But do you

think I have no trouble, too?"

" Oh ! yes, you must have now, for all

these long years of injustice towards her."

" You are foolish and cruel," Ellen re-

turned, half-angrily ;
" how do you know I

have been unjust?"

" You told me."

" It is she, poor woman, who—but there,

I cannot explain to you. You must not

talk of it at a time like this."

" You are kinder in your heart towards

her—she is lying ill, dangerously ill—you

speak to her now ?
"

"She does not speak to me," was the re-

ply ;
" to hear my voice is to aggravate her

fever."

" She shall not lie like this neglected.

Who is the doctor ?—let me seek him out

—

let me tell him—

"

" Nothing of our lives, or of our enmity,

if enmity it be now," she said, interrupting

him. "John Dax, you must not interfere.

Leave her to me and to God."

She put her hands to her face and mur-

mured some low words, as of prayer, before

she took them down again ; and John Dax

had it not in his heart to distrust any more

then. It was only in the streets, which he

paced that night till a late hour, that the old

doubts came back with tenfold force, that he

thought down all the manifestations of the

elder sister's grief, and read from the blurred

pages of his heated brain a wild history of

neglect and apathy—possibly revenge. He
must interfere ; he must warn some one of

Ellen Morison and of the old feud between

her and her sister ; he must not remain pas-

sive, with the woman whom he loved in dan-

ger, and that other woman, who surely hated

her, her only nurse. His distrust was weak-

ened again by the calm force of Ellen Mo-

rison's demeanour, when, more white and

haggard than herself, he faced her the next

morning.

Before he could ask the question she had

answered him, and for the third time with

the old heart-crushing words

—

"She is no better !

"

" She is dying," John Dax raved, "and

you are keeping it from me."

" No, no—there is hope—great hope ; 1

pray," said Ellen, " don't think that, my
poor, weak fellow."

" Why do you leave her to herself—thai

is to yourself—when kind words, kind looks,

are wanted to keep her brave and strong ?'"

he cried. "Great heaven ! to think I can

do nothing—that she is lying there without

a friend."

" I am the best friend she has in the

world, perhaps," she murmured.

" It is not true— it can't be true," cried

John ;
" you have quarrelled with her, she

never hears your voice."

" It would not benefit her now," said

Ellen, wildly.
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" You are wrong."

" No, I am right, she does not know

who I am, or where she is ; she is deh-

rious."

John wrung his hands in his despair. He
would have raved forth again in his grief

had not Ellen's hand, as on the first day of

tribulation, rested on his arm and checked

him.

" I asked you yesterday to leave her to

me and to God," she said very sternly. " I

demand it to-day as my right. You must

not come again to unnerve me ; if you are

thus childish, you had better keep away, for

her sake."

John was awed by her manner—once

again the belief that he had misjudged her

stole to his mind—once again when he was

away from her all the doubts returned. By

these doubts beset he sought out the doc-

tor who attended at the sick house and har-

rassed him with many questions, troubling

him with injunctions as to secrecy as re-

garded his visit, and puzzling that worthy,

but small practitioner, very much.

" She is in a critical state," he said, when

closely pressed by John Dax's inquiries,

" but in no immediate danger. She may
rally suddenly from the fever, even, for she

is young."

" Is she well nursed—well cared for ?
'"

" She has her own sister, who watches

night and day. Ellen Morison is killing

herself with over nursing."

"Tell her so, please
"

" I have told her so already, but it is no

use."

John Dax groaned.

" Are you in any way related to my pa-

tient ? " the doctor asked, curiously.

"No, sir."

" Ah ! a sweetheart perhaps," he said,

.with an effort to put a cheerful tone upon

the subject of discourse, " if so, I hope I

may give you permission to see her in a

day or two."

" No, sir, not a sweetheart," he answered

4

mournfully, " but if I might only see her

—

only be sure
"

And then he came to a full stop, lest he

should do Ellen Morison an irreparable in-

jury by his doubts of her. There was in-

nate heroism in this weak fellow's character

—he was distrustful, but he would not injure

her by a word whilst there were only his

own doubts to fight against.

The next day there was the same soul-

depressing news, but on the day that fol-

lowed there came hope.

" She is a little better."

On the day following that she was con-

scious, but very weak. It was the weakness

now which Mary had to fight against, the

doctor had said only a few minutes ago, and

from that she might sink if great care were

not exercised. John waited for the doctor,

who told him the same facts, regarding him

very curiously and critically meanwhile.

On the third day of better news Ellen

Morison came down and faced him with the

old grave aspect.

" Not worse ? " he cried, in new alarm.

" No, not worse."

" Better then ?
"

" I hope so."

"The doctor has been?"

"Yes. He tells me that Mary is very-

anxious to see you."

" To see me !

" exclaimed John ;
" she

has thought of me then— spoken of me? "

" Yes. Will you go up stairs and see her ?

Can I trust you to be calm, whatever she

says ?
"

" You can."

" Her life may be in your hands, remem-

ber, but she will see you now."

" I am so glad of that !

"

" Ah ! do not be mistaken in this hour,

for the truth is very near to you."

" Do you know what she is going to say

then ? " he asked.

" Yes, I think I do."

John looked inquiringly at her, but she

pointed to the narrow stairs on the right of
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the parlour, and he went up them with a

faltering step and a heart that beat wildly

with surprise, fear, and even joy.

CHAPTER VI.

CONFESSION.

JOHN DAX went softly into the room

where the one romance of his life was

sinking fast away. Surely sinking from life,

as well as from romance, was the wan and

wasted figure lying there, with two great

an.vious eyes regarding him ver)' wistfully as

he entered.

" Oh ! poor Mary," murmured the man

as he advanced with noiseless step to the

bedside, where she seemed to vanish for

awhile in the thick mist which rose before

him.

There was a silence of some moments, for

John was mastering his emotion and grow-

ing brave by slow degrees. He had pro-

mised Ellen Morison that he would not

break down, and was fighting hard to keep

his word. It would disturb Mary, too, and

that was of more importance than any pro-

mise he had made. Presently Mary spoke,

and in so faint a whisper that he had to

lower his head to catch her words.

" You must not mind me asking you to

my room, John," she .said, " but it is hard

to guess when I may be downstairs again.

I have been anxious about you for some

time—very, very anxious to tell you some-

thing."

" I am listening," said John, " don't hurry.

There is plenty of time."

He sat down by the bedside and laid his

hand for an instant on her arm, which was

too weak to stir beneath his gentle pressure.

The mist rose up before his eyes again, and

his heart beat very fast. Was she going to

I ell him that she had read liis secret—he

who had made no sign of his afTcction, and

had been always grave, and silent, and sub

servient, like the poor waif whom her charity

had warmed to love long years ago ? Was
she going to pity him, and say good-bye ?

W^as she going to tell him that. with health

and strength returning she might even learn

to love him in good time, and that he must

take heart and grieve for her no longer ?

Had the feud ended between the sisters, as

at such time as this it should have done, and

had Ellen told her of his passion ? Was he

as near the truth, as she was nigh unto death,

in that hour ?

" You seem to have been my friend so

long, John," she continued, " to be the only

one left to me."

"You are very kind to say so, Mar\

May I call you Mary now ?
"

" If you will," she answered ;
" if you

wish it."

" Yes, I wish it," he murmured ;
" and it

it is no ofifence to you," he added anxiously,

"forafter all—I—."

" You are the one friend I have," she

repeated ;
" when I came back from all

those dreadful dreams, I thought of you first

as one on whom 1 could rely."

" God bless you for that."

" I knew you would aid me, and not be

too severe with me."

" I am glad to help, of course," replied

John, somewhat bewildered.

" I cannot ask Ellen—you know I dare

not speak to her," she said in a more excited

whisper.

" Not now ! will she not speak even in

this hour?" asked John ; "well—."

" Hush ; not her fiiuh, but mine," said

.she, interrupting him. "
1 am weighed

down by an awful oath whic h I dare not.

will not break. Thcie is no help for it, un-

less you help me."

" Is it in my power ?
'

"
1 pray it is— I think it is," she answered.

" Ah ! there is no haiipicr task vou c

m

set me Mary," he cried.

" \'ou were always warm-lK.uled, John —
kind, unselfish, faithful," murmured Mary

;
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" The little good I ever brought to your life

will be repaid a hundred-fold to-day."

" What can I do ?
"

" You must put your hand on mine again,

and promise to forgive the poor, weak girl

lying here before you. That is the begin-

ning, John, of—of all that is to come !

"

She was very feverish and nervous again.

In the excitement she struggled hard to raise

her voice, and he hastened to assure her and

to calm her.

" I promise to do everything, Mary, but

you know, you must know I have nothing

to forgive," he cried ;
" great Heaven what

have you ever been to me, but the one bles-

sing of my life."

" A man different from yourself might

learn to curse me, John."

"No— no."

" For I have been very weak and guilty,

and it is my crime that has helped to lay me
low," she replied. " I—I discovered, long

ago, that there was moneyin that parcel which

you left in trust to me—and I have spent it

all !—given it all away to bring back hope

to me. Pity me, forgive me. I could not

live on in my misery any longer."

(To be continued.)

HORACE, BOOK HI., ODE 9,

Donee sratiis eram.

TRANSLATED INTO THE MODERN.

He (regretfully retrospective.)

H, Maggie, when round your white neck

(Because you loved me best by far)

There was no other arm, dear, but mine,

I was happier, aye, than the Shah.

A"

She (meeting him half-way.)

I'm sure when your sweetheart was I,

And Maggie not loved less than Kate,

There was not a happier girl

In the world, and renowned was my fate.

He (finessing.)

Pretty Katie you know has my heart
;

She plays the piano and sings.

I swear, 'pon my word, I should die

To save her from death's cruel stings.

She (quite equal to the occasion.)

Indeed, Sir. Well, I'm not alone.

Fitz-James of the Guards I adore.

And rather than let kini be harmed,

I would die, ah, twice over and more.
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He (fairly conquered.)

Come, what if the old love return,

And bind us once more with its spell.

Would Maggie come back to my side

If I shake off this golden-haired belle?

She (iriiiniijhant and delighted.)

If Fitz-James were as handsome as Mars,

You, fickle and lighter than cork.

And passionate, too, as the sea,

Why you are my love.—How I talk :

(And she got her own way, and re-hooked her fish of course.)

On AW A. F. A. D.

CENTRAL AMERICAN SKETCHES.

BY H. H.

II.

Start for the interior—A free and easy Magistrate-

Arrest explained—Singular mode of baggage

transport—Tropical forest travelling— Tragical

emigration experiences — Ingenious Aboriginal

umbrella—Indian dietary and cooking—Splendid

birds and butterflies—Extraordinary Suspension

bridge—A question for Ethnologists.

WE left the reader after a narrow

escape from punishment to sleep

off the discomfort of arrest. Next day we

visited the Commandante, who, with the

nonchalant ease of officials in this country,

suspended a trial he was presiding over, to

chat with us, in which he explained that

tobacco had been smuggled in the boat,

and suspicion pointed to myself, as it was

foimd under my mattress—a trick of Don
Pedro's.

I had five or six trunks and boxes with

me, each weighing more than loo lbs. : it was

puzzling to know how Indians were going to

carry them over thirty leagues of bad road,

and how many it would take to do it. He
assured me that six Indians would be at my
lodgings in an hour, and I could depend

upon each one carrying a tnmk.

The Indians now came to sec the loads

and after considerable talk amongst them-

selves, left to fetch " bastimento " or food.

I had to wait for them until nearly two

o'clock, when after more talk, each of them

selected his load, at the same time unfolding

a long flat strap of raw hide but well worn.

These straps had a broader band about the

middle of them to the extent of about a foot.

They flistened a strap to each box, tying it

firmly round at the bottom, but leaving

the broad part free at the top. When
arranged to their satisfaction they stooped

down, holding the straps over their heads,

and letting the broad band fill on to the

middle, just above the crown ; all being

adjusted they rose, each one having a load

thus held on his back ; the whole weight be-

ing divided about equally between the head

and back, leaving the arms perfectly free.

Seeing what a struggle it seemed to cost

them to rise from the ground with their lo.uls,

I wished to lighten their burdens, but only

got laughed at, and telling (leorge to ask

one of them if he could carry his load, he

answered, rather savagely, " Coruo no, y

mas eiicinia " (Why not? and nidre on the
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top of it). Most of the carrying trade of

the country is done thus on Indian's backs
;

many thousand sacks of coffee, weighing

from no to 130 lbs., are taken from the

plantations in the interior to the port, the

usual day's journey being from 15 to 20

miles, according to the state of the

road.

A short ride along a narrow road cut

through the low bush led into the virgin

forest, which burst on us quite unexpectedly.

The grandeur and rich luxuriance that dis-

tinguish the original forests of the coasts in

the tropics are beyond description. Even

Kingsley despairingly laments his inability

to picture this scenery. That afternoon's

ride brought me a perfect realization of all

the poetical wildness of scenery,accompanied

by the gorgeous gloom and phantasy which

give such a charm to Fouque's beautiful

story of Undine.

I was particularly struck by the apparent

absence of sound. If there were any beasts,

birds, or insects in the forest, all were abso-

lutely silent. The sense of solitude in a

place which I knew must be teaming with

animal life was most impressive ; but all my
subsequent experience was that a forest ride

about mid-day is the true time to seek for

absolute stillness in nature.

On the opposite bank of the river, which

we here crossed to the left, a large tract of

land had been evidently cleared at some

time, though the large trees were again grow-

ing'up. My companion told me a very sad

and sorrowful tale about the place.

About 25 years previously a company had

been formed in England called the Central

America Emigration Company. Some thirty

families, principally English and German,

were induced to emigrate to a place of which

absolutely nothing was known, and after

many hardships on the passage, were planted

down here to form a colony and cultivate

the land, which they had been assured would

grow anything with the smallest amount of

labour. Though they arrived in the dry sea-

son their troubles soon began. There was

no town where they could buy provisions

within 50 miles. The natives looked upon

them as lunatics for settling in a place

where they themselves would not live. Soon

many of them were sick with fever or dys-

entery. Such as could do so left to get

to Belize, others, to go into the interior, and

soon the place was deserted, but not until

nearly forty had died. My companion was

one of the deluded, and he buried there his

three children. Dickens has been accused

of exaggeration in the sad episodes of coloni-

zation, in " Martin Chuzzlewit ;" but if they

were at all overdrawn as regards the United

States in its early days, the colony of " Boca

Nueva " would have suppHed him with

materials for pictures which even his elo-

quent pen could not overdraw.

Close upon sunset we reached a clearing

with a few houses, where I met my friends.

The Mozos, or Indian carriers, arrived soon

after with my boxes, and I feared that the

contents might have received considerable

damage from the rain, but every Indian

when on a carrying expedition has with him

a " zuya-cal," which may be termed the

native umbrella, and though it may be very

primitive it is very ingenious, and answers

its purpose even better than a modern

umbrella would do. It consists of strips of

a kind of palm leaf dried, and cut in an ir-

regular shape. Each strip is about four

inches wide at the bottom and narrows to-

wards the top to about two inches ; these

are sewn together with pita—a coarse thread

made out of the maguay leaf. The zuya-cal

is about a yard and a half long, and is com-

posed of about ten of these strips, which are

all tied together at the top. When rain

comes on it is opened out and placed with

the top over the Indian's head, and falls

over his back, or, if he is carrying, over his

load. During all the time I was in the

country I never knew a zuya-cal fail to keep

what it was protecting perfectly dry, and I

have frequently, when travelling in a thunder
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shower, had the rain penetrating my sup-

posed water-proof of European or American

manufacture, whilst the Indians I passed had

kept themselves and their loads quite dry.

The ingenuity shewn by these Indians in

utilizing the natural productions of their

country is very admirable ; and as in carrying

their loads the great object is to have the

arms free, the zuya-cal is certainly well

adapted to their need, and I have more

than once had a protTered loan of an umbrella

rejected as something entirely beneath their

notice. When it is not raining the zuya-cal

is rolled up, and carried tied to the load.

As it frequently happens that the loads the

Indians have to carry are of such a nature as

to make it either undesirable or impossible

to pack them in a bo.x, they have invariably

what is called a cacaste. This is a scjuare

frame, rudely put together, open at the front

and sides, with a kind of shelf near the bot-
I

tom and one half way up. At the back there 1

is nailed a thin board, to make it easier for

the carrier's back. It is astonishing what

multifarious loads can be carried in these ca-

castes. When buying such an article as sugar

they would have nothing to put it in but a ca-

caste and a net. and as the semi-refined

sugar of the country is made in loaves

weighing from twenty to twenty-five pounds

each, the usual load is five loaves. For this

the middle shelf is removed, and the loaves

are piled one on another and a net is passed

round the whole affair to keep the load

together. I have known Indians travel for

several days under continual rain, with no

other protection for their loads than their

/uya-cales, and they have delivered their

Ijurdens in perfectly good condition.

When going on a journey they always

have their food for the whole time pre-

pared before leaving. It consists either

exclusively of " pixtones," or of pixtones

and frijoles. 'i'he |)ixton is a cake made of

roughly ground tnai/.e, which is made

into a paste at the same time that it is

ground. When the jjaste is of a projjcr

consistency, the grinder, (usually the wife

of the " Mozo") takes it and pats it in her

hands, turning it with a quick motion of the

wrist, and rounding it off at the-same time.

In about two minutes it is made into shape

and is then put on aflat round dish of baked

clay called a " comal," over a wood fire, and

is turned frequently until baked. This is a

pixton, and six of these cakes are sometimes

all the food an Indian takes in a day, during

a journey, and when carrying 120 lbs. weight

on his back. He takes also a "teco-mate,"

a curiously shaped bottle made out of an

oblong gourd hollowed and dried ; the mouth

of this is stopped with a piece of corn cob

for a cork. He has also a small, roughly made

clay vessel called a "batidor," for boiling

water, and with these he is equipped for the

journey. When travelling, the Indians sel-

dom drink cold water with their food, but

when meal time arrives, and this is generally

fixed by certain locations on the road, rather

than by any hour. They make a fire of dry

wood, put the batidor with water to boil,

and place the pixtones among the embers

to warm, so that, though it may not be

abundant or very tempting, they always have

a hot meal wherever tiiey are.

The North- East Coast of Guatemala is very

thinly populated as yet. All the way up the

river there was not a sign of a human habita-

tion until reaching Panzos. On the road

thence to Teleman there are clearings but no

permanent inhabitants, and we were now

going to travel on the low lands fi)r twelve

leagues, where we could meet with nothing to

eat. Our party numbered five mounted, in-

cluding our servants, and besides our Indian

carriers. .VU the original fijrests had been

cleared away, except here and there a clump

of high trees, but the vegetation was very

rich and luxuriant, the bushes on the sides

of the road being covered o\er with several

kinds of convolvulus, the varied colours of

I
which gave the road a very gay appearance.

It was altogether different to the ride of the

I previousday.nor was there any want of noise.
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for the bushes swarmed with green parrots,

who seemed to go in droves, and after chat-

tering and quarrelHng a minute in the bush

went off in rapid flight, but never ceased their

noise for a moment. We saw several groups

of macaws, a splendid large bird, (about

the size of an English pheasant) of a bright

scarlet and yellow colour. These also were

noisy, but not so noisy as the parrots. They

are very gorgeous birds, but though some-

what quaint in their appearance and habits,

they have no particular faculty of articu-

lation like the parrot. The humming birds

of the coast districts form a large and ex-

ceedingly interesting family, but their small

size prevents the beauty of their plumage

from being noticed, except occasionally when

poised upon some flower, the sun's ray falls

on them and lights up their rich lustre. But

I was most pleased with the butterflies. The

paucity of the English Lepidoptera quite un-

prepared me for such abundance of charm-

ing shapes and colours as we came across at

almost every step. One especially, " Mor-

pho Montezuma," nearly as large as the open

palm of a man's hand, at the first sight of

which I have known the most stolid natural-

ists go into ecstacies, kept flying past with a

majestic movement—a very Emperor of

insects.

We rode eight leagues, amidst such excit-

ing novelties that we seemed to forget all

about breakfasting, until we arrived, about 2

p.m., at the Polichic.

This place is called El Hamaca—the

Hammock—which name it derives from a

very curious bridge which crosses the river

at that point. The Polichic ceases to be

navigable just above Teleman, and up from

there it has more of the characteristics of a

large mountain stream ; owing to its strong

current, and the immense stones which form

its bed, it is not safe to cross it, either

mounted or on foot.

In the Hamaca there is another instance of

the native's ingenuity in adapting the natural

resources of the country to their needs, with-

out extraneous aid. It is in reality a rude

kind of suspension bridge, the floor of which

consists of one long tree, squared down

rudely with an axe until just wide enough

to walk along. This is held in its place by

what appear at a distance to be ropes, but

which are a parasitical vegetable growth, to

be met with on the coasts, making, both in

strength and durability, an excellent substi-

tute for ropes. Two of these are tied firmly

round rocks situated most conveniently op-

posite each other ; these ropes, or " be-

jucos," are attached to the bridge by shorter

ones, but which are not so thick as the

main ones. These supporting ropes being

more than a yard apart, the bridge barely a

foot wide, the numerous side ropes give it

something of the form of an open hammock,

from which it derives its name.

The two sides being so far apart, and the

bridge itself so very narrow, it needs con-

siderable care in crossing to avoid a fall uito

the roaring river, but otherwise it is quite

safe. Of course, it is only possible to cross

it on foot, and we had to drive our horses

and mules into the river, and make them

cross by force of shouting and throwing

stones at them.

Except the little squaring done to the

bridge with an axe, there is nothing in its

construction which would need the use of

iron, and as far as I could learn, this is the

kind of bridge which was in use before the

conquest by the Spaniards, the primitive

model of those times not having been modi-

fied or improved upon in any respect.

A recent article in Blackwood's Magazine,

on a journey made into the remote and little-

known fastnesses of the Himalaya moun-

tains, gives a description of a very similarly

constructed bridge common in that part

of the world ; and this curious fact might

serve to give colour to the speculations of

some Ethnologists, as to whether the In-

dians of the West may not be a degenerate

branch of the Asiatic family.

( To be continued.
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CURRFNT I'VFN rs.

THE debate on the Senate disclosed

one fact of considerable importance,

and that is—the exceeding crudity and hazi-

ness of our political system. To the mem-

ber for Bothwell we may give credit for a

speech, displaying ability and research,

coupled with unquestionable earnestness

and sincerity. It is to be regretted, how-

ever, that he went out of his way to in

dulge in reflections on the personnel of the

existing Senate. His course, in this respect,

was not only unnecessary to the establish-

ment of his case, but, as the event has proved,

a palpable error in tactics. Fortunately, his

opponents, notably those of his own party,

pointed their artillery too high and overshot

the mark. The freedom of political inquiry

and discussion is likely to fare ill with us, if

matters have really come to such a pass that

any one who calmly and intelligently sug-

gests a constitutional amendment is to be

subjected to personal insult and ridicule, or

pelted with vituperative epithets. One would

almost imagine that Mr. Mills had committed

some offence against the laws of morality, or

was connected in some occult way with the

Commune or the International, to be abused

as he has been. His designs are " revolution-

ary," his statesmanship is " Lilliputian,"

" Constitution-tinkering is his hobby, " and,

although no one would mistake him for a

Bentham or a Stuart Mill, he might, " had

the time been propitious," have been a

"Canadian Si6yes, with constitutional dissol-

ving views and general jjhantasmagoria (juite

on a par with those of the versatile .\bb6."

Our "philosopher," we are told, has not

been gifted with " the tongue of the elo-

quent," and therefore he jjersuades himself

that he is "profound;" but profundity, as

we gather from the same learned Theban,

is " a twin e.xcellence with dulness." .\11

this is bad enough : but worse remains be-

hind. " Weakness " and " deficiency of in-

tellect " are offences not to be condoned .

and V^r. Mills has added to his guilt by being

" meagrely educated," has advanced in his

career of sin through the degrading vice of

school- teaching, and filled up the measure of

it by acting in the despicable capacity of an

Inspector of Schools. Now all this virulent

language is hurled at the hon. member's

head because he heedlessly let fall two words

in reference to some of the Senators—" de-

feated politicians." They were probably

aimed at no one in particular, but like the

man who drew his bow at a venture, Mr.

Mills has pierced between the joints of some-

body's armour and must be made to suffer

for it. That is all : h(zrtt latcri leihalis

arundo.

Repudiating utterly, as both insolent and

illogical, a mode of political controversy

now unhappily reduced to a system, let us

endeavour to consider the subject on its

merits. It may be assumed at once that it

is the right of Mr. Mills or of any one else,

whether our Constitution be seven years

old or seventy, to indicate its anomalies and

defects, if such there be, and to suggest a

remedy. It is (|uite true that constitutional

questions are in ihcir nature delicate ques-

tions, because for their satisfactory solution,

many qualifications of mind and temper ;'.re

essential. Moreover, a change iu any promi-

nent feature of an existing system can only

be justified on two grounds— first, that it

has glaring and obvious defects incompatible

with the general scheme of government, or

at least with its efiicient working ; secondly,

that the proposed modification is theoreti-

cally sound and congruous, and likely—so
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far as human foresight can pronounce upon

a probabiHty—to add strength and harmony

to the entire structure. Both these reasons

for action are necessary before we can de-

cide in what direction we should move, or

whether it would be prudent to move at all.

Mr. Mills takes, we think, an erroneous view

of the nature of government when he pro-

nounces the opinion that it " partakes of the

elements of an exact science." " I believe,"

he continues, "it is possible to anticipate

mischief, and to study the geography of poli-

tics in such a manner as to determine with a

very considerable degree of accuracy, to what

particular point any particular measure is

likely to lead." The words we have itali-

cised are fatal to the speaker's position ; for

with degrees of accuracy, if such exist,

whether considerable or otherwise, or with

probabilities, an " exact " science has no
concern. But we agree with Mr. Mills that

it is at any time open to him or to others to

point out the weak spots in our scheme of

government and to propound a plan for ad-

justing and invigorating it. If the existing

constitution of the Senate places that body
out of concord with the other branches of

the Legislature, and renders it weak or in-

competent, there is 2l prima facie case made
out for its alteration. Yet, when that is done,

we have advanced but a short distance in

the path of progress. The Senate may be
an anomaly

; but there are anomalies in every

governmental system which has existed any-

where else than on paper. It may be weak;

but so are all human contrivances. We are

not arguing from these premises that we
are bound to perpetuate the anomaly or to

remain passive under the infirmity, but the

contrary. The consciousness of a defect and
the resolution to devise a remedy are among
the strongest stimulants to human activity.

All that is contended for here is that any
proposed amendment should be weighed

carefully, appraised at its probable value, and
adopted only when we have a reasonable

assurance that it will not merelv cure the

defects, but also that it will not entail upon

us greater evils than those it is intended to

remove.

Something was said during the debate on

the propriety of leaving the subject to be

discussed and matured by public opinion.

To popular institutions we are attached ar-

dently and from conviction, but not bhndly
;

and we reject a notion of representative

government which if adopted, would be an

act of parliamentary suicide. To the people

unquestionably belongs the right of ratifying

or rejecting any plan deliberately thought out

by those who are chosen by them for that

and kindred purposes ; but what is to be the

issue of a proposal which would virtually

defeat the primary object of every represen-

tative system? Mr. Stuart Mill has said in

speaking of this very question:—" The defi-

ciencies of a democratic assembly, which

represents the public, are the deficiencies of

the public itself, want of special training and

knowledge." (Repres. Gov. p. 99, Ed. 1865).

To which we may add that, even with an

electorate passably educated, these deficien-

cies are much more serious and troublesome

in the latter case than in the former. If a

change in the constitution of the Senate be,

as we believe it is, inevitable, if not immi-

nent, we require to enhst in the framing of

that change all the ability at our command,

irrespective of party distinction. When the

scheme is elaborated, it may be presented to

the people, as the best that can be devised,

and they should then be called upon, in the

constitutional way, to judge between the old

and the new. But if the subject is to be made

the battledore of parties at the polls instead

of being the serious occupation of calm and

matured thought, it had perhaps be better

left alone. Already there are within the

ranks of the soi-disant Reform party, two

factions fighting with the rancour char-

acteristic of an embittered and alienated

friendship. On a question of the highest

importance, where Canada ought above all

things to be "first," the interests of the coun-
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try form but a background to the tinsel glories
'

oi parly triumph. The one (action charges '

the other with stopping the gradual but cer-

tain attainment of a Senatorial majority, and
|

is met by the retort that by the time that is
\

accomplished, the sins of Reformers will !

have found them out, and the achievement
j

would therefore be barren of party advantage. '

The exceeding crudity and haziness of our '

political system, or else the inadecjuacy or

incorrectness of the ideas entertained about

it. is evident. Both parties, during the pre-

Sv.-nt controversy, have talked glibly about

our " federal system ofgovernment." and Mr.

Mills's declaratory resolution was predicated

upon it. What constitutes a federal system.''

Let us hear the hon. member himself:—" It

is the union of several independent and dis-

tinct sovereignties for certain definite pur-

poses, which have divested themselves of the

original power of which they were possessed,

just in so far as these powers have been con-

ferred upon a single or national Legislature."

Now if this be a correct definition of Federal-

ism, then our government is not federal, and

the entire superstructure Mr. Mills has based

upon it, falls to the ground. Sir John Mac-

donald and M. Fournier have both shown

that this theory is imtenable, and their opin-

ions have recently received judicial confirma-

tion, in the case of Reg. v. lay/or, from the

Ontario Court of Common Pleas. We may
ijuote a few lines from this judgment, omit-

ting reference to the particular subject-

matter in litigation :

— " The Dominion Clov-

ernment, unlike lhe(iovernmentof the United

States, possesses the general sovereignty of

the country, subordinate, of course, to the

Imperial Parliament, while the Provinces,

unlike the respective States of the Union,

can exercise their merely delegated powers."

M-r. Mills's theory of sovereignties has as

much to rest upon as the fiction of an original

compact at the formation of society. So far

as the United States is concerned, Mr. Mills

is theoretically correct ; but practically theirs

is no Hjore a j>urely federal government than

ours. He distinctly objects to the Supreme

Court here, because it is inconsistent with

Federalism, and yet there it exists across the

border as a very important portion of what on

his own contention is truly a federal system.

It is fiirther urged that under a federal sys-

tem, the Senate need not be organized on a

federal basis ; if so, why then is our system
" inconsistent " with such a general theory?

The hon. member v/ould reply that, by confin-

ing the Crown to the selection of a fixed num-

ber from three great geographical areas, we

admit the federal basis. He seems to forget

that it is by mere accident that particular in-

terests are circumscribed within certain geo-

graphical limits, and that it was the interests

that were being looked after in the consti-

tution of the Senate, not the geographical

position. 'I'hese interests may not always

coincide with arbitrarily fixed localities, nor

do they now do so completely. Ontario and

the Maritime Provinces had interests pe-

culiarly their own ; Quebec had a language

and institutions to preserve, and it was to

protect these interests that an equal repre-

sentation to each of these sections was grant-

ed. In short, the three sections are merely

aggregations of diverse and possibly conflict-

ing interests, not "sovereignties." If the

word " federal" have any particular charm in

it, Mr. Mills is free to adopt it, but only on

condition that he be willing to apply it. in a

non-American sense, to any governmental ar-

rangement by which particular interests, re-

ligious, national, agricultural, manufacturing,

conunercial, mining, or fishing are hedged

about with adequate safe-guards. In the

wider signification the Ignited Kingdom is a

confederation, not so much of the se|)arate

kingdoms, as of the distinct and special in-

terests in any one of them. Here also hon.

gentlemen who are at a loss to reconcile the

statements in the preamble of the H. N. .\.

Act that we were to be " federally united."

and yet to have a "Constitution, similir in

prin(ii)le to that of the United Kingdom."

may find a master-key to their puzzle.
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If our position be tenable, it follows, there-

from, not that a change in the constitution

of the Senate would be improper, but that

its justification must be based on other

grounds. The abolition of the Senate or

its re-construction in a purely elective form,

has been repudiated on all hands. Mr.

Moss, in a very able speech, reviewed the

various methods of constituting a Second

Chamber, noticing particularly Mr. Stuart

Mill's scheme and its possible combination

with others. We may perhaps refer to Mr.

Moss's address hereafter, and, as we propose

to recur to the subject, we must be content, on

this occasion, to summarize briefly our ob-

jections to the scheme of the member for

Bothwell, We object to it because it is

founded upon a mistaken notion of our con-

stitutional system, and because, instead of

rendering the local and general authorities

essentially distinct, it would directly tend to

confuse them. A system which assigns to

a local body important functions which are

outside its legitimate sphere is self-condemn-

ed. We object to it, because Dominion poli-

tics would inevitably become Provincial poli-

tics, and the circumscribed jurisdiction of

the Assemblies would be lost to view in the

struggle for Senatorships. Because, the con-

stituency being small, it is the more acces-

sible to corrupt influences. Because in two

Provinces a great part of two sessions of every

Parliament would be occupied, in doubtful

and shady manoeuvring, to the detriment of

Provincial interests and of the general mo-

rality. Because, instead of restoring public

confidence in the Senate, it would eventually

. degrade that body in general esteem, by mak-

ing it a refuge for the destitute and "defeated

politicians " of all the Provinces as well as

of the Dominion. Because, while the Prem-

ier of the Dominion has now, at irregular

and for the most part unforseen intervals, the

opportunity of rewarding public or party

services, the glittering bait would be offered

at every seat of government at stated times

to be foreseen and duly provided for in the

interests of party. Because such a system

would produce and foster political rings, and

seats in the Senate would be made the equiva-

lent of corrupt compromises, if not the sub-

ject of direct bargain and sale. Because the

plan devised for the protection of minorities

is delusive, and, in our view, utterly imprac-

ticable. Under whatever system of voting

might be adopted, the result would be

equally unsatisfactory. If a certain minimum

of votes were fixed, the result would probably

be a dead-lock. If a mere plurality served

to elect, neither majority nor minority

might be adequately represented. And it

subsequent voting were necessary, a power-

ful majority, which had already elected one

or two of its party, might eftectually wrest the

other seat or seats from its opponents. Fi-

nally, because it would turn each side of the

House into a standing party Convention, in

which the dissentients would be drilled into

obedience, and thus a scheme devised to pro-

tect one minority would enable the wire-

pullers to crush one or perhaps two others.

Here we must pause for the present with

the hope that we have not transcended the

limits of fair and courteous criticism in exam-

ining the scheme of Mr. Mills.

Those who remember the fierce struggles

touching Separate Schools in the old Pro-

vince of Canada, will be ready to congratu-

late the dominant party on its improved

temper and enlarged views. It would, no

doubt, be uncharitable to insinuate that the

interests of party have had anything to do

with this change of front ; otherwise it might

be suggested that the support of Quebec is

indispensable, and that a profession of opi-

nion, which is not to result in action, is

easily made. When one can do nothing,

it is easy to say anything. For our own

part, we are not disposed to find any se-

rious fault with Ministers, except for the

clumsy contrivance to which they had re-

course. There is a growing tendency to

shirk responsibility, not of good augury.
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Sometimes it is by throwing the onus on

the Crown ; sometimes by assigning to a

Court the discharge of functions which the

Constitution has laid upon the Privy Coun-

cil ; and now it is by fastening the odium,

if there be any, on the party at large by

means of a caucus. Now there can be no

reasonable objection to Ministers unfolding

their policy on any (juestion at a meeting

of their supporters, but it should be a po-

licy they are prepared to avow, and should

not appear in the guise of amendments by

private members. Herein lies the clumsi-

ness of the device.

In Ontario and Quebec the minorities are

protected by the ninety-third clause of the

Imperial Act—one of those instances, we

may remind Mr. Mills, in which interests

were regarded at the expense of •' sove-

reignties." New Brunswick had no Sepa-

parate School Act, and seems determined

to enact none ; but in 187 1 the legislature

passed a law banishing religious teaching

from the common schools. This law has

lately been declared constitutional by the

Judicial Committee, and therefore Mr. Cos-

tigan desires an appeal to the Imperial Par-

liament for a statutory amendment, compel-

ling the Province to concede the privilege

enjoyed by the other minorities. When
Mr. Mackenzie moved an amendment de-

precating Imperial legislation, one might

have supposed that that was the whole of

his policy ; but in fact it was only a moiety

of it, the other half being in the hands of

M. Cauchon. The result is that instead

)r asking Imperial interference with Provin-

cial rights, Her Majesty is to be solicited to

use her influence with the recalcitrant New
Brunswick. In other words. Earl Carnar-

\o\\ is desired to write a despatch to the

Lieut.-Governor in favour of a Separate

School Act. We remember that the late

l^rd Lytton, when Colonial Secretary, sent

a similar despatch to the old I'rovince of

Canada and to the Maritime I'rovinccs, re-

commending the establishment of a Divorce

Court. We were then under what it was the

fashion to call " Lower Canada domination,"

and treated Downing Street with contemjjt.

New Brunswick, however, obeyed the mo-

nition with alacrity ; so if " better terms
"

have not deprived her of her native meek-

ness—in other words, if she has not " waxed

fat and kicked," justice may yet be done to

the Roman Catholic minority.

The continuous severity of the weather,

since Christmas, will, we trust, render the

past winter of exceptional historic interest

:

may we never " look upon its like again,''

is the hope of all. The Toronto Observa-

tary report states, that " not only was the

term 4th to 19th February, with respect to the

number of consecutive days when tempera-

ture fell to or below zero, more than twice

as long as any other term recorded, when

temperature fell as low, but the mean tem-

perature - 8.78, was lower by many degrees

than that of any group of equal length." The
snow fall was also very heavy, and being

accompanied with high winds, the drifts

were so deep as to stop locomotion in some

parts for many days. At Mount Forest, a

station on the Toronto, Grey, and Bruce

Railway, there were delivered on one day.

the accumulated mails of eleven days ; on

this line a train was left, and the snow buried

it out of sight. On the Toronto and Nip-

issing line, several trains were stopped en

route, and the passengers taken forward or

home by the sleighs of farmers near at hand.

Throughout the country, all business has

been disorganized which was in any way de-

pendent upon the maintenance of the ordi-

nary intercourse along the main or subsidiary

lines of road or rail.

Owing in some measure to this paralysis

of trade, there arose some few weeks ago a

considerable agitation in financial circles, as

money seemed to have been touched by the

restrictive power of the prevailing frost. As

usual in sue I1 times, whi( I1 will occur in

the best regulati-d money markets, all kinds
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of rumours were engendered ; the " three

black crows" were again let loose, but so far,

and the excitement is well-nigh over, " no-

body seems one penny the worse." Much

of the worry and harm of tight times arises

from a lack of an intelligent perception of

the fact, that money is a commodity, subject

to the operations of the laws of supply and

demand, and to all the variations of price and

conditions of storage and dispersion, just

as wheat or any manufactured product.

For depositors to draw out their funds from

the banks, or note-holders to demand their

redemption in coin, because money is scarce

and dear, and traders are compelled to

liquidate their engagements instead of having

them renewed, is just as senseless a policy

as for a farmer to withdraw his produce from

the market, because it is fetching a good

price. Between the stability of the banks

and their power to loan as much as is de-

manded at any particular period at a normal

rate, there is no more connection than be-

tween a man's positive wealth, and the loose

change in his pocket.

It seems to be generally conceded, how-

ever, that there are symptoms of undue

expansion of business based upon credit,

upon borrowed capital for importing whole-

sale ; and borrowed means to hold retail

stocks. There is no financial rule for testing

and solving a problem of this nature. The
average amount loaned by the banks in 1874,

was 50 per cent, more than in 187 1, in the

same period—a very large, very rapid in-

crease
;
yet their more permanent deposits

were more than doubled, so that although the

banks doubtless are weighted unduly wath

inactive paper, arising from the extreme

depression of the lumber interest, their

loans to traders now bear the same pro-

portion to the stored savings lent to them

for this purpose, which they did four years

ago.

The Scotch banks are conceded to be of

unusual strength and exemplars of prudence;

their discounts and advances on credit and

cash accounts are about $320,000,000, their

paid-up capital is about $50,000,000 ; that is

they lend to traders six times the amount

they own. Our banks lend on discount twice

their paid-up capital ; that is, twice the amount

they own. The Scotch banks thus borrow

five-sixths of the money they lend ; our banks

borrow only three-sixths. Although there

has been much to disturb business, and a

depression of one leading industry of most

serious moment, the storing of the people's

savings has kept pace in extent and speed

with the enormous and rapid expansion of

their borrowings, and the loans made by our

banks are in a very great proportion more of

their own money, their paid up capital, than

those of the Scotch bankers, whose prudence

and strength are notorious. Hence we may

safely infer that the business done by the

assistance of the banks during the last i^v^'

years has been averaging a fair profit, and that

the expanded operations of the banks in

discounts have been based so largely on their

own capitals, as to give depositors most

ample assurance of their funds being safely

invested to their own and the general ad-

vantage of the country.

The proposed change in the Dominion

Note Act is, to some extent, a step in the

right direction. The arbitrary fixture of a

certain proportion of gold to be held for

notes issued is, however, now disapproved by

the highest modern authorities. In the case

of there being two currencies afloat, govern-

ment and banking, one resting on a fractional

gold basis, and the other upon the super-

structure so scantily supported, it is demon-

strable, from recent experiences, that the

restriction of the former issue to a certain

ratio of gold held, or vice versa, the necessity

of holding gold for notes issued, leads to

constant efforts being necessary either to

restrict the issues or to increase the gold in

order to avoid breaches of the law. Now a

government has no such ebb and flow of

money as the banks have ; its notes once out,

they do not return and again flow forth hour
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by hour in constant streams in and out like

the bank issues. These notes are now ab-

sohitely divisible into two well defined sec-

tions : what the public uses as currency along

with the bank issues, and what remains in the

treasury of the banks. The former part

really needs no gold reserve, it keeps up to

a certain minimum, steadily, and nothing but

a revolution or an invasion could drive it in

for redemption in coin. Hut the other part

is counted on by the banks as part of their

reserve, that is, a fund available in emer-

gency ; for a money reserve which is never

to be used is as absurd as a military reserve

which must only be looked at. The pressure

then on the banks, as recently, for gold to

export to New York leads them to ask the

Government for the redemption of some of

their reserve of Dominion notes; but as the

gold held by the (Tovernment is only just

enough to comply with the law, the call of the

banks necessitates the restriction of the notes

issued by the Government in order to avoid

breaking the law. This operation involves

the withdrawal of funds from the banks, as

the notes held by the public are of course

beyond reach, and hence the aggravation of

any tightness prevailing, or its cause if the

conditions are favourable. To increase, as

Mr. Cartwright proposes, the Government

issues, and to increase bya largeratio the gold

held as a reserve, will so far enlarge the area

over which the pressure for gold may be

exercised by the banks as to decrease its

relative force, and to remove to a great ex-

tent the necessity for curtailing the Govern-

ment deposits when tliere occurs a drain of

gold to New York.

The debates on the Pacific Railway,

though somewhat wearisome in their details,

were full of interest. Not to speak of the

great enterprise as an important factor in

our calculations on the national future, the

subject has derived additional claims to pub-

lic attention from the |)ainful l)iil instructive

.moral it |)ointecl, at a great party revolution.

We have no intention of recurring to the

past, or even of dei)icting the probable

glories of the future. It is only necessary

on this occasion, to indicate the policy of

the present Administration, and to enquire

how far it deserves the confidence and ap-

proval of the country. Mr. Mackenzie's

speeches, especially the opening one, fully

justified the opinion we expressed in our

last number, of his ability and assiduity as

an administrator. Dr. Tujipcr, who led the

Opposition attack, is a clever master of fence,

possessed at once of eloquence and tact.

The case against the Government may be

found in his address and, if it fails to con-

vince, and we think it should fail, nothing

remains but to approve of the general scheme

adopted. The subject has been unfortu-

nately complicated by the discontent of

British Columbia. The haste—the generous

haste, perhaps we may call it— of Sir John

Macdonald's Government, led to a bargain

with the Pacific Provinces which could hardly

have been carried out even under the most

auspicious circumstances. The political

struggle, resulting in the overthrow of the

Government, rendered it out of the question.

The negotiations that ensued, at"ter the

advent of the new Administration, need not

be narrated in detail. To us it .seems thai

British Columbia was unnecessarily sharp in

insisting upon the terms of the bond ; suffice

it to say, that theadju.stment adopted through

the intervention of Earl Carnarvon, with Mr.

Walkem at his elbow, is now beyond dis

cussion. It involves the construction of a

railway in Vancouver's Island from Ksqui-

mault to Nanaimo, a graving-dock at the

former place, an early commencement o(

the Pacific Road i)ropcr on the mainland,

and the expenditure ujjon it annually of tw<»

millions of dollars, a trans-continental teK

graph, and the completion of the road from

the west of Lake Sui)erior to the Pacific by

the close of 1890. With tiiat branch of the

subject we need not concern ourselves fur-

ther ; and the same may be said of the
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Winnipeg and Pembina connection which

is under contract.

With regard to the rest of the Govern-

ment plan, it seems impossible to judge of

it aright, if we lose sight of the objects in

view. The iirst was to make as direct a

connection between ocean and ocean as

possible, taking advantage of the great in-

land water navigation, and ultimately to

construct an " all-rail" line entirely over Ca-

nadian territory. This was, in short the

policy deliberately adopted by the last Par-

liament, and sanctioned by the electorate at

the polls. The immediate duty of the Gov-

ernment, therefore, was obvious and plain,

- - to complete with all convenient speed

connection, partly by rail and partly by water,

with the head of navigation on the St.

Lawrence. If this be borne in mind, the

objections raised against Mr. Mackenzie's

scheme may be estimated at their true value.

An examination of the map will show that

the forty-fifth parallel of latitude runs through

Muskoka Lake and a little above Cornwall

on the St. Lawrence ; the forty-sixth through

the French River harbour ; the forty-seventh

through Point Mamainse, just as you emerge

from the east into the open waters of Lake

Superior ; the forty-eighth a little to the

north of Michipicoten Harbour ; and thence

through the mouth of Pigeon River, the

boundary hne here, and therefore to the south

of Thunder Bay ; the forty-ninth, near the

mouth of Nepigon River and the Lake of the

Wood, from the western end of which it

forms the boundary line all the way to the

Pacific ; finally, the fiftieth passes a little

north of the middle of Lake Nepigon, and

to the north of Fort Garry.

Now, supposing you intended to construct

the most direct line by rail and water from

the fiftieth parallel to between the forty-fifth

and forty-sixth, how would common sense

teach you to do it ? Clearly from Winnipeg

to the west end of Lake Superior, thence by

water, in almost a straight line to French Ri-

ver, and thence south-easterly either directly

to Montreal, or to some point on the Ottawa,

where navigation or railway connections

could be had. This is Mr. Mackenzie's plan

in brief He proposes to construct as a

public work, eighty-five miles of road, from

French River at the north-east angle of the

Georgian Bay to a point south of Lake Nip-

issing, and then to grant a subsidy in aid

of the Canada Central to the Ottawa. West

of Lake Superior the connection will be

completed, partly by rail and partly by water

to Lake Winnipeg. It is calculated that this

will be accomplished within three years.

When examined, it will be found that all

the objections to this scheme are predicated

upon the false assumption that our immediate

task is the construction of an all-rail inter-

oceanic line. The latter enterprise, as Lord

Carnarvon observes, is " postponed rather

than abandoned." Dr. Tupper ventured to

divide the House but once. His proposition

was, that, deliberately abandoning the policy

sanctioned both by Parliament and people,

the Government should commence to build,

eastward and westward, from Lake Nepigon,

a line through the most barren and unpromi-

sing portion of the route—the land lying be-

tween Lakes Nepigon and Nipissing. The
answer obviously is that we are not now build-

ing the all-rail line, and that it is hardly worth

while to construct the most unprofitable por

tion of it when we have fifteen years before

us before we are to reach the Pacific coast.

The complaints of the North Colonization ad-

vocates may receive the same answer. With

the object now in view, the proposal to con-

struct a North-Ottawa line would be like go-

ing round the arc of a bow, when the chord

is at your service.

The Boards of Trade in Toronto and else-

where, acted under a similar misconception

of the proximate work before the Premier.

It was quite proper that a deputation should

be sent to Ottawa, and explanations solicited.

Messrs. Turner and Dumble stated that the

Canada Central was no part of the Pacific

Railway proper, but could only benefit the
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Province of Quebec. If, however, the Pre-

mier had determined to subsidize that com-

pany, Ontario chiimed, as a matter of jus-

tice, that the Georgian Bay branch should

be connected also with the Ontario lines, at

the general expense. Mr. Mackenzie replied

that if they were constructing the Pacific

Railway proper, the claim of Ontario would

be indisputable ; but, for the present, there

was no use in the connection sought, from a

Provincial, much less from a national, point

of view, for Ontario had already five ports on

l>ake Huron and the Georgian Bay, in im-

mediate connection with her lines of railway.

The object of the Government was to make

direct land and water communication be-

tween the Atlantic and the North-VVest, and

that was all it proposed to accomplish at

present. So far as Parliamentary debates

are concerned, the subject has been finally

set at rest. During next Session, Ministers

will doubtless be in a position to report sub-

stantial progress in the work. It may be rea-

sonably expected also that the troublesome

choice of a mountain pass will have been de-

finitively made, and even the route north of

the Upper Lakes finally agreed upon.

The discussion on the Supreme Court

Bill has brought into view an extremely im-

portant question regarding the judicial rights

of the Provinces. There is much force in

the objections offered by Messrs. Mills and

Palmer to interferences, on the part of the
,

proposed Court, with Provincial decisions

on Provincial Laws. That the words "laws

of Canada," (B. N. A. Act, sec. loi), prima

f(uie mean laws of the Dominion, seems

clear. Nowhere in the Act, so far as we can

see, is "Canada" emjjloyed so as to cover

purely Provincial matters. Canada before

the Union is invariably referred to as "the

Province of Canada," except where the

context clearly indicates the reference {e.g.

sec. 102). In sec. 93, amongst the classes of

subjects over which the Provinces have ex-

clusive jurisdiction are (13), " property and

civil rights," and (14), "the administmiiun

of justice in the Province, including the

constitution, maintenance, and organization

of Provincial Courts," &c. This^ however, is

only one side of the question. The Domi-

nion Government ap|)oints the judges (sec.

96), pays and pensions them (sec. 100), and

although they hold office, guam diu se bene

gesseriiit, they may be removed " on address

of the Senate and House of Commons" (sec.

99). Are they not then Dominion Courts,

administering " the laws of Canada," local,

as well as general ? And where is the in-

congruity in constituting another Dominion

Court to review their decisions? Sec. 101

was necessary, simply because a general

Court of Appeal could not be of Provincial

institution, and it will be observed that the

three words used in sub-section 14, (quoted

above), are repeated here. Though not

strictly speaking, analogous, there is a strong

resemblance between the position of Scot-

land and the position of Quebec, for instance.

Scotland enjoys her own laws, " the consti-

tution, maintenance," (Sec, of her peculiar

courts, but the judges are appointed by the

Crown, and the House of Lords enjoys an

appellate jurisdiction over local questions,

and these questions primarily as well as

ultimately, are decided according to Scottish

law. The subject is confessedly beset with

difficulties, and, as Mr. Hillyard Cameron

justly observed, it would be a serious matter

if the Court should be established before all

reasonable doubts had been dissipated. It

is to be regretted that Sir John ^Llcdonald

and Mr. Blake, to whose opinions great de-

ference and weight are due, should have re-

frained from saying anything. M. Fournier,

had no hesitation in pnmouncing his opinion

with confidence, and Mr. Moss substantially

agreed with him, though the latter, with his

practical view of matters, pointed out some

rocks ahead. We agree with Mr. Wilkes that,

as an ornament to the Vice-regal speech,

the Hill was well enough ; more we ran

liardlv expect from it this Session.
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Mr. Cameron suggested an application to

the Imperial Parliament for legislation to

dispel the mist. We think that our Parlia-

ment should hesitate before it takes any

such step ; at any rate, it should only be re-

garded as a dernier resort. Certainly no

Government should venture upon it, of its

, own motion ; and it may be a question

whether the Provincial Legislatures, as well

as the Dominion Parliament, ought not to

be consulted before making the application.

A better plan would be to submit a case

framed by a Committee or Commission—say,

of the Minister of Justice, Sir John Mac-

donald, Messrs. Cameron, Blake and Moss,

with two or three professional gentlemen

from the Lower Provinces—to the Law Offi-

cers of the Crown, or, better still, to an Im-

perial Commission specially named for the

purpose.

If some such course be adopted, the ques-

tion of the validity of the clauses relat-

ing to the constitutionality of laws passed

by Dominion or Provincial Parliaments

should also be tested. That the Dominion

Parliament can, by a statute of its own,

establish a Court to pronounce upon its own
acts seems to us an untenable proposition.

The very first Act reviewed by the Court

might be the Supreme Court Act itself, and

we should have, in case of an adverse deci-

sion, the extraordinary spectacle of a judi-

cial felo de se. The scheme accords neither

with British nor American theory. In the

United States the jurisdiction of the Supreme

Court is particularly set forth in the Consti-

tution ; here it is proposed to give it power

to reverse the Acts of the very Parliament

to which it owes its being. In the Judicial

Committee and in the United States Supreme

Court, the validity of Acts can only be ad-

judicated upon on appeal in a particular

case. Quoting De Tocqueville, Mr. Stuart

Mill observes that " the benefical working of

the American Supreme Court is in a great

measure attributable to the peculiarity in-

herent in a Court of Justice acting as such

—

5

that it does not declare the law eo nomine

and in the abstract," (which M. Fournier

proposes our Court should do) " but waits

until a case between man and man is brought

before it judicially, involving the point in

dispute" and " decides only so much of the

question at a time as is required by the case

before it." The contemplated jurisdiction

is therefore un-American as well as un-

British.

The Government Copyright Bill has pas-

sed both Houses and awaits the Royal assent.

The Minister of Agriculture courteously

yielded to the representatives of Canadian

interests so far as he could safely yield

without imperilling the ultimate success of

the measure. The period during which the

interim copyright can be held was shortened

from three months to one month, and the

privilege of obtaining copyright of any sort

restricted to British subjects and the citizens

of any country entering into reciprocal ar-

rangements on the subject. In its final

shape it gives all the protection to the

British author he may fairly ask, without

throwing unnecessary obstacles in the way

of Canadian culture and Canadian enter-

prise. The English publishers, it would

seem, have managed to delude English

literary men into the belief that they

have something at stake in the matter.

A few weeks 'since, at a meeting in Lon-

don, the indignation of the latter, which

has no substantial basis of fact behind it,

was expressed in no measured terms. M.

Letellier's attempt to do equal justice to all

parties was characterized as " that rag of a

bill," and Canadians were held up to univer-

sal scorn as literary pirates. If English

authors would take the trouble to examine

the matter thoroughly, they would soon

discover that interested motives are at

work nearer home. When a publisher

drives a bargain with an author, colonial

circulation does not enter into his reckon-

ing, and therefore, all that he can make by
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it is clear gain ; the author is not one six-

pence the better for it. Suppose further,

that negotiations are opened with an Ameri-

can publisher for advanced sheets, and any

haggling should occur over the terms, Can-

ada is thrown in as an additional induce-

ment. If the negotiations fail altogether, the

Knglish publisher would close the market en-

tirely, unless our booksellers chose to im-

jjort editions so costly that they would find

no market here, or only a very limited one.

This is not a very dignified position for the

first CrowTi Colony of England. Canada

possesses control overall her internal affairs,

even to the taxation by customs duties of

English manufactures, and yet, in one im-

portant branch of manufacture, she is to be

at the mercy of London monopolists. One

of the powers of the Dominion Parliament

is its jurisdiction over "copyrights," and if

that do not extend to all copyrights having

legal existence and capable of legal enforce-

ment in Canada, the sooner it is so defined

ihe better.

The necessity for providing adequatemeans

of defence in case of war is recognized by all

except a few eccentric spirits who cannot be

induced to look beyond their noses. More-

over, it is no longer a matter for discussion.

The Imperial Government has repeatedly

pledged itself to protect Canada by sea and

land with all the material strength available

for that purjjose. On this condition, how-

ever : that Canada shall organize her own

population for defensive purposes, and bring

the major part of .the necessary land-force

into the field. Whether the large sum of

money annually expended upon the militia

service has been judiciously aj)plied is an-

other question, upon which it is scarcely

p(jssible for a civilian to pronounce with con-

fidence. Still there is a growing and appa-

rently well-grounded conviction that the

( ountry has not reaped an adc(|uate return

lor the money spent. The volunteers them-

selves arediscontented,and the force generally

is admitted to be far from efficient. The an-

nual camp drill, besides being a great incon-

venience to employers—a circumstance not

of itself to be taken into account—seems to

serve no good purpose. It is in fact a fort-

night's playing at soldiers, and the game is

hardly worth the candle. We hope that the

distinguished British officer now in com-

mand of the department ,will be able to

reassure the public mind on this subject,

which may, perhaps, begin to be all-import-

ant, when no time remains for organized

I)reparation.

It has often been denied, chiefly, how-

ever, by civilians, that our extended fron-

tier is capable of successful defence. On
the other hand, British officers of unques-

tionable competence have declared that

it is not only possible but, all things con-

sidered, comparatively easy to keep out

an invading force. In an able and lucid

address to the Literary and Scientific Insti-

tution of Ottawa, Lieut.-Colonel Fletcher.

His Excellency's Military Secretary, unfolded

in popular language a plan of defence appli-

cable more particularly to the old Province

of Canada. In mentioning the gallant Colo-

nel's name we cannot refrain from expressing

our share in the general regret at his

departure from amongst us. Occupying a

post which calls for great ability, great tact,

and more than ordinary patience, he has dis-

charged his duty to the satisfaction of all

who have been brought in contact with him.

By his intellectual activity, suavity of man-

ner, and, above all, by the deep zest with

which he has thrown himself into ;U1 that is

most deeply interesting to Canadians, Col.

Fletcher has won the esteem and respect of

the people, and carries with him their

heartiest wishes both for himself and his fam-

ily. In considering the question of frontier de-

fence, we must bear in mind that the

conditions of warfare have been gravel\

modified by what is variously denominated

the malevolent or providential ingenuity of

inventive skill, it would certainly seem as
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if recent improvements in destructive ma-

chinery would render the mere length of

frontier a secondary consideration. On that

question we do not pronounce ; on another

there is less need for the reticence of mo-

desty or ignorance. We shall continue to

prefer the opinions of an expert to the fan-

cies of such men as Mr. Malcolm Cameron.

His foolish speech on the sinfulness even

of defensive warfare is of a piece with much

else that has been fatuous in his political

career. He does not believe in moral sua-

sion as a cure for intemperance, but he has

the firmest confidence in the nostrum when

applied to war. All that need be said is

to reiterate the moral of the Quaker depu-

tation which visited the Emperor Nicholas.

If foreigners could be brought to believe

that his antipathy to defensive war, and

to the honourable profession of arms, is

so widely spread amongst Canadians that

any unscrupulous power may take ad-

vantage of their cowardice or their greed,

he might entail more serious calamities

upon his country than Mr. Sturge and

the peace party brought upon England

in 1854. Fortunately her possible enemies

are too shrewd to be so easily deluded. If

the member for Ontario has any leisure at

his disposal, he should venture to try his

skill upon Bismarck, McMahon, or Don
Carlos, after a preliminary experiment with

the Sioux as Lieut.-Governor of the North-

West Territories.

During the Parliamentary vacation, we

may have occasional opportunities of dis-

cussing anew the merits of the party system.

Meanwhile, there is no harm in taking stock,

on the eve of a prorogation. On one side,

we have the party which was placed hope-

lessly hors de co^nbat at the last general elec-

tion, not, be it observed, because the elec-

torate preferred the policy, if they had any,

of its opponents, but because the party itself

had forfeited public confidence and respect

by questionable dealings with a public con-

tractor. It would be ungenerous to press

severely upon a shattered party, or to rake

the ashes over after the fire has gone out

:

all we desire to insist upon is, that the trans-

gression, which brought its own punishment

with it, was the natural result of a vicious

system. The other party attained power by

climbing upon the prostrate bodies of tlieir

disgraced predecessors. Their hands were

clean, because theyhadhad no opportunity of

soiling them ; they could not have failed, for

they had never been tried ; and they were

guiltless of the semblance of a breach of

trust because they had never been taken in-

to confidence. The memory of the masses

is proverbially short, and even where they

remember, they are not relentless. Like

another band of fallen cherubs, pourtrayed

by Milton, the great Conservative party lay

vanquished and confounded : but not for

long. Its leaders were aware that public re-

sentments, though sharp and scorching, are

soon over, and thus, even deprofundis, they

felt encouraged to make a renewed appeal

for public favour. When matters are at

their worst, the philosophy of common life

assures us that, with a party as with an in-

dividual, they are about to mend. But for

the Conservatives, there is no evidence of a

change in the tide. Had Mr. Drew been

elected by a majority of two, the re-action

would have been uhmistakeable ; but as Col.

Higinbotham triumphed by three, the evi-

dence of it is not so clear. Nothing remains,

for the present, therefore, but to ferret out

visionary stories of jobbery, and to pillory

opponents on charges, real or imaginary, of

nepotism and other forms of corruption.

The attempted feat of producing white by

the admixture of two blacks is interesting as

an experiment in political chemistry, but it

does not seem calculated to evolve sub-

stantial results.

On the other hand, the great Reform
party has intestine war within the ranks

rather early in its day of power. The great

source of weakness here seems to be that
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there are too many masters, both before and

behind the scenes. The result is mutiny

and faction-fighting. The old captain still

paces the quarter-deck or stands upon the

bridge, speaking-trumpet in hand : but the

crew heed him not They have begun to

think that, in his sacred person, they have a

Jonah, whom it would not be amiss to throw

overboard. In vain he scolds and threatens

to put recalcitrants in irons : they are too

many for him. Anon he implores them

not to break the ranks or desert the ship.

Everything shall be as they wish it—if it be

what he likes. They may enjoy perfect

freedom of thought and action—so long as

they think with him and do as he com-

mands. The issue of this broil is amongst

the secrets of the future ; but we feel sure

it will not be in favour of the captain, and

we have a shrewd suspicion that, in the end,

the ship will be scuttled by the crew and

abandoned to its fate.

The dream of Conservative reaction is

vain and illusory ; the hope of re-construc-

tion in the Liberal party, on the old lines,

baseless and futile. Neither of the parties

possesses, or ought to possess, the public

confidence. They may call the electorate

fickle and wavering if they please, but the

unsteadiness is to he looked for elsewhere

—in the hands of those who used to hold

the reins. We believe that intelligent party

men are too old judges of popular feeling

not to be good judges. They see the hand-

writing on the wall, and they think they recog-

nize in it the chirography of Mr. Blake. The

member for South liruce must have had

strange experiences since he entered public

life. He has been cajoled and threatened,

flattered and ridiculed, aijplauded and de-

nounced by the newspapers without regard

to consistency in their portraiture. At ])re-

sent the (opposition journals inveigh against

him, and so would the Globe— // // dared.

The hon. member occupies no public ollice,

is the recognized leader of no politiad parly,

and yet greater liberties have been taken

with his name than even the somewhat

loose conventionalities of political life would

seem to warrant. Does he speak, as at

Aurora ? He is a Canadian X^leon. Does

he hold his peace? Tlien he is something

of a cross between Machiavelli and Guy
Fawkes, scheming and plotting to trans-

mute Canadian loyalty, through Nativism,

into Republicanism, or else to blow up

Queen and Constitution with intellectual

gunpowder.

It is not, however, Mr. Blake as an indi-

vidual whom party men fear and dislike.

His abiUties and his eloquence, powerful

though they confessedly are, do not cause

them so much disquiet as the deepening

conviction that, in his person, are repre-

sented the broader and more enlightened

views of a large and ever-increasing propor-

tion of the electorate. The restlessness and

anxiety of both parties is the more intense,

because they have to meet, not a creed or a

platform, but a tendency ; not a visible or-

ganization, but a subtle influence which in-

sinuates itself into both camps, and evades

all tli^ ordinary methods by which wire-

pullers forecast the future. Parties, says

the Mail, like nations, have their periods

of growth, maturity, and decadence. Yet

our contemporary deprecates any effort to

secure fOr our two doting factions, a speedy

euthanasia—a happy relief from the irk-

someness and suffering of senile decrepitude.

It advises us to take Burke as our exem-

plar, and by giving up the National cause in

the interest of parly, to " narrow our mind,''

as Goldsmith, with a delicate fidelity to

truth, accused our great philosophical states-

man uf doing. It is something to have ii

admilled that the normal tendency of the

party system is to " narrow the mind ;" and

if our contemporary would only concede

that it also j^erverts the moral sense, anci

checks the healthful current of national life,

his political creed would coincide with ours.

In the same issue of the Mtn'l we read that

" Bariy names have lost their old signifi-
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ance." If so, what new significance, we

may ask, have they acquired? If none,

then why do the names, or the things they

are supposed to represent, continue to exist?

Canadian affairs have necessarily claimed

so large a share of the limited space at our

command, that little room is left for a review

of current events outside the Dominion.

Parliamentary sessions do not last for ever,

and therefore in future numbers greater

prominence may be given to the larger

world outside us. American affairs are not

of much general interest. There have been

serious floods, an abortive gold ring con-

spiracy between Jay Gould and Drew,

and there is the Beecher-Tilton scandal

to fall back upon, when the excitement

necessary to American existence, appears

to lack a stimulant. The new Senate

met at Washington on the 5th ultimo.

The Hawaiian Reciprocity Treaty was

confirmed in due form ; not, however,

without some opposition. King Kalakaua

was wise in his generation ; and, as became

the immediate descendant of a shrewd New
England fisherman, he resolved to ensure

success by a personal appearance upon the

stage. He probably calculated that where

a negotiation might fail which rested upon its

economical merits, it would be sure to suc-

ceeed if a fairly dignified appeal were made

to flunkeydom. The success of this Reci-

procity Treaty, as contrasted with another

we have in view, was merely a matter of

entourage. The U. S. Senate, dignified and

respectable as it is, has its weak syde ; and

future negotiators may find it to their ad-

vantage to mingle a little blue blood with the

water-gruel of commonplace international

arrangements.

President Grant, as we anticipated, has

made the most of his opportunities. The

Senate which was convened to consider

some undefined "objects of interest," did its

work, but by an alarmingly small majority.

The great "object"—for there really was

only one—was to give a quasi-legislative

sanction to any liberties the President might

feel inclined to take with States' rights dur-

ing the recess. Gen. Grant has probably

failed to get all he desired ; still he has un-

questionably obtained from the Senate, by a

small majority, its approval of his past deal-

ings with the South, and inferentially a com-

mission to carry out the system inaugurated

to its logical conclusions. There is some-

thing comical in Senator Anthony's resolu-

tion, viewed in the light of Congressional

investigations. With all the information

brought to bear upon the subject, with the

notorious frauds of the Returning Board of

Louisiana, and the Pride's purge effected by

Sheridan fresh in his mind, Mr. Anthony

asked the U. S. Senate to " approve of the

action heretofore taken by the President in

protecting Louisiana from domestic vio-

lence," and to entreat him " to continue to

recognize in that State" a government which,

on the showing of a partisan Republican

committee, has no possible pretext for usurp-

ing the power. By a vote of 28 to 25 the

Senate agreed with Mr. Anthony.

The State of New York has had two sen-

sations peculiarly its own. Governor Tilden

is determined to "stamp out " rings ofevery

description, and he has commenced with the

canal ring. Mr. Tilden is a fruit of the

November reaction against Grant, and, of

course, a Democrat, whatever that may

mean in a country where, as the i^a/7 would

say, " party names have lost their old signi-

ficance." A Democratic purist is somewhat

of a novelty it appears, or ought to be, if

Democrats have any resemblance to what

they were. The Governor's policy may be

dictated by purely moral considerations : if

so, he does not get the credit of them. In

the autumn of next year there will be a Pre-

sidential election, and as Mr. Tilden sees

no reason why the candidates for State ho-

nours should borrow from the Church its

710I0 episcopari, he is, to use the expressive

phrase, "laying himself out for it." His
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canal policy, being in the direct interest of

cheap transportation, will be applauded by

the granges ; and the granges, witli kindred

interests, may possibly command the vote of

the West, and more than the West. With

this and the support of the regular Demo-

crats and liberal Republicans, he hopes to

carry off the great prize ; therefore Gov.

Tilden is, from principle, opi)Osed to all

rings.

The other sensation has a peculiar merit

of its own, because its significance is extrin-

sic. .Archbishop McCloskey, of New York,

has been made the recipient of a hat, and is

thus a member of the Sacred College. The

N. V. Herald is painfully diffuse upon the

subject. Every possible fact and fancy about

the Cardinalate—its origin, its dignity, its

grades, its privileges, and its magnificence,

even down to its wardrobe—have been un-

earthed for the instruction of the great Ame-

rican nation. Yet Mr. Bennett did not feel

completely satisfied. He was not sure that

some sinister design of Jesuitical origin

might not be discoverable under the ^(?r;<f//^.

Having little confidence in the infallibity of

private judgment, he resolved to ask Mr.

Beecher—who might be supposed to have

quite enough on his hands already—if he

really thought that the red hat indicated

Papal aggression. The Plymouth pastor

replied that he did not, and Mr. Bennett's

suspicions were dispelled. It still remained,

however, to assert the sternness of Repub-

lican simplicity, by combining title-worship

with free thought. A Jesuit father consider-

ately gave him the opportunity of indulging

in both simultaneously, by a rather intem-

perate denunciation of the public schools as

destructive of morality. If Mr. Bennett had

waited a few days longer, he would have

heard that the Pope, who appears to be on

the most intimate terms with " our own re-

porter," had also thundered against secular

teachers as the corrupters of youth. A" im-

porte, however ;
such accu.sations have been

made from the days of Socrates until now,

and they will continue to be made, we pre-

sume, as long as science has anything to

teach, and religion anything to fear.

The " holy calm," of which Sir Wilfred

Lawson spoke, still continues in England.

The Marquis of Hartington is leading the

Opposition with judicious carelessness and

unimpeachable moderation. If Charles

James Eox, after the fall of the Coalition

and the elections of 1784, could be supposed

to have lost all his genius and all his elo-

quence, he would have been just as irre-

proachably respectable a Whig as his lord

ship. Mr. Gladstone has been in his place

once or twice, notably when Professor Faw-

cett proposed his unsuccessful motion to im-

prove the educational system in rural dis-

tricts, but his ecclesiastical feathers not being

ruffled, he was not stirred to speech. In-

deed, if rumour speaks truly, and the ex-

Premier is really engaged on two serious

works—a refutation of Strauss's Lebai Jesu,

and a treatise on the reHgious aspect of

marriage—he probably finds that he has

occupation enough. Political stagnation

has reached so painful a point in Parliament

that the Commons would have been at a

loss for amusement if Dr. Kenealy, the hiero-

phant of the Wapping mysteries, had not

intervened to furnish it. The House was

not as grateful as it should have been. It

is not often so attractive a spectacle is pro-

mised as that of " a lion shaking the dew-

drops from his mane," and it was scarcely

to their credit that hon. members declined

the offer.

The measures introduced by Mr. Dis-

raeli's Government are, for the most part,

good measures. Their great defect is, that

they only nibble at the edges of great ques-

tions. Perhaps the e(iuable temper, which

the English people find so agreeable, ren-

ders half-measures a necessity. There is a

nibbling of another sort going on, which

may in the end prove disastrous to the Con-

servative party. Mr. (jathorne Hardy's

1
Bill to legalize regimental exchanges is an
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instance in point. The Secretary at War
does not propose to undo Lord Cardwell's

work of abolishing the purchase of commis-

sions, but rather to make the new system

more palatable to the aristocratic and orna-

mental portion of the army. Those who

enter the service merely to attain position in

society under cover of a nominal occupation,

complain that they are prevented from ex-

changing out of a regiment ordered abroad
;

and as a cause must be poorly off if it has

not a benevolent side to it, they urge that

needy men, who rather like hardship and

exposure in unhealthy climates, are pre-

vented, under the present system, from in-

dulging their peculiar tastes and making

money at the same time. The Government

Bill is a happy device to satisfy both classes.

It will enable blood to have that telling

effect which some men regard as an evidence

of design in creation, and also' provide, or

rather perpetuate, a method of gaining a

competence, the desire of which is another

providential adaptation of man to his envir-

onment. When the late Government dealt

with the purchase system, they invoked

Royalty as a deus ex machina to their aid.

Prerogative seems to be in favour with the

Liberal party, if we may judge by the re-

cent utterances of its real leader, Earl Gran-

ville. It appears that not only was the sale

of commissions a matter of royal favour,

but that the right of a man to reap the

fruits of his inventive abilities, by means of

a patent, depends altogether on the nod of

the monarch ; indeed, he denies, in plain

language, that the inventor has any right at

all. Parties in England appear to have ex-

changed places ; but they have done so be-

fore. It is not for the first time that Liberal-

ism has proved itself illiberal and that Con-

servatism has been progressive. In the Re-

gency debates, we have enough to convince

the most obdurate devotee of the party

fetish, that Fox and Whiggism may be found

on the side of kingly right as opposed to

Parliamentary power. On the whole, we
should be disposed to say that Mr. Disraeli's

legislation is good, so far as it is not irritat-

ing, as in the case of the Irish Coercion

Acts, a case that is at present beyond cure,

and had betterbe let alone. Ireland is a tetchy

patient, and there are many things besides

her temperament to be taken into account

;

and it might have been as well, especially

in the case of Westmeath, if Sir Michael

Beach had waited for the facts before com-

mitting himself to an unsatisfactory mea-

sure.

Continental affairs are placid on the sur-

face. The miracle at Versailles has sur-

passed the miracles of Lourdes. The alliance

between the Centres and the Left has lasted

long enough for its immediate purpose. The

Left has been wonderfully patient through-

out. It has voted, with blind earnestness,

every article of the compact. It has refused

to be charmed by ImperiaHsm or Legitim-

ism, charm they never so wisely. M. Buffet,

after great coaxing, has taken his place in

the Cabinet ; the Due d'Audiffret Pasquier,

an Orleanist, has been kept out, it is said

by the machinations of the Imperial party.

In return, the Duke was elected President

of the Assembly. On taking the chair, the

Duke had the bad taste to attack the

Imperialist party—a step which can hardly

be said to possess any significance. Prince

Bismarck has been counterchecked by the

Pope in an Encyclical, denouncing the

Falck laws, and has met it but by a bill de-

priving the bishops of their endowments. If

the latter step had been taken first, instead

of last, it might have been as well. The
disestablishment of State and Church was

justifiable ; but the persecution of the

Church was not. It gave the Pope a stand-

point which he would not otherwise have

possessed. He was enabled to act the role

of an injured innocent—a prisoner in the

Vatican—and he benefited by the enact-

ment.
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SELECTION.

THR COMING ARCTIC KXPKDITION.

(From Cornhill Magazine.)

IT is nearly a year ago since the present

writer mourned in this magazine over

the Government's refusal to send out ano-

thrr Arctic expedition, and called attention

to the fact that the northernmost land in the

globe is no longer of an Englishman's nam-
ing. The first of these blots upon the

national honour has been wiped away by
the Conservative Premier, and even Radi-

cals may hope he may be rewarded by having

the removal of the second associated with

his name. Mr. Disraeli, with characteristic

acumen, has seen that on few questions was
a penurious policy so likely to be distaste-

ful as on this, and he deserves all credit for

his insight. And now, when the Expedition

is almost on the eve of sailing, some remarks
on its preparation, its route, its chances of

success and possibilities of failure, and on
the results previously obtained by ourselves

and other nations, may not prove uninterest-

ing to those who, during the long quiescence

of England, have forgotten the story with

which, in Franklin's days, every one was
familiar, and who, if asked whether our ven-

ture was going to be made east or west of

Greenland, or east or west of Spitzbergen,

would find it, perhaps, difficult to answer.

And, first, it is to be feared that the revul-

sion of feeling which has come over the

nation since the Government's derision may
be to some extent ])rejudicial to the jircstige

of the enterprise. So long as an Expedition

was discountenanced on the ground that it

was practically impossible to reach the Pole,

no one felt disposed to underrate the perils

of the attempt. Hut now that every news-

paper has had its say on the subject, people
arc beginning to talk as if the <|uestion was
only one of lime and money, and l(j dis-

count beforehand the patient bravery, the

consummate skill, and also the good fortune

by which alone the great quest of so many
centuries can be achieved. That is not the

spirit in which we should watch the de-

parture of the Expedition. We should not

gauge its utility by its geographical dis-

coveries, however striking tney may be.

Surely the fact that 150 lieutenants volun-

teered for the service within a tew weeks
after the announcement of the Government's
intentions, is in itself no slight return for the

outlay ; and if, a year and a half or two years

hence, our adventurers should return with

one more story of failure, we should feel

their failure to be merely nominal, and the

gain to the nation in prestige and example
great and real. If we reflect that the mere
accident of a bad season may suffice to frus-

trate all that experience and bravery can

unitedly effect, over-confidence will appear

more than u.sually out of jilace. To have

counted the cost beforehand, to be ]>repared

in case of failure to renew the attempt, not

to expect success while straining every nerve

to secure it, and to feel that if captains and
crews do their duty, that alone is gain for

England—this, assuredly, is the spirit in

which the nation should see the Expedition

set out, as it is certain to be the spirit in

which Captain Nares and his men will leave

us. We may, on the other hand, feel con-

fident that Sir Leopold McClintock and his

j

coadjutors will not forget that it is in oppo-

sition to the wishes of a certain influential

portion of the public that the enterprise has

! been undertaken, and that, therefore it is

I

doubly incumbent upon them to take care

that failure is due to bad fortune only, and not

to want of foresight. When Captain Kolde-

wey's expedition set out, the German con-

tractors made it a jioint of honour to supply

them with the very best stores they could

])rocure. Recent revelations may make us

iear that in our own ccjuntry commercial
honour is less valued than commercial suc-

cess. Let us hope no firms but those of

the liighest credit have been employed on
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the outfit of the Expedition, and that the

most vigilant supervision has been exercised

over its every detail.

Its organisers must have had an anxious

time of late. First and foremost there was

the choice of ships, and here we may be sure

no keener eye to make an all-important

selection could have been found than Sir

Leopold McClintock's. Then there must
have been many a consultation about boats

and sledges, and the best mode of convert-

ing the vessels into winter-houses. The
proper amount of coal to be taken on board,

the quantity and quality of prophylactics

against scurvy, the selection from men and
officers volunteering for the service, are all

points demanding the utmost discrimination,

and a slight error of judgment in any one of

them might entail the ruin of the whole en-

terprise. Let us hope that there has been

no penny-wise economy in provisioning the

Expedition, nor in the selection of its per-

sonnel, but that the sole and single aim with

which the Committee has acted has been to

secure the best ships, the best equipment,

and the best crews at its disposal. Without
a complete medical scrutiny no volunteer

would, of course, be accepted. Too clean

a bill of health—and not physical health

only—could not be required from every

candidate. A weak man's death, a down-
hearted man's grumbling, might, at a critical

moment, double the sufferings or even en-

danger the safety of his companions. The
records of all Arctic story prove that no-

where is example more contagious, or feeble-

ness of body or mind more depressing, than

in the long monotonous struggle with dark-

ness and cold. Whether the enterprise suc-

ceeds or fails, may it never turn out that

there has been any oversight in inquiring

into a man's character, or any perfunctory

examination of stores. Each of such points,

however minute in itself, yet as being possi-

bly the " little rift within the lute," requires,

and has doubtless received, the utmost at-

tention. But if we suppose all these pre-

cautions to have been taken, one preliminary

still remains to be settled before the Com-
mittee can be said to have got the responsi-

bihty of the enterprise finally off its hands.

The proper time of setting out is a point of

cardinal importance. No one will deny that

to get betimes through that dangerous re-

gion of Baffin's Bay, called Melville Bay, into

the North Water, is to have won half the

battle. The probability is, that in an ordin-

ary season the passage would be effected

about the end of June or the beginning of

July. Still, prudence would seem to recom-

mend that a discovery-ship should be in

Baffin's Bay at the beginning of June, so as

to take advantage of an unusually favourable

season. If the season proved unfavourable,

some preliminary acclimatisation and ex-

perience would do the crews no harm. If

it were favourable, it is possible that, since

after Melville Bay is passed, the passage to

Smith's Sound is comparatively easy, the

goal of the Expedition might be reached,

and the ships come safe home again before

next Christmas. It need hardly be said

that no such swift success is probable. On
the contrary, the ultimate success of the voy-

age will most likely depend on the foresight

with which plans are prepared for the first

winter in the ice, and for the sledging opera-

tions, which will precede a crowning effort

to reach the Pole in 1876. But the mere

chance of an earlier end to the Expedition

is well worthy of consideration. It is im-

possible, too, to doubt that, however min-

utely the scheme for a longer stay may have

been elaborated, the Captain will be left at

liberty to use his own discretion in special

circumstances ; and as some ships have

sailed through Melville Bay without any

hindrance at all, and in 1873 ^ whaler—the

Arctic—reached the North Water by June

9, it is not, perhaps, presumptuous to hope

that our ships may be well on their way by

the end of May.
To mention the North Water is, as it

were, to enter on the technicalities of the

present Expedition. Before we venture to

follow its fortunes further, it may be well to

explain what considerations have led to its

taking that route at all, and this will be best

effected by a brief survey of the results ob-

tained by previous voyages. It is a little

curious, and may be some consolation to

those who think the national spirit has been

cankered by money-grubbing, to notice that,

whereas the early Arctic expeditions were

often due to commercial rivalry, and much
the same sort of emulation as that which

causes the annual tea-race from China, it is

the spirit of honour and the love of science

which have been the mainsprings of those of

late years, and notably of this last of 1875.

No fabled glories of Cathay allure our im-

aginations. We do not dream of shores
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sown with gems, or of a short cut to the

treasure-lands of the East. VV'c have not

now even the hope of relieving a lost expe-

dition to spur us on. Nay, love of science

itself has only borne a subordinate jjart in

promoting the present attempt. Primarily

it has sprung out of national emulation, re-

kindled by the success not only of the Ameri-
cans, but of an inland people like the Ger-

mans. Now, as there are three avenues to

the untraversed region round the Pole—one
east of (ireenland through the sea.on either

side of Spitzbergen ; another west of Green-
land through Davis' Straits, Baffin's Bay and
Smith's Sound ; and the third by Ikhring's

Straits ; so there are three main chapters

into which all Arctic history may be divided

— exploration of the North-West passage, or

the attempt to show that Behring's Straits*

might be reached from Europe by the sea

north of North America ; explorations of

the North-East Passage, or the attempt
to show that Behring's Straits might be
reached from Europe by the sea north of

Norway and Siberia; and explorations north-

wards towards the Pole. Some of these ex-

jilorations have been conducted with the

ivowed object of discovery, some from the

hope of finding a short passage to the Indies

or of reaching a richer fishing ground, a few

from scientific motives, and the most famous
of all from noble international rivalry in at-

tempting to rescue Sir John Franklin. The
;^eneral result of all these explorations has
been that the unknown region round the

Pole has been steadily though slowly circum-

scribed. At a rough estimate an area of

over two million scjuare miles >till remains
undiscovered. But the circle has been uni-

formly contracting,and on every sidewedges,
as it were, have been driven into it of, it may
be, an island in one (juarter which has been
circumnavigated, or of a mountainous shore
-kirted in another, which, though unexplored,
is clearly the outline of a vast interior ; while
< onjecture, almost amounting to certainty,

enables us to jjicture to ourselves a large por-

tion of space which the eye of man has never
^een. The outer circle of the great polar
basin is formed by the three great continents
of Asia, America, and Europe. But an in-

ner uneven circle has of late been traced,

which is nuirked off by the northern shores

* Kefore 1728, ihc year of Ikhring's discovery, for
Hehring's Straits" "wmc unknown straits"

Aould have to l)C i>ulntitutc<l.

of Spitzbergen, Greenland, Grinnell Land,
the Parry Islands, Wrangel Land, New Si

beria, and Eranz Josei)h I^nd. It must,

however, be remembered that though we
may use the term " circle" for convenience,
it would be wholly misleading if it (Conveyed

the notion of a central sea round the Pole
surrounded by a belt of land. Whether
there is sea or land at the Pole itself is un-

certain, but it seems probable that no central

land-locked ocean exists. We know, indeed,

that north of Spitzbergen there is water a-

bout 500 miles from the Pole, but we also

know that Cireenland has been tracked to

within 534 miles of it. We are more likely to

be correct in imagining the unknown region

to be irregularly broken up into great patches
of ice-bound sea, intersected by water-lanes

in summer, such as that between Iceland

and Spitzbergen, or that between Banks
Land and Behring Straits ; into vast tracts

of ice-bound land like Greenland and Grin-

nell Land; and into groups of islands such
as the Parry Islands, New Siberia, Spitzber-

gen, and (apparently) Eranz Joseph Land.
We may even give more precise shape to

our conjectures without indulging in mere
guesswork. Very strong reasons have been
adduced for the theory that Grinnell Land
stretches far westwards north of the Parry

Islands in the direction of Wrangel Land.
Wrangel Land and Grinnell Land may, in

fact, be merely the western and eastern por-

tions of the same country, though probably
it will be found that each is a large island

with other large islands or batches of islands

intervening. So, also, it is something more
than a conjecture that whoever advances
much further up Smith's Sound will find that

Grnnell Land tends westwards, and that be-

yond it, and before coming to the Pole, a

large island exists. Such then are the broad
geographical results that have been actually

obtained or conjectured from previous inves-

tigation. How they have led to the selection

of Smith's Sound as the best route lor the

new Expedition now remains to be shown.
It has been said above that .Arctic history

may be divided into an account of north-

western, northern, and north-eastern explo-

rations. The first of these fields of discov-

ery has been oi < upied almost exclusively by
Englishmen. In the second also they have

been pre-eminent, though they have been
run close by the Americans. In the third

the Russians have borne away the palm.
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The Dutch in old times, and Sweden and
Norway lately, have been conspicuous for

their enterprise in the seas of Spitzbergen

and Nova Zembla, and both these islands

were for the first time circumnavigated in

our day by a Norwegian seaman, Captain

Carlsen. Quite lately the Germans have be-

gun to emulate the maritime nations. A
North-German expedition in 1869-70 sur-

veyed a considerable portion of East Green-

land (finding, among other discoveries, coal-

seams in its mountains), and an Austro-

Hungarian expedition discovered in 1873 a

new and extensive group of islands north of

Nova Zembla. Thus the honours of Arctic

discovery are shared by many nations. En-

glishmen discovered the North-West Pas-

sage. Englishmen led the way to Smith's

Sound. Englishmen discovered the straits

between Nova Zembla and the mainland.

Englishmen first sailed north of Spitzbergen.

And fifty years ago an Englishman went
nearer the Pole than any man out of legend

ever went before or since. Americans, on
the other hand, have seen and sailed farthest

north. The Austro-Hungarian expedition

has made the last great geographical discov-

ery. And the Russians, though they have

never actually performed it, have proved the

existence of a North-East Passage. Now all

these efforts, spreading over several centur-

ies, have steadily tended to show that the

Pole is unapproachable from this, that, and
the other side, till by a process of elimina-

tion we have been reduced to one route only

as holding out any reasonable prospect of

success, namely the route west of Greenland

by Smith's Sound. If we glance first at the

widest avenue to the Pole, namely the Spitz-

bergen seas, it is curious to observe that all

modern exploration has done little more than

confirm the experience of Hudson two cen-

turies and a half ago, while no one has since

sailed east of Greenland fifty miles further

north than he did in his little vessel of eighty

tons. He found an impenetrable belt of

ice between Greenland and Spitzbergen in

one voyage, and between Spitzbergen and
Nova Zembla in another, and though some
ships have since pushed somewhat higher^

it has only been to find that impenetrable
belt, not of drifting floes, but of old solid ice,

facing them at last. For a long time the no-

tion that ice could only be formed in the

neighbourhood of land stimulated adven-
ture, but this delusion has been dispelled by

modern observations, and Payer and Kolde-
wey, the latest explorers in those seas, have,

from an opposite opinion, been forced by the

same experience as Hudson, to come round
to the conclusion that in this quarter it is

hopeless to attempt an approach to the Pole

by sea. They are only two out of many
who have started with one conviction and
returned with the other, but Payer's opinion

is of peculiar importance on this point.

North of Spitzbergen not only had numerous
attempts failed in the same way, but the same
conclusion had been forced on five Swedish
expeditions sent out for scientific objects

between 1858 and 1872. More to the east

however, there had been rumours of open
waters seen again and again, and till Payer's

voyage some people had imagined that the

Pole might be reached from the sea north

of Siberia. Baron Wrangel indeed, Russia's

most distinguished explorer, was of opinion

that Smith's Sound was the most practicable

route, and Payer's experience will probably

have given the coup de grace to other sur-

mises. He utterly failed to make a north-

east passage north of Nova Zembla, as he

hoped to do, and being carried further north

by the ice, came upon a land more bleak

and desolate even than Greenland. " The
land," he says, " before us appeared to be

utterly void of life : immense glaciers looked

down upon us from between the desolate

mountains, which rose boldly in steep doler-

itic cones and plateaus. Every object around

us was clothed in a mantle of glaring white,

and the ranges of columns of the symmetri-

cal mountain terraces looked as if they were

encrusted with sugar. In no single instance

could we see the natural colours of the rock,

as in Greenland, Spitzbergen, and Nova
Zembla." Leaving his ship and marching

northwards, he saw the signs which deluded

Kane and others into the idea that they had

reached the shores of an open Polar sea.

" A water sky of a dusky colour made its

appearance in the north ; foul yellow vapours

collected below the sun, the temperature

rose, the ground under our feet became soft,

and the snowdrift broke under us with a

rumbling noise. We had previously noticed

the flight of birds from the north—here we
found the rocks covered with thousands of

auks and divers. Traces of bears, hares,

and foxes, were met with everywhere, and

seals reposed sluggishly upon the ice. We
were justified, therefore, in believing that
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<jpen water was near at hand." Soon the

liclitf was rudely dispelled. On the height

of Cape Fligely he was " now in a position

to judge of the extent of coast water. It

turned out to be a 'polynia' bounded by old

ice, within which tloatcd ice-masses of recent

formation."' From what he saw on this oc-

casion, Lieutenant Payer deduced that the

liieory of an open Polar sea was as unten-

able as the theory that the Polar basin is

covered with ice throughout the year. The
truth, he considers, lies between the two
extremes. " The hope of finding a navigable

sea in latitudes not hitherto attained, is not

yet e.xtinct, and is most likely to be realised

by hugging the coast, but depends in a large

measure on a favourable year." He pro-

ceeds to declare his preference for the route

by Smith's Sound, but makes his hopes even
from that route dej^endent on "an expedition
reaching a kvinier harbour in a latitude as

high as that reached by the last American
expedition." His own track, he points out,
" carries no weight in considering this ques-

tion, for we are indebted for our progress to

a floe of ice, and not to our own exertions.

The difticulties which any succeeding navi-

gator would have to contend with on this

route may be estimated from the fact that,

on our return, we found the sea encumbered
with ice to such an extent, that even boat
navigation was hardly possible, and we were
obliged to haul up our boats many hundred
times, and drag them over thd ice. We
certainly should not have been able to re-

turn in our vessel, although the summer of

1874 was e.xceptionally favourable." Thus
we see that all attem]jts made in many di-

rections, in varieties of seasons, and during
a long course of years, to break through the

solid wall of ice which exists in the Spit/ber-

gen seas, have failed. That ice varies in

thickness from twenty to thirty feet.

Those who have .sailed through Behring's
1

Straits eastwards have found the same solid I

barrier to the north, only on a still more
'

formidable .scale. Impenetrable though the
\

pack appears in the Sjjil/.bergen sea.s, here
j

it is still more so, for the ice is some sixty
,

feet in thickness, and the hopelessness of

an attemjjt to force such a barrier must be
jjroportionately greater. It is true that here
there is no such drift as that wlii( h defeated
J'arry's altcmi)t to perform with boats and
sledges what he could not d(j by ship, but

, to counterbalance this no ship could here

get anything like so far north as Parry, be-
cause the pack ice is encountered in a much
lower latitude, and as, moreover, the surface

of the ice has been described as a mass of
hillocks from forty to a hundred ^eet higli,

a sledge expedition would be out of the

questicn. In Baflin's Bay, on the contrary,

the ice is on an average only five or six feet

thick, and there only appears to be a prac-

ticable along-sliore route towards the Pole.

It is, too, a great advantage that this route

should already have been tracked to within

534 miles of the Pole, and if we could only
count on our pioneer ship having the luck

of the Polaris, we might feel sanguine as to

its prospects ol success.

Smith's Sound derives its name from the

first governor of the East India Company,
who was also the first governor of the Com-
pany of Merchant Discoverers of the North-
West Passage. Its entrance lies between
Cape Isabella on the west and Cape Alex-

ander on the east coast, the distance between
the two being a litde over forty miles. For
two centuries after it was discovered by Bat-

fin in 16 16, it was a mere uoviinis umbra, if

so much as that ; for even so late as 18 18,

Baflfin's Bay was thought to exist only in the

imagination of the man who gave the sea its

name. In 1818 Captain John Ross sailed

within sight of Smith's Sound, and so far

proved that Baffin had been neither an im-

poster nor a dreamer of dreams. But RobS
himself did not evince remarkable ardour or

intelligence, and, after being stopi)ed in Lan-

caster Sound by some visionary mountains
across which a ship sailed in the following

year, returned home, leaving it to be sup-

posed from his observations that there wa«
no outlet northwards or westwards from

Baflin's Bay. By 1852 all the other sounds
of that bay had been examined, and in that

year. Captain Inglefield, who was engaged
in the search for Sir John Franklin, looked
into this one, and saw that the capes chris-

tened by Ross were llie portals of what
seemeil an open sea. The following year

came Kane's heroic voyage, and his steward

Morton, who saw a point between 550 and
560 miles from the I'ole, saw also oft' that

jjoint what again .seemed an open sea. U)>

this "sea," named Kennedy Channel by
Kane, Kane's surgeon, Dr. Hayes, travelled

with a sledge in 1861, only to find the wa-

ter turned into ice, but ice of such a nature

as to lead him to the conclusion that it had
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been piled up by the pressure of an ocean

to the north. Finally in 187 1 Captain Hall

in the Polaris sailed a little over forty-seven

miles beyond the northernmost point which

Dr. Hayes reckoned he had reached in a

sledge, being then between 534 and 533
miles from the Pole. Though his vessel was

caught in the ice there, the sea was naviga-

ble further on. He called it Robeson Straits,

and it is noteworthy that it is considerably

narrower than the entrance to Smith's Sound.

And here it is that we must hope Captain

Nares will take up the work where it has

been left off by those three gallant Ameri-

ans, so that the discoveries which were

begun by Davis and Baffin may be completed

by their countrymen, and the northern as

well as the southern coasts of this ocean-

inlet may be known by English names. We
must hope. But those who are most familiar

with Arctic history will do no more. If Hall

sailed to 82° 16' N., Kane only got as far as

78° 45', and Hayes only as far as 78° 17',

when the ice caught their ships. Perhaps

the severity of our winter in England may be
no omen of an unfavourable condition of the

ice next summer in the Polar Sea. But
certainly there is httle to make us confident

that Captain Nares will be able to sail even

as far as Captain Hall. On the one hand,

it is true, the Polaris was a small and badly-

equipped vessel, and was, moreover, leading

the way ; while the Bloodhound and the Alert

will sail in her track, and with a perfection

of equipment which, in miniature, will we
trust, rival that of the Abyssinian expedition.

But, on the other, there is the fact that, in

all the long annals of Polar voyaging, no
authentic evidence exists of any other ship

in any season, however favourable, having

got so far north as Hall. It is far more likely

that the leading English ship will, in spite of

its superior steaming power and power of

charging the ice, be ice-locked somewhere
nearer the point where Kane was stopped.

If that is the case, it means that the chances
of reaching the Pole are enormously dimi-

nished, because the distance to be traversed

by sledges will be enormously increased, and
sledging is the most crushing part of the

discoverer's toil. And not only would the

actual distance from the Pole, even if the

sledges could go there in a straight line, be
far greater ; but, as they might have to follow

the indentations of the coast, it might be
multiplied perhaps threefold.

The plan of the Expedition is, it is said,

as follows. Two ships are to proceed to the

entrance of Smith's Sound this year. One
will stay there and set to work establishing

depots northwards; the other will sail north-

wards, and, when stopped by ice, or when
arrived at the farthest point from which it

seems practicable to keep up communica-
tions with its consort, will in the same spider-

like fashion begin stretching out a line of

depots northwards. This will be the work of

the autumn and winter of 1875, ^^^ i" 1876
the advanced ship will send out a sledging

expedition towards the Pole, which instead

of carrying all its commissariat along with it,

will find much of it cached in the depots of

the previous year. Now ten miles a day is

good average sledge-travelling, and if the

advanced ship steamed as high as \.\\q. Polaris,

it is argued that the sledging party might

easily perform the 500 and odd miles to the

Pole and back in 100 days. We do not say it

could not. But surely there is a flaw in this

reckoning. Five hundred miles as the crow
flies are one thing. To go 500 miles north,

following the coast, is quite another. On the

most liberal calculations the distance should,

it may be imagined, be reckoned as double.

Do what we will to lessen its dangers, that

will . be a tremendous undertaking. The
majority of people who read glib newspaper
articles have probably the vaguest notions of

what such an expedition means. In the first

place there is the chance of the dogs dying,

and without dogs it is quite certain we should

never reach the Pole, unless we succeeded

in outsailing Captain Hall. Again, it is not

smooth ice that has to be traversed. A
sledge has generally to keep to what is called

the ice-foot or solid ice clinging to the shores

of the straits, because in the centre the

ice becomes sooner rotten in the summer.
Should this ice cease or become so rotten as

Hayes and Payer found it, the party would
have to take to the boat. For we presume
no advance is to be expected along the snow
and glacier-covered border of the land itself

And here, where the talk of an open sea may
have made some people think the perils of

the attempt will be over, it may very likely

prove they have only begun. Let any one

recall to himself the dangers, described by

so many graphic pens, which beset a strong

ship, manned by a full crew in the Polar

seas, and then think of a frail boat with its

boat's crew launching on what may be a
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stormy sea, wiih every peril from the ice as

great or greater than further south. Surely

when those who for years have decried an

expedition, suddenly turn round and say that

" the foremost ship might approach within

500 miles of the Pole ; and, with the know-
ledge of sledge-travelling we now possess,

the distance there and back might be tra-

versed in 100 days," they are blowing hot

much too soon after blowing cold. Such

language in such a quarter argues either

considerable ignorance or careless under-

valuation of the hazards to be undergone.

No, not all the experience of all the explorers

that ever lived, could make the Expedition

other than a terrible stRiggle against terrible

odds. Our main hope lies in our steamer

outstripping Captain Hall's. Could it do
this, and do it early in the summer, the

wisest jjolicy might after all be to make the

grand attempt this year. Should we there-

fore be daunted by such an outlook, and

shrink from the venture? Rather let our

motto be Ne cedf nialis sed cotitt\i audetttior

ito. If immediate success is only to be won
by good fortune, an immediate return in

some shape is certain. And even if the pre-

sent enterprise fails, it will, we may be con-
fident, do something to lessen the risks of
future explorers. The same people who
make light of the difficulties to be encoun-
tered now, would be the first to throw cold
water on a repetition of the attempt, should
those difficulties prove insurmountable. It

is more prudent and more patriotic to be
prepared for partial failure. If Captain Nares
can reach the Pole, so much the better. If

he can get beyond Hall and Parry it will be
a grand contribution to future discovery.

But if he does neither, but simply does his

best, let us be satisfied, and determined never

again to desist from the enterprise which is

our birthright, till patient toil is finally

crowned by triumph.

A. H. B.

BOOK REVIEWS.

The LifkofH. R. H. jhf. Prince Consort,
By Theodore Martin. Vol. I. New York :

D. Appleton & Co. Toronto : Adam, Ste-

venson & Co.

To write or compile a Biography of a Royal

personage under the immediate supervision of

and direct responsibility to, those nmst inter-

ested in the portrait lacing made as flattering as

possible, is even a more difficult task to dis-

charge satisfactorily than for a I'ocl Laureate

to write an Ode to order in coinmcndalion of

an uninspiring event. We will confess that we
look 111' this book with .t prcjudii e against it ;

partly from distrust of the author's powers and
partly that some of the extracts which were the

hrst to find currency in the press were sutluscd

with a tinge of maudlin, such that created an
unfavourable anticipation of the work as a

whole. But wc gladly admit tliat our opinion

of Mr. Martin's labour has been entirely

cliangetl by reading this first volume of the

I.ifc of the Prince Consort. Considcrinjj the

peculiar position in which the bio^^rapher was
placed, and other causes, which we nec«l not

specify, which nuist liave hampered him ;it

every step, these pages are on the whole, singu-

larly free from weak and indiscriminating ful-

someness. The book is avowedly written under
the (Queen's immediate supcnision, and the

supervision exercised by a deeply aftection.ite

widow over the compilation of a memorial of

her husband is likely to result in a portrait

which does not err on the side of vague washi-

ness. But to prove that Mr. Martin has taken

too much colour in his brush, we must first

prove that the I'rince Consort's was not such a

character as he has painted in these pages
;

we must demonstrate, in f.ict, that he was not

a singularly able, laborious, and well-informed

man, and love.d)le husband, antl that he did not

a|)proach vi'ry near to oiu- hiiin itical of a noble

I'rmce. Allowing, if yt>u will though there is

little necessity for m.iking any such allowance
- for some exaggeration in the estimate

which the biographer has formed of his hero,

tlierc still remains ample evidence that

Prince All>crt was very f.ir indeed above the

average of the men of his aj;c in intellect, cul-

ture, and self-control. The testimony to his

merits comes from loo many independent

sources for any one t*) doul)t its genuineness.
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It is a trite remark that the position which
he held was a difficult one ; but it is too often

overlooked that its chief difficulty lay, not so

much in the possibility which was open to him
of making himself acquainted with all that

was going on, and yet holding aloof from

anything like participation in politics, but in

the necessity which his position as the Queen's

Private Secretary and most confidential adviser

laid upon him of making himself master of

every occurrence, of the ins and outs of party

strategy, and all the complications and excite-

ments ofEuropean as well as English politics ; and
yet not only to hide his hand, but to keep him-

self ostensibly as an absolute non-entity. Dur-

ing a life of twenty-two years spent in such a po-

sition the prying jealousy of the English public

could only detect, or even fancy that it detected,

one or two instances in which " foreign" influ-

ence had been exerted, and in such instances

the public was, as usual, misled and unjust.

We see by this Life how keen was the interest

which the Prince took in the struggles that were

going on in Parliament ; with what an intelli-

gent gaze he watched the phases of political life

throughout Europe ; how steadily he worked at

any plans or projects in which he could openly

allow himself to appear as a worker ; how cul-

tivated in his taste in art ; how accomplished

he was as a musician ; and how intense was
the mutual love of husband and wife through-

out a happy, useful, and most laborious life.

It cannot be too often repeated that the posi-

tion in which the Prince stood toward the

Queen as her confidant and adviser was one

which Lord Melbourne made a special point of

pressing upon him and Her Majesty, and which
every other Prime Minister fully recognized and
heartily endorsed. This explains several me-
moranda of his, which appear in these pages,

on current events, and which manifest a re-

markable insight, character, and liberality and
breadth of view. In his letters to his valued

friend. Baron Stockmar, we have his real opi-

nions candidly expressed, and very interesting

is the commentary which they aftbrd on events

between 1839 and 1848—the time comprised in

this volume. As a short specimen let us take

a few words about Italy, written, it must be re-

membered, early in 1848. "Italy, like every

other part in Europe, is bent on progress, on
being politically active and national. The Pope
is the counterpart of the King of Prussia, of

great impulsiveness, half-digested political ideas,

little acuteness of intellect, with a great deal

of cultivated intelligence {geist), and accessi-

bility to outward influences. The rock on
which both split is the belief that they can set

their subjects in motion and keep the spread
and direction of the movement entirely in their

own hands ; nay, that they alone possess the

right to control the movement, because it eme-
nates from them."
Of the Prince's correct musical taste his po-

sition as President of the Antient Concerts, and
the programmes which he drew up for their

performances, are sufficient evidence. Of his

capacity as a perfomer, let us find room for the

testimony of Mendelssohn, given in a private

letter to his mother :
" I must tell you all the

detail of my last visit at Buckingham Palace.

It is, as G. says, the one really pleasant and
comfortable English house, where one feels a

son aise. Joking apart, Prince Albert asked

me to go to him on Saturday, so that I might

try his organ ; I found him alone, and, as we
were talking, the Queen came in, also alone, in

a simple morning dress. I begged that the

Prince would first play me something ;
and

he played a Chorale, by heart, with the pedals

so charmingly, clearly, and correctly, that it

would have done credit to any professional.

Then it was my turn, and I began my chorus

from " St. Paul "

—

" How lovely are the mes-

sengers." Before I got to the end of the first

verse, they both joined in the chorus, and all

the time the Prince managed the stops for me
so cleverly, first a flute, at i]\eforte the great

organ, the D major part of the whole, then he

made a lovely di7iiinuendo with the stops, and
so on to the end of the piece, and all by heart,

—that I was really enchanted."

This is one of the many pleasant sketches of

the inner-life of the Royal Family with which

this volume furnishes us, and one involuntarily

contrasts the state of things here indicated with

the glimpses of some other Royal Households,

w^hich the Greville Memoirs have lately given

to the public. Mr. Martin has, we think, con-

sidering the difficulties of his position, dis-

charged his task, as far as it has yet gone, very

creditably and satisfactorily. Let him in the

concluding volumes, which we hope soon to

welcome, be even less sparing of applying the

pruning knife to mere expressions of feelings

and sentiment, and he will have produced a

biography which will give his readers a true and
life-like portrait of the Prince of whom Eng-
land and Germany mayalike be proud.

Malcolm. A Romance. By George Mac-
donald. Philadelphia : Lippincott & Co.

To say that a story is written by George Mac-
donald implies that it is inspired by the power
of a peculiarly rich and delicate imagination,

a true and beautiful idealism, a pure and noble

philosophy of life, and, last but not least, a

deep, far-reaching spiritual insight. It is this

last quality, indeed, which makes him pre-emi-

nently a teacher; which gives him his remark-
able power of unveiling the true beauty and
significance of life from the husks of the con-

ventional and the common-place that usually

conceal them from superficial observers, and
which, with his loving study of human nature

and earnest faith in God, enable him to solve



;>68 THE CANADIAN AfONfHrV.

—so far as they tan be solved—some of the

ever-recurring and perplexing problems of life.

His latest work, " Malcolm," is characterized

bv the excellencies of some of his best produc-

tions, and is free from the extravagances

which disfigured " Wilfred Cumbcrmede." The
.iiithor's imagination always, pcrhajjs, has a

lightly fanciful tendency, and has a thoroughly

Scottish love for lingering on the shadowy con-

tines of the mysterious region of the superna-

tural ; but in our matter-of-fact and material

..gc, such qualities are by no means superflu-

ous, as a counteractive to the self-sufficient

h.irdness of positivism. The scene is laid in

and about a little sea-port town on the north

oast of Scotland, and the dialogues are couched
.11 the broadest Scotch, which one would think

must have proved rather puzzling to the Ame-
rican readers cf Lippincotfs .Mtigazi/w, in

which it was first published ; although, here

and there the author translates into English a

specially difficult word. Malcolm, the hero, is

one of George Macdonald's favourite class of

heroes, a noble, poetic nature, shining through

.ill the disadvantages of the rough garb and
rude language of his humble life and training

;

for, though an Adonis in his way, and a reader

of Shakespeare, he is but a fisher lad, until,

attracted by his originality and naive candour,

the Marquis and his daughter make him the

humble companion of their rustic solitude, and
of their voyagings along the picturesque and
romantic shore.

IJut Malcolm, who labours under the disad-

vantage of being tJw hero, is perhaps a less

vivid and life-like figure than some of the sub-

ordinate characters of the book. Miss Horn,
in particular, is a most graphic impersonation

of a true Scottish type—rugged, independent,

full of strong good sense and grim, quaint hu-

mour, rigidly undemonstrative, with her self-

-:ratulatory disclaimer of " feelins," which she

hinks are "a terrible sight i' the gait"

—

.ct in the depths of her heart tenderly and
taunchly loyal to a true and disinterested affec-

iiun, which finds its expression in deeds, all

•lie more for being denied in words. Even a

nner and a more picturesque figure is the old

blind Highland piper, .Malcolm's grandfather,

with his faded tartans and dilapidated pipes

—

liardly less loved than his native (iaelic, which,

.IS he |)octicaIly expresses it, he believed " ta

lancuach of the carden of Aiden, and no doubt
• lancuach in which the .Shepherd calls his

I ' |) on ta everlasting hills." His stern, un-

> .1 Iduig enmity against his hereditary foe,

Cawmill of Glenlyn," and all his descendants,
ii.d the conflict of feeling in which this ulli-

I .

•< iy involves him with his tender, intense

: .'1 love for Malcolm, arc pourtrayed with
.icat truth to nature. Then there is the philo-

iphical schoolmaster, Mr. (iraham, unambi-
tious and poetical, and content " to give him-
self to the hopcfullcr work of training children

for the true ends of life," governing his little

kingdom by moral suasion, and " opposing
error only by teaching the truth ;" and having
for one of his scholars the strange pathetic figure

of " the mad laird, " with his painfully-felt

deformity— safe from ridicule among Mr.
Graham's scholars—and his mournful refrain,
"

1 dinna ken whaur I cam' frae." His pretty
little friend Themy, will probably recur in the
promised sequel to the story.

The Marquis, who, despite his title, is of a
much commoner type than some of his lowly
neighbours, is drawn from a class, not uncom-
mon when George the Fourth, as Prince of

Wales, was " the first gentleman in Europe,"
and by no means extinct now, with whom
" duty merely amounted to what was expected
of him, and honour, the flitting shadow of the

garment of truth, washis sole divinity." How his

delinquencies and errors workout theirown pun-
ishment, is one of the most striking features

in the moral character of the book. His un-
trained petted daughter, Lady Florimel, with
her delicate and bewitching beauty, her haughty
and capricious nature, and her irritating coque-
try, is a natural though far from loveable cha-
racter, whom, however, the author evidently
intends to educate, in a succeeding book.
The story has more of a plot than some of the

author's works, but its interest depends much
less upon that than upon the pourtrayal and
development of character, the exquisite and
poetical descriptions, and the beautiful thoughts
with which it is profusely enriched. The little

town of Portlossie, with its '^e:\\.o\\ or sea-town ;
the old castle and church, with the few thatched
cottages clustering about them ; the sandy
beach, with its rocky clifls and grass-covered

downs ; are so vividly painted, as to become to

us real places which we have seen and known.
Vet the beauty of the invisible universe is always
made by the author a stepping-stone to the

beauty of the invisible, to which the other is

but an outer garment, the lights of the counte-

nance of God. As an example of this, and a

characteristic and fine thought of the author,

we conclude with a quotation of a part of a

meditation of Malcolm's, which might lie

thought too high a flight for a comparatively
uncultivated fisher-lad, did we not know of

what noble and beautiful thoughts .Scottish

ploughmen and shepherds have been the au-

thors. The thought is, perhajjs, as good a so-

lution of an old and vexed problem as can 1 >e

arrived at :
"

I wonder how death and thisw. n

water here look totiod.'' To Him is it like a

dream, a picture .•• God knows how things look,

to us both far ofl" and near. He also can sec

them so when he pleases. What they look to

Him is wh.it they are : we cannot see them so,

but we sec them as He meant us to see them,

therefore truly, according to the measure
of the created. Nl.ide in the image of God,
wc see things in the image of His sight."
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The Colonial Question ; A brief considera-

tion of Colonial Emancipation, Imperial Fe-

deralism, and Colonial Conservatism. By
W.H. Fuller, M.A. Kingston : British Whis;
Office.

This brodmre, as we are informed by a pre-

fatory note, was written in 1873, and is now
printed as " a modest contribution to the litera-

ture of the question," which, owing to recent

discussions has become one of great public in-

terest. It is a briefand well-written exposition

of the views of the advocates of the three dif-

ferent policies indicated in the title, and closes

with a strong plea in favour of Colonial Con-
servatism as being the safest and most mutually

beneficial both to the colony and the mother
countr)'. As the pamphlet has the advantage
of being brief and concise, those who wish to

do so can follow out the arguments in Mr. Ful-

ler's own words, with little expenditure of time

or trouble. The author has some good sug-

gestions about the judicious encouragement of

emigration, particularly in regard to bringing

out pauper children. Whatever view the reader

may take as to Mr. Fuller's conclusions, he
must accord him the not too common merit of

keeping close to his subject, without stepping

aside to indulge in any empty and aimless rhe-

torical declamation, or to denounce or dispar-

age those who may hold and advocate different

views.

The Vatican Decrees, in their bearing on
Civil Allegiance : A PoHtical Expostulation.

By the Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone. Lon-
don : John Murray, 1874. Toronto : A. S.

Irving.

A Letter, addressed to his Grace the Duke
of Norfolk, &c. By John Henry Newman,
D.D.,of the Oratory. Toronto: A. S. Irving.

The Vatican Decrees, in their bearing on
Civil Allegiance. By Henry Edward, Arch-
bishop of Westminster. Toronto : A. S.

Irving.

A Reply, &c. By the Right Rev. Monsignor
Capel, D.D. New York: D. Appleton & Co.,

1875.

Vaticanisjni: An answer to Reproofs and Re-
plies. By the Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone.

New York: Harper & Bro's., 187 5. Toronto :

A. S. Irving.

History of the Vatican Council. By the

Rev. P. Schaff, D.D. Toronto: A. S. Irving,

1875.

We place the full titles of these brochures at

the head of our brief notice, because it seems
evident that no one can have gained a clear and
complete view of the controversy who has not

carefully studied the best that can be said on
both sides. It is the fashion now-a-days to

hear only one's own side upon a given subject;

and nowhere is this absence of the judicial

spirit so prevalent, and so injurious as in the

fields of religious or ^//^r^Z-religious disputation.

It may safely be affirmed of those taking an

interest in that temporary surface ruffling

caused by the breeze Mr. Gladstone has raised,

that the Catholics will read nothing but the

replies, and Protestants nothing but the origi-

nal and the rejoinder. We have no intention

of entering upon the merits of the case ; much
less of reviewing each of these utterances in

turn. It will suffice, if some general indications

are afforded, as a guide to the reader who
desires a clue to their general merit, as well as

to their general prospect.

Dr. Schaff's pamphlet, it must be remem-
bered, is from a strongly Protestant writer; yet

the history of the Council contained therein,

has already appeared in other forms, without

contradiction, and the appeals to tradition

against Ultramontanism are worth at least as

much as those in its favour—which, to be sure,

is not giving them the highest character. The
real character of the Council is represented by
figures, to which we need not refer in detail. It

is sufficient to mention that of 541 Europeans,

276 were Italians, of whom 143 belonged to the

Roman States alone. In the appendix to the

Pamphlet are the Decrees of the Council with

the Syllabus in the original and in Enghsh, ar-

ranged in parallel columns.

Of Mr. Gladstone's original " Expostulation"
—teterrima belli causa—we need say nothing,

after the sifting it has undergone on all sides.

Taking up the replies, that of Monsignor Capel,

(the Catesby of Lothair), is notable in many
ways. He is credited with the conversion of

all the aristocratic acquisitions of Rome in late

years, from the Marquis of Bute down. His

pamphlet may be characterized in a few words

—it is clever, subtle, and eminently casuis-

tical ; nowhere is there sure ground beneath

your feet
;
you feel continually in ecclesiastical

syrtes. His method is that conventionally

ascribed to the disciples of Ignatius Loyala.

We have constantly brought to view subtle dis-

tinctions between the direct and indirect autho-

rity; what is supreme and infallible, and what

is supreme alone ; what again is irreformable,

yet not infallible. His treatment of the pastoral

of the Swiss Bishops (187 1), is the cleverest

speciment of scholastic casuistry we have read

since we fell in with the original schoolmen.

Another instance will be found (p. 47,) where he

is playing fast and loose with the Syllabus. To
do him credit, however, Monsignor Capel does

not deny the Ultramontane creed, but, by a

wondrous thaumaturgy, displays it in a dazzling

display of colour, and winds up with a loyal

shout of "God save the Queen."
Cardinal Manning, (Disraeli's Cardinal

Grandison in Lothair), is a more sober rea-

soner. His effort it is to invalidate Mr. Glad-

stone's main position, that a change in the

civil relations of English Catholics has been
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wrought by the Decrees of 1870. The appeal

to tradition is claimed to be in favour of both

bcllifjerents, and, in truth, you may fish out of

it anythinjj you please. If what you land is

not to your mind, throw it back into that abys-

mal sea ; cast in the net aijain, and you are

sure eventually to j^et what you want. Ur.

Manning has managed to inculcate extreme
opinions, without appearing to give offence.

Even the power of deposition is proved by a

sliding enthymeme, by which we slide from
Christ to I'eter, from Peter to Christian

Doctrine, thence to Christian law, and finally

to the great law-giver, Pius IX. There is much
that is extremely edifying in the Cardinal's

pamphlet, but we pass on.

Dr. Newman is a name much beloved in

England, even in the Church he has left, and
Mr. Gladstone gives full expression to that

affection. There is something touching and
saddening in the tone of his reply. It is en-

tirely different, in tone, from the other two.

He feels every inch an Englishman. He can
dare to say that he would obey the call of the

Queen to arms, though the Pope forbade him.

The Syllabus may be authoritative, but he does

not think so. Rash Catholics exist, he says,

as well as rash Protestants ; and they have, in a

large measure, brought the trouble on them-
selves. He does not even omit, as Dr. Man-
ning does, the strong point made by Mr. Glad-
stone, regarding the assurances of the Irish

bishops and the English vicars-apostolic, in

'79'. '793. ^nd 1826. Dr. Newman even ad-

mits that faith has not been kept with the Eng-
lish Government. We regret that we cannot
give a detailed account of this reply ; it is, from
every point of view, worthy of careful and
sympathetic perusal.

On Mr. (Gladstone's rejoinder wc cannot dwell.

It is longer, more vigorously written, and more
satisfactory altogether than the '* Expostula-
tion." A larger array of facts and opinions is

brought together, and he has certainly much
the best of his antagonists up to this point.

published puts them within everybody's reach,

whocares to read, and i^> prepared to think, upon
the subject. The course is not yet complete ;

but all the lectures will be regularly supplied

by the Toronto publishing firm above named.
Those before us are entitled as follows :-

" Science and Revelation : their destructive

Provinces, with a Review of the theories of

Tyndall, Huxley, Darwin, and Spencer,'" by D'.

Porter. " Theological Colleges, with special re-

ference to the evil results of recent scientific

theories," by the same. " Atomism," by Kev.

Prof. Watts, an examination and refutation

of Dr. Tyndall's theory of the Universe. "Her-
bert Spencer's Biological Hypothesis," by the

same. "Design in the Structure and Fertili-

zation of Plants, a proof of the existence of God,"
(illustrated), by Dr. Moore. Finally, " The
13octrine of an Impersonal God, in its Effects

on Morality and Religion," by the Rev. \\ .

Todd Martin, M.A.

The Morality of Prohibitory Liquor
Laws : An Essay. By Wm. B. Weedon.
Boston : Roberts Brothers. Toronto : Hart
and Rawlinson.

The limitations of space prevent our doing
more at present than to notice the appear-

ance of this Essay, and to quote the fol-

lowing words from the author's preface, in

explanation of the position he takes in refer-

ence to the question of legislative interference

with intemperance :
" The writer believes that

the whole fabric of our legal and political ac-

tion has been strained and injured by the insti-

tution and administration of these liquor laws.

He believes that one of the tirst and most im-

portant steps in the much talked about reform

of civil government must be, to turn the hu-

mane temperance impulse away from its ab-

normal action in law and in the state,, and to

give it natural play in the ethical improvement
of the individual m.m and of sociclv."

Religion and Scienck : A Course of Lec-
tures. Belfast : William .Mullan. Toronto :

James Campbell & Son. 1874-5.

Prof. Tyndall's now celebrated Address to the
British Association was delivered at Belfast

;

and it seems jwculiarly fitting that the Profes-

sors of Belfast should furnish the antidote. Wc
have before us six lectures, separately published,
at the low price of fourpence sterling, ably writ-

ten, and with a thorough ac(|uaintancc of the
subject. It seems difficult to explain the dazed
slate into which theologians generally havebeen
thrown by the light, solar or factitious, of mo-
<lern science. The Belfast lecturers think it is

timesomcorthodox defence were made. and they
do the work well. The price at which they are

We should have previously noticed the advent
of a new native jieriodical, " The Can<adian
Methodist Magazine." published under the

editorship of the Rev. W. H . Wiihrow, .M.A.. by
the Wcsleyan Methodist Book Room, Toronto,
in the interest of the .Methodist body. We
heartily welcome its ap|)earance, and wish it a

large measure of success. It is just such
a m.ig.izine as we should expect a gentleman
of the cultivated tastes and learning of Mr.
Withrow to issue, and its publication, in the

handsome form it comes to us in, is a gr.uifv

ing evidence of the great atlvance in the mcch.t-

nical and publishing facilities that Toronto
publishers have made in recent years. The
character and tone of its contributions, also,

merit high comnicml.uion.
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CURRENT LITERATURE.

PERHAPS the most notable paper in the

current number of The Conteinporary
Reificw, is that of Mr. W. R. Greg, on " Life at

High Pressure." However incredulously Mr.
Greg's readers of his " Rocks ahead," may
have regarded his Cassandra warnings in the

domain of religion and politics, there is no
doubt that the subject of his present paper is

less open to debate, and its conclusions are less

likely to be questioned. That we are all living

a " life at high pressure," is a very apparent and
momentous fact, and some of the results are as

disastrous as they are startling. That the re-

medy is within the reach of all, is not to bring

about the cure. To admonish rival tradesmen
of the evils of underselling, is to gain but little.

To urge contentment and submission upon ope-
ratives on strike is often a waste of words. We
must all have our own way, and live after the

fashion of our neighbour. It is, nevertheless, well

to pause now and again, and examine the nature
and conditions of the national well-being, and to

trace the drift of the national life. The task

may, in the main, be an unheeded and thank-
less one, but the duty undertaken is no less a
subject for legitimate and interested considera-

tion. But startling as is the indictment against

the age which Mr. Greg makes, it is curious to

note how little concerned the world is with it.

All sections of society are bent upon attaining

the end each has in view ; the world rolls on,

and if it awakens to the consciousness of the
necessity for any change, it relegates the task of

reconstruction to some Royal Commission or

Parliamentary enquiry, and goes to sleep again.

Happy indifference ! Precious possession of
peace ! But let us hear Mr. Greg. " Beyond
doubt," says he, "the most salient characteristic
" of life is this latter portion of the nineteenth
" century in its speed—what we may call its

" hurry, the rate at which we move, the high-
" pressure at which we work ; and the question
" to be considered is, first, whether this rapid
" rate is in itself a good ; and, next, whether it

" is worth the price we pay for it—a price rarely
" reckoned up, and not very easy thoroughly to

"ascertain." Further, he continues: "We have
" got into the habit of valuing speed as speed,
" with little reference to the objects sought by
" rapid locomotion, or the use to which we put
" the time so gained." These are remarks easy
of apprehension, but their import is not often

taken to heart. The march of modern life

is a fast one, and is so accelerated that even
the terms we apply in referring to time and
transit have become changed, and are only
relative to the conditions of the era in which we
live. The danger of this haste-making, without

heeding its risks, is well pointed out by the

author's illustrations from ocean travel experi-

ence ; and he then goes on to discuss the phy-
sical and moral consequence of this needless
" haste and hurry " in the mischief, physiolo-

gical and mental, it does to those exposed
to it. The living in an atmosphere of ex-

citement has an apt illustration in its effect

upon the French, the closing paragraph of which
we extract :

—
" For more than ninety years,

" France has scarcely been sane and sober for
" an hour ; ceaseless emotion has grown into
" chronic hysteria ; and defects, vices, and pro-
" pensities, mental and moral vice, have become
" constitutional and physical at last." The evil

is not a temporary or a stationary one, how-
ever, but becomes more exacting in its demands,
and runs through the whole social scale. Ex-
amples of its baneful effect are cited from
every profession. We quote again :

" The
" great prizes of social existence—success in
" professional, public, and commercial life

—

" demand more strenuous and exhausting toil,

" greater strain upon both bodily and mental
" powers, a sterner concentration of effort and
" of aim, and a more harsh and rigid sacrifice
" of the relaxation and amenities, which time
" offers to the easy-going and unambitious, than
" was formerly the case. The eminent lawyer,
" the physician in full practice, the minister, and
"the politician who aspires to be a minister

—

" even the literary workman, or the eager man
" of science—are one and all condemned to an
" amount, and continued severity of exertion of
" which our grandfathers knew little, and which
" forces one after another of them to break off
" (or to break down) in mid-career, shattered,
" paralysed, reduced to premature inaction or
" senility."

But another and more serious feature of this

high-pressure existence is advanced, and re-

ferred to as the penalty which nature imposes
as the price for thus setting aside her laws. It

is this', " that men who have thus given up their
" entire being to this professional or business
" labour, so often lose all capability of a better
" life, all relish for recreation or contemplation,
" all true appreciation of leisure when it comes
" at last ; for the faculties of enjoyment, like all

"others, are apt to grow atrophied with disuse
" —so that we see men in most careers go toil-

" ing on long after the culminating point of pro-
" fessional success is reached—when wealth has
"become a superfluity, and there is no motive
" for further accumulation—not because their
" life has still a charm for them, but because
" every other life has by long disacquaintance

"lost its attraction." Mr. Greg then proceeds
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to signalize further examples of the evil, and to

combat the well-worn arguments offered in its

behalf He aptly points out that the result of

this too eager life-race is more and more to

assign the prizes to men of exceptionalphysiqtn-,
whose constitution can better stand the inordi-

nate strain upon the system. Finally he comes
to the admonitions suggested by a review of the

subject, and to the remedy he would prescribe.

These we must briefly indicate as " moderation "'

and " simplicity of living ;" referring our readers
to the paper itself which will amply repay
perusal. \\'e close with one further extract,

and that with reference to the suggested
cure :

—
" As wealth increases, and as fortunes

" grow more and more colossal, as year by vear
" successful enterprise places riches within the
" reach of many, and as the disposition of everv
"class to imitate and emulate the style of living
" of the classes above it in the social scale re-
" mains about the most inveterate.of our nati-
" onal characteristics, there would seem to be
" small hope of attaining a standard of life truly

"dignified and worthy, except through such a
" regeneration in the tastes and sentiments of
" (if the opulent and noble— the leaders of
"fashion, the acknowledged chiefs and stars of
" society—as should cause simplicity to become
" ' good style,' and luxury beyond a certain
"point, to be voted vulgar."

MUSIC AND THE DRAiMA.

The stage is at all times peculiarly open to

iepreciation, and its alleged degeneration has
from time immemorial been the theme of the

Pharisaism of the bigot, the self-mortihcation of

the ascetic, and the pessimism of the cynic.

The world is full of strange puzzles. A large

class of the public whose appetite is tickled by
the reports of Brooklyn Scandals and criminal
trials in the morning newspaper satisfies its

moral scruples by declining to attend the

evening play, and by denouncing those who do.

These purists are not the only ones who

—

" Compound for sins they are inclined to,

By damning those they have no mind to."

The " license of the stage " is a standing catch-

word, always in readiness to be flung at the de-

fenders of the drama. To us it seems that

this word " license " would now-a-days be more
appropriately connected with the sensational

novel, and the faction fights of the party press

and the Legislative halls. The pulpit, too, has
it not in some instances borrowed from the co-

medy of the stage .''

The truth is, the theatre is what the .age

makes it. " A profession lightly thought of by
the public, leads naturally to a debased art,"

and the gain to the sum of the good or bail in-

fluences of the time, is just what each genera-
tion determines. "The stage," says Lcsbing,

the greatest name in (ierman literature next to

(iocthe, "which means the world, is not only
the mirror of life, but also a school of morals."
If the theatre is to be (juarrclled with, as is now
again the fashion in puritan circles on the
other side of the lines, why not the novel ? The

play is nothing more, in most cases, than the

novel acted. Never was there a time when the

novel was more ubiquitous. Of the two, the in-

fluence of the theatre is likely to be more whole-
some, as being more open to public criticism,

and as being more social. Let it never be for-

gotten that "man is a gregarious animal."
The enjoyment derived from a good novel is a
solitary and consequently, to some extent, a
selfish one. On the other hand, a large pro-

portion of the enjoyment which arises from
seeing a good play well acted is derived from
sympathy—from the consciousness that hun-
dreds of our fellow creatures are sharers in our
pleasure. For the time being, while they are

watching the varying fortunes of the men and
women of the mimic world on the stage, sympa-
thizing with their joys and sorrows, their feelings

and aspirations, the spectators—rich and poor,

lofty and lowly alike— are bound together with
adamantine chains. " One touch of nature
makes them really " kin ;" makes them in-

deed members of one universal brotherhood
— the brotherhood of man. The fact, with
which every one who is accustomed to attend

theatres is familiar, that " a slim house " has
a far more depressing eftect upon the audience
than upon the actors, is conclusive proof th.it

we do not over-estimate the value of this sym-
pathetic clement in the sum-total of the enjoy-

ment of the spectator of a play. Nor need the

acted play fear comparison with the novel in

other respects. A warning may be conveyed,
or a truth inculc.ited, quite as impressively by
the one as by the other ; .and a knowledge oi

human life and human nature imparted in a

more effective manner. Moreover, the acieil
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drama influences a class to which even the

lightest and most fascinating novel appeals in

vain, we mean the section of the community

—

a ver}' large one, we fear, in Canada as well as

in the United States—the members of which
cannot bring their minds to read anything ex-

cept the party newspaper of its own stripe of

politics.

Of course, there are bad plays as there are

bad novels ; but is it not a truism that the re-

sults of all human effort may be divided into

good, bad, and indifferent ; and why should
that be made a special objection against the

drama which applies equally to everj'thing of

mans workmanship ? It may even be admitted
that histrionic genius is a rare gift, and that in

its absence resort is often had to accessories of

a questionable or even vicious character to
" draw houses." But has the novel no similar

blemishes ; is not the rostrum and the pulpit

as often marred by expedients quite as doubt-

ful, and by a sensationalism quite as rank .' Let
the decriers of the stage be just. Let them re-

cognize that the theatre has a mission ; that as

a social force it is capable of being made, if it

be not already, incomparably more potent for

good or evil than any other. Let them coun-
tenance it by their presence, and do all that lies

in their power to raise, to purify, and to ennoble
it, and they will find that as an instrument
for the education and regeneration of the

masses, it will outweigh all others—popular
lectures, Mechanics' Institutes, Young Mens"
Associations, temperance organizations, &c.,

&c-—put together. A great London philan-

thropist once said, " I should like to have the

direction of a penny theatre," and (as a writer

in the last number of the Cotitcmporary remarks
respecting the saying of Fletcher, of Saltoun,)
'

' Let other people have the making of the laws,*f

if I can have the writing of the songs,' might be
said with more truth of plays." The existence

:

of the drama can be traced back for some two
1

thousand five hundred years ; how long it ex-
|

isted previously it is impossible to say. Even I

the Hebrew Scriptures contains dialogues in a I

dramatic foiTu ; as in the Book of Job. It is to

be found among peoples of the most diverse

races, rehgions, and tastes—Hindoos, Chinese,
Greeks, and Romans, down to modern Euro- '

peans. It has been subjected at various times
'

to the bitterest assaults at the hands of its op- I

ponents, who have ever been on the watch to
;

compass its destruction. But it still survives,

in greater luxuriance and in greater favour
than at any former period of the world's histor)-.

Such being the case it must possess some spe-

cial virtues which fit it to human needs, and
make it perennial and indestructible ; and
the sooner this fict is recognized and acted
upon by its decriers, the better.

We have been led into these remarks partly

, by the desire to answer those who, while they
Iprofess their appreciation of the novel as a

beneficent outgrowth of literature, yet would
deny a place to the drama as an accredited and
legitimate educator of the age ; but we have
been also actuated by the desire to mark the
recent enterprise in our city in the building
and equipment of two handsome places of
amusement, as a distinctive indication of a
social transition which has taken place amongst
us ; and, in regard to the just completed en-
gagement of Miss Neilson at the Grand Opera
House, to congratulate the management upon
the success (so richly deserved), that waited
upon the enterprise, to tender our heartiest

thanks for the treat offered, and to conmiise-
rate those whose conscientious scruples denied
them a rare and charming pleasure.

In truth, the advent of Miss Neilson, the first

actress really belonging to the front rank who
has ever visited Toronto, must have been to

many a revelation of the capacity for conferring
pleasure of the highest kind which lies within
the grasp of one supremely gifted woman. And
we must do the people of Toronto the credit of

saying that they made the most of their oppor-
tunity. The crowds that flocked to see her
nightly (we believe they numbered over 13.000
during the eight days of her stay) were some-
thing wonderful to witness ; and their enthusi-
asm was equally wonderful. And they had
ample opportunity for forming a judgment as

to Aliss Neilson's varied merits as an actress.

She appeared in no less than three perfectly

distinct classes of characters : tragic, as in

Jjiliet and Isabella; romantic, as in Julia in
" The Hunchback," and Pauline in " The Lady
of Lyons ; and in high comedy as in Rosalind
and Beatrice. For ourselves, we prefer' her in

tragedy, not but that those who hold her Rosa-
lind to be her most perfect performance may
not be right, but because tragedy is altogether

the higher and nobler order of drama, and
gives opportunity for the display of the higher
and nobler qualities of the great artist. On the

whole we like her Juliet best. It is evidently
a character to which she has devoted the whole
powers of her mind during many years of study.

And rightly so, for it is probably the most diffi-

cult to pourtray, as it is undoubtedly the most
beautiful in the whole range of the drama. \\"e

have seen many Juliets in our time, from Miss
Susan Cushman's and Mrs. Mowat's, down to

Miss Adeline Stanhope's and Miss Randolph's,
but we never saw a thoroughly satisfactory one
till we saw Miss Neilson's. What Miss Helen
Faucit's may have been, we do not know, never
having seen it ; but that it was better than
Miss Neilson's we take the liberty of doubting,
and are fortified therein by the opinions of those
who have seen both. And most wonderful, in

its varied manifestations of powers the most
versatile and diverse, is Miss Neilson's perfor-

mance throughout. From the youthful beauty
and grace of the first scene we pass to the ball-

room, where the sudden inspiration of her first
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love is made manifest by a few master-touches
;

then to the balcony where its declaration is

marked by touches of exquisite poetry flecked

as it were with snatches of j^irlish waywardness;
then to the mingled eagerness and afi'ection of

the scene in the garden with the nurse
;
pass-

mg on to the deep fervour of the brief love pas-

sage just before the marriage ; to the terrible

agony of the scene wliere the news of Tybalt's

death is brought to her ; to the passion and
abandon of her parting with her husband ; to

her wild supplications to her f^ither and mother
not to force on the marriage with Paris ; to the

deep pathos of the exquisite scene with the

friar ; to the terror and despair of the scene

where she takes the sleeping potion; and, finally,

to the calm settled desperation of the last scene

of all, where she takes up her everlasting rest

beside the man whom she has loved so well.

When it is remembered that all these things

and others which might be mentioned go to

make up but one character in all its varied

completeness, and further, that the poet has

lavished the utmost magnificence of lan-

guage and wealth of imagination in its pour-

trayal, it will hardly be denied that the litera-

ture of the world may be ransacked in vain for

a character to match this amazing creation.

And yet there are people who tell us that

.Shakespeare is
'* played out." Such ought to

have been present on Miss Neilson's opening
night, when, in obedience to the spell of the

arch-enchanter's wand, the Grand Opera House
was crammed from pit to dome to hear " the

old, old story " told again,^—a story old as

humanity, but forever new—as embodied in the

most pitiful, but still most beautiful love poem
in all literature. If they had, they would have
felt obliged to confess their error, and perhaps
even to acknowledge a suspicion that .Shakes-

jjcare will be played out when the English lan-

guage is played out, but not till then.

Next to Miss Neilson's yiiiict wc should rank

her Isal>ella. The character, however, is not

nearly so difficult to act, being written in but

one, or at most, two keys, and consequently not

demanding so many varied powers for its pre-

sentation. The lone is grave and tragic

throughout. .Still the character is a magnifi-

cent one, and gives some splendid opportuni-

ties for display. In particular the grand prison

scene with Claudio is more popularly striking,

and conse<|uently more telling, than any single

scene in " Komeo and Juliet," and rouses the

.ludience to a greater pitclj of enthusiasm. It

was acted by Sliss Neilson with a tragic gran-
deur worthy of a Rachel or a .Siddons. C3f her

other two Shakespeare.m characters, her Rosa-
lind was far better than her luatricc. The
fonncr, indeed, was exouisite, almost perfect

in fact. As Julia, in " The Hunchback/' and
as I'aulinc, in the "Lady of Lytms," Miss
Neilson was also better than any other of the

numerous actresses we have seen in them ;

though in the latter she was at tunes somcwh;it

too tragic for a character which is not tragic,

but melodramatic. 'I"he plays are not especial

favourites of ours. It is true that, in both, the
plot and situations are remarkably strong ; but
in both also the language is stilted and arti-

ficial, and palls greatly after thb magnificent
diction of Shakespeare. iJiir notice has exten-

ded to such great length, that we have only
space to add, that on the whole Miss Neilson's

support was remarkably good, and that the

costumes, accessories, and scene-shifting, left

nothing to be desired. The excellent orchestra,

under Herr Miillers able direction, is quite a
feature in the performances at this theatre, and
always executes its part of the entertainment
most admirably.

THEATRICALS .M RIDEAU HALL.

One of the features of the past month lui^

been the presentation of an original Operetta,

entitled " The Maire of St. Brieux," produced
for the first time at the Government House,
Ottawa, on the i8th ultimo ; the work being
written and composed expressly for Her Excel-

lency the Countess of DulTerin's private theatri-

cals.

The IJbtrt/o, written by Mr. F. A. Dixon, is

fresh and sparkling. The humour is not too

strained, and the " points" are cleverly worked
up. Of the music, the circumstances of its pre-

sent introduction render any very close criticism

both difficult and out of place. Its production
in Toronto shortly, which is rumoured, will give

us the opportunity of examining the work more
in detail. Meantime Mr. Mills must certainly

be congratulated on having been successful in

producing an operetta whose many beauties

entitle it to rank as one of the musical features

of the day.

The scene is laid in the little village of

St. Brieux, in Brittany, during the first

Consulate, (cir. 1800.) To this spot Charles
Duval, a young Englishman, has been sent

over by his uncle, who is concerned in the en-

deavour to place the Comte de I'rovence. then

a refugee in England, upon the throne of

France. Here he meets the Comiessede Beau-
dry, a Royalist, who has come to the vill.igc

disguised as the Widow Barrie, a I'arisi.in

dressmaker, being really his own cousin and
bo\ish love, who, several years before, had
made a clandestine match with a Frenchm.m,
and had, consequently, been severed from her

family. To her he confides certain papers

entrusted to him for that purpose, though
without recognizing her. The Comtesse, Lik-

ing advantage of the p.xssion with which lioi

charms have inspired the Maire of .St. Brieux,

an elderly gallant, makes him the unwilling

medium of communication between her*t"H

and the Royalist party in Paris. Hi.
however, incurred his animosity by i< .

ing his addresses, she, with Duval, is pla oii

under suspicion of being a conspirator, and
is in danger of arrest. .She cleverly clcir<
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the difficulty by placing his proposal to herself

in a ridiculous light, at the same time threaten-

ing to reveal his foolish complicity in her plot.

This appeal to his vanity and fears is success-

ful, and she becomes mistress of the situation.

In the danger of the moment she has confided

to Duval her relationship to himself ; and his

love for her, which has remained constant,

bears promise of reward.

There is a slight underplot, turning upon the

jealousy of a blacksmith's apprentice, Pierre,

and the coquetry of the village belle, Marie,

niece of the blacksmith.

The cast of characters was as follows :—The
Maire of St. Brieux (Barito7ie). E. Kimber,
Esq. ; The Comtesse de Beaudry (Soprano),
Mrs. Anglin ; Marie (Mezzo Soprano), Miss
A. Kimber ; Charles Duval (Tenor), J. H.
Plummer, Esq. ; Mons. Boiiillet (Bass), E.

Gingras, Esq. ; Pierre, P. B. Douglas, Esq.
The principal features of the work may be

briefly noticed. An ingeniously written over-

ture arranged for piano, violins, contra-bass,

flute, and horn, precedes the rising of the cur-

tain. The Operetta opens with a chorus of

villagers and blacksmiths, the movement of

which is written in 6-8 time, with syncopated
accompaniment, and is striking and novel.

A lover's quarrel between Marie and Pierre

is carried out in the duet " 'Twixt the cup and
the lip," in which various apposite proverbs are

cleverly arranged, and set to simple but appro-

priate music : opening in a minor key and
passing to a major, as the lovers make their

final adieux . A te)ior song, "White and
Pink," which Duval sings while meditating on
his boyish love, is smooth and flowing. Some
fine flute passages mark this number.
The Maire on his first appearance makes

the blacksmith his confidant on the subject of

plots and conspiracies in a difficult quasi-

recitative, with a florid accompaniment. The
trio in F, in which Duval's banter, the Moire's

rage, and the blacksmith's sympathy are well

elaborated, is a capital piece of musical com-
position, with a lively and well-conceived

accompaniment, a peculiar feature of which
is the repetition in quavers of the domi-
nant throughout almost the whole movement.
The first song is a very touching little

ballad, " Only a Daisy," for the leading

soprano, Madame Barrie, the words and
music of which are very sweet, and form a

striking contrast to the agitato movement
following. The " Spring xSong," descriptive

of the pleasures of returning spring and the

thoughts of love which it suggests, may be con-

sidered to be the composer's best effort. It is

in reality a waltz-song of much grace and ori-

ginality, with a pleasing accompaniment, in

which the flute obligato is a conspicuous feature

.

A declaration of love for the charming widow,
on the part of the Maire, gives rise to a cleverly

arranged and amusing duet, in the first part of

which are some florid passages in the in-

strumentation, while the whole of the latter

part is constructed on a simple ground-bass of

two bars, which, beginning andante, gradually

increases in speed until the climax is reached
in the widow's final " No !

" The quartette,
" Hush, Hush," is an t.'ii^c\AV& staccato passage,

and closes the scene, while the Maire and his

companions disperse to li. pizzicato accompani-
ment. The " Peasants' song," for Marie, is a
pretty little melody, well suited to the words, in

pleasing contrast to the Blacksmith's song, which
is bold and vigorous, though the closing eight

bars, perhaps, lack originality. Pierre's song,
" Dear love, despite your cruel words," is one
of the finest and most popular airs in the Ope-

retta, a.nd affords considerable scope for display.

A duet, "Through bud time and spring time,"

between Duval and his cousin, the Comtesse
de Beaudry, is flowing and graceful, and full

of feeling. In the last verse the beauty of the

tenor part is particularly noticeable.

The climax of the plot is reached in a song
in which the whilom Madame Barrie holds up
the Maire to ridicule, and threatens an expose

of his folly. The work concludes with a stirring

chorus, " Hail to the Maire^' which is vigor-

ously written in 3-4 time; changing to common
time as the peasantry advance to crown the

Maire with garlands.

Though it is scarcely o\ir province to advert

to the manner of its production at Rideau Hall,

it may be permissible to say that for accuracy

of detail in dress and appointments, beauty of

scenery, and excellence of acting, we have
never seen an\thing upon the private stage to

approach the " Maire of St. Brieux," as pro-

duced under the generous auspices of its noble

patron. The quality of voice and ease of exe-

cution on the part of the lady who filled the

part of The Comtesse de Beaudry would be
hard to equal in Canada, while the trying part

of the Maire was filled by an accomplished
actor as well as vocalist.

The Ottawa Choral Union now numbers 328
I active and honorary members, and is contribut-

I

ingits quota to classical music. Its Conductor

j

is F. W. Mills, Esq., well-known in the musical

circles of Quebec in connection with several

sacred compositions. Want of space precludes

j

a detailed account of the operations of this So-

ciety, but we hope to be able to give a compre-

I

hensive statement of its doings in a future num-

I

ber.
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Lrrr:RAR\' xori^s.

THK first volume of the new (ninth) edition

of the Encyclopivdia Hritannica, edited by
Ur.T. Spencer Baynes, has been received in this

country. It covers the portion of the alphabet
from A to An. and has been almost entirely re-

written. .Some of the best scholars and spe-

cialists have been retained upon the work; and
we may look for a reissue of the publication,

worthily representative of the advanced thought
of the day, and hij^hly creditable to the enter-

prise of its publishers. Anionj; the new and
notable contributions to the second volume,
now in press, the publishers announce the fol-

lowing articles : - - Archaelog}-, by our distin-

guished townsman. Prof. Daniel Wilson, LL.D.,
of University College; Animal Kingdom, by
Prof. Huxley ; Anthropology, by Ur. K. H.

Tylor : An.an Races, by Prof. Max Miiller
;

Astronomy. by Prof. R. A. Proctor; and Apo-
.ilyptic Literature, by the Rev. Dr. Samuel
Davidson.
The Messrs. Harper have just sent us a very

dainty quarto volume entitled, " Songs of our
'

Youth, set to music," by the author of " John '

Halifax, Gentleman." The poetry and its mu-
sical accompaniment are charming, and the
work, doubtless, will find a hearty welcome
in juvenile musical circles.

.\ reprint is announced by the Messrs. Ap-
plet on of a translation, from the French of M.
Th. Ribot, of his work on " Heredity : a Psy-
chological .Study of its Phenomena, Laws,
Causes, and Consequences." Prof. Ribot, it

will be remembered, is the author of the recent
work on Contemporary English Psychologists.
The Canadian legal profession will, we are

-ure, be glad to learn that the Master in Chan-
cery, at Toronto, Mr. T. W. Taylor, has just

completcda treatise upon Equity Jurispnidence,
founded, wc- understand, upon the well-known
Commentary of .Mr. Story. F'cw members of
the profession in Canada are better authorities

in Equity practice than Mr. Taylor, and none
are more capable of writing on the subject.

Messrs. Willing & Williamson, Toronto, are

the publishers.

We are in receipt of a number of pamphlets
and brochures on questions of some importance
to Canadians, notably, Mr. Norris on "The
American Question," Sir. Fuller on "The Co-
lonial Onestion," &c., and will have something
to say about them in our next issue. We have
also to acknowledge receipt of " The Maritime
Monthly" for March ; and an interesting

pamphlet on "Winnipeg as it is in 1874, and
as it was in i860," by Mr. Geo. B. Elliott, of

Manitoba.

Messrs. Appleton & Co., to whom the read-

ing public is indebted for the reprint of many
of the recent and important contributions to

science, have commenced the publication of a

series of books, under the title of " The Popular

Science Library." It is designed that the

series shall give the results of modern scientific

enquiry on the several subjects of which the

volumes will treat, and in a manner that will

commend them to popular favour and interest.

Three of the issues have come to hand, viz.,

" Health," by Dr. Edward Smith, F. R. S. ;

"The Natural History of Man," a course of

Elementar)' Lectures from the French of Prof.

A. de Quatrefages ; and " The Science of Mu-
sic ; or the Physical Basis of Musical Harmo-
ny," by Mr. Sedley Taylor, M.A.

The Tivit's recently speaks of the present

Lord Lytton's volume of " Fables in Song," re-

printed by Messrs. Hunter, Rose & Co . of

Toronto, in the following terms:— "This vo-

lume, by the author of 'Owen Meredith.' has

given us greater pleasure than any poctn,' which

has been published for a long time back. It

contains many pages of striking merit, finely

imagined and finely writtten."

NoTK. (The f<ill<>wing addciuluni lo Mr. Hourinot's p.iper on " Canadi.in Historic Names," reached

ll^ loo late for insertion in its proper place. ITic reader will please read il in connection with the

author's remarks on the origin of the wor<l "Ottawa," on |)atje 299.]

" Abl>i Ferland, on the other hand, tells us that Oulawak, or Ottaw.a, was a name given to one of

the great Algonquin nations, and ib <lcnved from the practice .still followetl in certain places, of splitting

tlic ears, ami inserting pieces of skin or other material." Other French writers call them " anirtes

oreilles," i»f " the short cared," while Bancroft says that the name is simjdy the Algon<|uin won! for

" traders." In fact il is clear that the origin of the w(»rd is l«ist in the obscurity of the past, and that it

IS vam to attempt now to solve the difficulty to a certainty."
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THE LATE HON. JOSEPH HOWE.

By the Rev. G. M. Grant,

Author of " Ocean to Ocean"

PART I.

IN the naval and military annals of the

Empire the name of Howe has no

mean place ; and it is not least prominent in

the history of British struggles in America.

" In the old French wars for the possession

of this continent, one Howe fell at Ticon-

deroga, another was killed on the Nova

Scotia frontier ; " and a third led up the

British forces at the battle of Bunker Hill.

But when the name is referred to anywhere

throughout the Maritime Provinces of our

Dominion, no one remembers these, nor

the hero of the battle of the first of June,

nor any other of the stout warriors who car-

ried the Red Cross flag by land or sea, nor

John Howe, the Puritan divine, a greater

hero, perhaps, than any of them. Every

body thinks of the late Governor of Nova
Scotia, and must think of him with a strange

blending of love and anger \ for

'

' to be wroth with one we love,

Doth work like madness on the brain."

It is not, however, the Governor that is re-

called to memory, though with his name be-

gins the new line of Governors—those who
are sons of the soil ; who are appointed

from Ottawa, not from Downing Street.

Not the member of the Cabinet, not the

Governor, but Howe of the olden days, "Joe
Howe," as he was universally called, the man
of the people, for many years the idol of

Nova Scotians, comes up before them all.

Emerson has made us so familiar with

the phrase, " representative men," that it

is now used to denote not only men who
"consume their own times," and who are

types forever of all the great aspects in which

humanity expresses itself, but also the repre-

sentative men of particular nations and pro-

vinces. In this sense William Wallace, John
Knox, Robert Burns, and, perhaps, also

Walter Scott, are representatives of Scot-

land ; and Luther, Frederick the Great,

Goethe, and Bismarck, representatives of
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Germany. Nova Scotia is only a small

and comparatively young country, and cri-
j

tics may be inclined to question whether she

has people worth being represented. But,

that being conceded in a Canadian periodi-

cal, she is able to present Joe Howe as
j

one in whom her every feature was rellecied,

in wliom her defects and excellencies, such

as they are, could be seen in bold outline
;

one who knew and loved her with unswerv-

ing love : who caught any little ins[)iration

there may be about her woods, streams, and

shores—woods without fauns, and grave-

yards without ghosts ; and who gave it back

in verses not unmeet, in a thousand stirring

appeals to her people, and in civic action

and life-service that is always more heroic

than verses or sentences. Joe Howe was

Nova Scotia incarnate. And as excessive

modesty is not one of the defects of our

Nova Scotian character, the height of the

pinnacle on which some people set him,

when they declare that he was the first of

Nova Scotians, may be estimated after the

fashion in which Themistocles argued that

his little boy was the most powerful person-

age in the world, or in which the great

clockmaker argued the eminence of Mr.

Samuel Slick with regard to creation gene-

rally.

On one of the occasions on which Howe

visited England, a ministerial crisis occurred

there. I was a little boy at tiie time, and re-

member overhearing two of our farmers talk-

ing about him in connection with the resigna

tion of the Ministry. One gravely suggested

that the (^ueen would likely send for Joe to

he her Prime Minister. The other seemed

to think it not at all unlikely, and to me

the matter ajjpeared a foregone conclusion.

The popular form that his name a.ssunied,

so generally that it is difficult to sjjeak of

him to this day save as Joe Howe, indicates

the c l(jse relationship in which the people

lelt that he stood to them. The pre.sent

generation is, perha|)s, scar< ely aware how

thoroughly identified he was at one time with

popular feeling throughout the Province.

Sabine* thus describes Nova Scotia as it was

m 1846 :
— " It was ' Jo Howe ' by day and

by night. The Yankee pedlar jjrove good

bargains in Jo Howe clocks. In the coal-

mine, in the plaster-ciuarry, in the ship-yard,

in the forest, on board the tishing pogy, the

jigger, and the pinkey, it was still ' Jo

Howe.' Ships and babies were named 'Jo

Howe.' The loafers of the shops and taverns

swore great oaths about 'Jo Howe.' The
young men and maidens flirted and courted

in 'Jo Howe ' badges, and played and sang

' Ji) Howe" glees. It was ' Jo Howe'
everywhere." He himself welcomed instead

of repelling the familiarity, for he felt that in

it was the secret of much of his power. C)n

resuming the editorial chair in 1844, which

he had vacated three years before, to taste

for the first time the sweets of power as a

member of the Government, he takes his

readers into a personal confidence that I

know no other example of in British or

American journalism. Freed from the re-

straints of office, he feels like a boy escaped

from school, and bursts out witii a joyous

camaraderie to the people generally :

—

t " Henceforth we can commune with our

countrymen as we were wont to do in times

of old, and never ask Governors or colleagues

what we shall feel and think and say . .

This, thank Providence, is an advantage

that the editorial chair has over any of those

in which we have sat of late. . . .\nd,

hardly had we taken our seat upon our old

acquaintance, when we fancied that ten

thousand ties which formerly linked our

name and daily labours with the household

thoughts and fireside amusements of our

countrymen, aye, and countrywomen, were

revived as if by magic. We stei)ped .across

their thresholds, mingled in their social cir-

cles, went with ilu-m to the woods to enliven

their labours, or to the field to shed a salu-

I

_
I

• Ix»yalii>t!< of ihc American Kcvoluliun, p. 133.

+ .Sj>ccchcs ami I'uhlic l,cttcr>, Vi.l. I. |>. 417.
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tary influence over their mid-day meal.

And we had the vanity to beheve that we

should be everywhere a welcome guest

;

that the people would say, ' Why here is

Howe amongst us again ; not Mr. Speaker

Howe, nor the Hon. Mr. Howe, but Joe

Howe, as he used to be sitting in his edito-

rial chair and talking to us about politics,

and trade, and agriculture ; about our own

country and other countries ; making us

laugh a good deal, but think a good deal

more even while we were laughing?' Such

is the reception we anticipate, homely but

hearty ; and we can assure our countrymen

that we fall back among them, conscious

that there is no name by which we have

been known of late years among the digni-

taries of the land, that we prize so highly as

the old familiar abbreviation." In such an

editorial greeting there may be egotism, and

a craving for the sweet voices of the multi-

tude. Restiesness or impatience of the shac-

kles of official life there certainly is ; but

there was no hypocrisy about him when he

intimated that he loved best the common
people, and that, therefore, he valued the

popular abbreviation of his name as a sign

of popular love and confidence. He never

desired to be other than a tribune of the

people ; though, like most tribunes, he could

be and often was more tyrannical than if

he had been born in the purple. And as

he grew older, he became more familiar in-

stead of more reserved in manner. Most

men become conservative as they grow old.

In his case the reverse was the fact—all

his life he seemed to be progressing or de-

generating—let each of my readers take the

word he likes—from Toryism to Radicalism.

When at the height of his power, his perfect

openness and unreserve of manner consti-

tuted his greatest charm. As the Hon.

Edward Chandler, of New Brunswick, who
knew him well, said of him in 185 1 :

—"We
all feel Mr. Howe's greatness, but what I

admire is the simplicity of his manners,

combined with such high intellectual re-

sources. Negotiating with Ministers of State,

at the Governor-General's Council Board, or

even in presence of his Sovereign, as beneath

the lowly roof of the humblest farmer of the

land, he is ever the same—Joe Howe."

Who was this Joe Howe ? Some sketch

of his life-work, some insight into his inner-

man, we should have. Our soil has not

produced so many sons of his quality that

we can afford to pass him by without notice.

But no one, so far as I am aware, proposes

to write his life, and a new generation is ris-

ing up that knows neither him nor his work.

The old state of things against which he had

to contend in bitterest strife has passed away

so completely, that it is remembered even by

old men only as a dream. Few in the Up-
per Provinces probably think of him save as

the leader of the Nova Scotia Anti-Confede-

rates. Yet for nigh forty years he was the

central figure in the political life of his own
Province. He made his name known and

felt also beyond Nova Scotia, but no Scot

nor Swiss ever kept his heart truer to his

native land, and none, when far away, longed

more earnestly for home. As editor, orator,

politician, pamphleteer ; in Government or in

Opposition; he was generally to be found in

the front ; and even among his equals intel-

lectually and his superiors in scholarship, he

was pretty sure to be first. During all that

time few measures were passed in Nova Scotia

without his mark on them. His notch, too,

was generally unmistakeable. Five vears

ago, he left Halifax to live as a Cabinet Mi-

nister in Ottawa, amid misunderstandings and

heats that made many say that he had

shaken off the dust of his feet in departing,

and that the ties which had bound the peo-

ple to him had been finally broken; but

three years after, his County of Hants re-

elected him in his absence without opposi-

tion. The year following he came back to

die ; and at this day, I believe, there is

no name so powerful to conjure with in half

the counties of Nova Scotia as the old name
of Toe Howe.
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He was bom in December, 1804, in an old-

fashioned cottage on the steep hill that rises

up from the city side of the North-west Arm,

a beautiful inlet of the sea that steals up

from the entrance of the harbour for three

or four miles into the land behind the city

of Halifax. Burns tells us concerning his

birth, that

—

"a blast o' Jan'war win'

Blew hansel in on Robin."

Howe says of his first birthday, in poetry

scarcely equal to that of Burns, even Nova

Scotians being judges,

—

" My first was stormy, wind north-west

The gathering snow-drifts piled ;

But cosy was the mother's breast

Where lay the new-born child."

A " lawn with oak-trees round the edges," a

little garden and orchard with apple and
\

cherry trees, surrounded the home. Behind,

sombre pine-groves shut it out from the

world, and in front, at the foot of the hill-

side, the cheery waters of the " Arm " ebbed

and flowed in beauty. On the other side of

the water, which is not much more than a

quarter of a mile wide, rose knolls clothed

with almost every variety of wood, and bare

rocky hills, beautiful little bays sweeping

round their feet, and quiet coves eating

in here and there ; while a vast country,

covered with boulders and dotted with lovely

lakes, stretched far beyond. Though the

cottage was only two miles from Halifax,

you might have fancied it " a lodge in some

vast wilderness." Here was " meet nurse"

and food convenient for a poet. Amid these

surroundings the boy grew uj), and a love of

nature grew with his growth. In after years

he was never tired of praising the " Arm's

enchanted ground," while for the Arm itself,

his feelings were those of a lover for his

mistress. Here's a little i)i<-.ture he recalls

to his sister Jane's memory in after days

—

" Not a cove but still rclainclh

Wavclctn that we hivcil ..f yort;,

Lightly up the rock-weeds lifting,

Gently niurmuring o'er the sand
;

Like romping girls each other chasing.

Ever brilliant, ever shifting,

Interlaced and interlacing,

Till they sink upon the strand."

In his boyish days he haunted these shores,

giving to them every hour he could snatch

from school or work. He became as fond

of the water, and as much at home in it, as

a fish. He loved the trees and the flowers,

butnaturallyenough, as a healthy boy should,

he loved swimming, rowing, skating, lobster-

spearing by torch-light, or fishing, much more

He himself describes these years

—

" The rod, the gun, the spear, the oar,

I plietl by lake and sea

—

Happy to swim from shore to shore,

Or rove the woodlands free.

"

In the summer months he went to a school

in the city, taught by a Mr. Bromley on

Lancaster's system. Boys and girls at-

tended the same school, as I believe they

always should, or why does nature put them

together in families ; and, very properly,

the girls were taught every kind of needle-

work, instead of the 'ologies. " \N'hat

kind of a boy was Joe," I asked an old lady

who went to school with him sixty years

ago. " Why, he was a regular dunce ; he

had a big nose, a big mouth, and a great big

ugly head ; and he used to chase me to

death on my way home from school," was

her ready answer. It is easy to picture the

eager, ugly, bright-eyed boy, fonder oi a

frolic with the girls than of Dihvorth's spell-

ing-book. He never had a very handsome

face ; his features were not chiselled, and

the mould was not Grecian. Face and fea-

tures were .Saxon ; the eyes light blue, and

full of kindly fun. In after years, when he

filled and rounded out, he had a manly, open

look, illumined alw.iys by sunlight for his

friends, and a well-proportioned burly form,

that well entitled him to the name of a man

in Queen Klizabeth's full sense of the word.

And when his fac e glowed with the inspira-
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tion that burning thoughts and words im-

part, and his great deep chest swelled and

broadened, he looked positively noble and

kingly. I don't wonder, therefore, that his

old friends describe him as having been a

splendid-looking fellow in his best days
;

while old foes just as honestly assure you

that he always had a *' common " look. It

is easy to understand that both impressions

of him could be justifiably entertained.

Very decided merits of expression were

needed to compensate for his total absence

of beard, and for his white face, into which

only strong excitement brought any glow of

colour.

From a school point of view, his educa-

tion was ridiculously defective. He could

not attend regularly in summer, on account

of the distance, and in winter not at all;

and at thirteen years of age he was taken

from school and sent to the Gazette office,

under his half-brother, to learn the printing

business. To ninety-nine boys out of a

hundred, this would have been death to all

hopes of scholarship ; but Joe was not an

ordinary boy, and, besides, he had advan-

tages in his home that {q^n are blessed with.

His father was one of those simple, heroic,

God-fearing men of whom the world is not

worthy ; one of those Loyalists who left

country and sacrificed everything for what

he believed to be principle. Of such Tories

may we always have a few, were it only to

steady the State Coach ! With such a

father, Joe could by nature be nothing

but a Tory, though that was the last thing

that he was generally regarded as being.

His Toryism was always in him, the deepest

thing in him, and giving colour to many of

his views and tastes ; but on account of the

hard facts that surrounded him, he himself,

perhaps, scarcely knew that it was there.

There is scarcely one of the many reforms

with which his name is most intimately

associated, that he was not forced into agi-

tating for against his own predispositions.

To him his native city is indebted for the

municipal institutions which it now enjoys
;

but the very year previous to his attack on
the magistrates, on occasion of the outbreak

of cholera in Halifax, he wrote in the Nova
Scotia?i, " We have ever been, and are yet

not a little averse to turning this town into

a corporation, because we have no taste for

the constant canvassings, the petty intrigues,

and dirty little factions they engender ; nor

have we ever before felt the want of that

efficient and combined action, which, on

trying occasions, organized and responsible

city officers could afford." His great work

as a politician was the destruction of the old

Council of twelve, which combined in itself

supreme legislative, executive, and judicial

functions, and the introduction of responsible

government in its place. But in his first

editorial years, up to 1830, he was actually

the advocate and defender of the Council.

The Province seemed to be fairly well

governed, and he always thought it wiser to

—

" bear those ills we have,

Than fly to others that we know not of.

"

When, however, the Council, by its arbitrary

action in connection with a revenue dispute,

well known in the history of the Province

as the brandy tax question, caused a stop-

page of the supplies, his eyes began to be

opened to the danger of allowing an irre-

sponsible body to hold overwhelming power,

a power that might be used wantonly or

wisely at its own sovereign will and plea-

sure, without loss—perhaps with profit—to

its own members, but with utter confusion

to every interest of the country. He began

then to apprehend the grand principles

that form the basis of the British constitu-

tion, and to scout the plea that colonists

were unfit to be intrusted with the rights

and liberties that the best blood of their

fathers had been spent to establish. From

that time he took the British constitution as

his model and political ideal. He clung to

British precedents, he gloried in the empire,

and, like a true Tory, gave a dozen fond
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looks back to the past for one that he turned

onwards to the future. He resisted making

the Legislative Council elective, in opposi-

tion to his great opponent, the leader of the

Conservative party ; he detested Maine

l.iquor and all sumptuary laws, even when

the current of public opinion ran strongly

in their favour, and though he lost votes by

speaking against them ; he disliked universal

suffrage, and defined " governing according

to the well understood wishes of the peo-

ple, " as meaning " the well understood

wishes of the intelligent ;" he preferred the

English sovereign to the dollar as a standard

of value ; and while opposed to mere fancy

schemes, he contended for the construction

honestly, at public cost, of all necessary

public works. He loved country and home
as only your thoruugh-bred Tory loves them,

acknowledging that the root of much of the

sentiment was in self-esteem. " Next to

himself, his wife, his child, or his horse,

the prettiest thing at which a man can look

is his country. Vanity is not more natural

to an individual than national pride is to a

body of men," was the way he put it. He
did not pretend to be what is called a cos-

mopolitan. He was prejudiced in favour of

Nova Scotia, as much as the traditional

John Bull is in favour of old England, and

did not care how loudly he avowed his pre-

judices. Our Agent-General can speak in

glowing language about Canada, but his

rhetoric is not so sparkling as Howe's was.

Once, at a ban(|uet somewhere in England,

when responding to the toast of the Colo-

nies, he painted the little Province he repre-

sented with sue h tints, that the chairman at

the close announced, in half-fun, half-earnest,

that he intended to jiack up his portman-

teau that night and start for Nova Scotia,

and he advised all i)resent to do the same.

*' You boast of the fertility and beauty of

England,'' said Howe, in a tone of calm

superiority; "why there's one valley in

Nova Scotia where you can ride for fifty

miles under apple blossoms." .And, again.

" Talk of the value of land, I know an acre

of rocks near Halifax worth more than an

acre in London. Scores of hardy fishermen

catch their breakfasts there in five minutes,

all the year round, and no tillage is needed

to make the production continue equally

good for a thousand years to come." In

a speech at Southampton, his description of

our climate, which had been so much
abused by Cobbett, was a terse, oft-hand

statement of facts, true, doubtless, but

scarcely the whole truth. '* I rarely wear

an overcoat," said he, " except when it

rains ; an old Chief Justice died recently in

Nova Scotia at one hundred and three years

of age, who never wore one in his life.

Sick regiments invalided to our garrison,

recover their health and vigour immediately,

and yellow fever patients coming home from

the West Indies walk about in a few days."

At the first Creat Exhibition held in Lon-

don, the Nova Scotian court was admirably

well filled. Howe was there as a Commis-
sioner, I think. One day two ladies entered,

and began to inspect our products and

curiosities. Howe heard a whisper that one

was Miss Burdett Coutts, and he at once

went up and introduced himself to her. A
conversation on Nova Scotia ensued, and an

invitation to Howe to visit her followed

quickly. One result of the visit was an ex-

penditure by the lady of several thousand

pounds to pay the passages of some hundreds

of boys and girls of the unowned classes to

Nova Scotia, after the manner in which Miss

Macpherson has since sent out thousands to

Ontario, and her sister, Mrs. Hirt, two or

three hundred to Nova .Scotia. Howe felt

and believed witii such intensity, that he gen-

erally impressed himself with astonishing

force on others. In his public speaking,

there was always something of the mesmer-

ism of the orator, and on no subject did he

feel so warmly, and expatiate so eloquently

as on the wonders of Nova Scotia. 1 re-

member how, on one occasion, he convulsed
' a Halifax audience by telling them always to
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stand up for their country, especially when

not in it. "When I'm abroad," said he, " I

brag of everything that Nova Scotia is, has,

or can produce ; and when they beat me at

everything else, I turn round on them, and

say, 'how high does your tide rise?'" He
always had them there. No other coun-

try could match the tides of the Bay of

Fundy. When living in Ottawa, he took a

long walk one day by the Rideau Canal,

near some magnificent maples, a tree far

superior to the Nova Scotian maple, and as

if for the first time awakened to a sense of

their surpassing beauty, he turned round to

his wife, and half-reluctantly, but determined

to be honest, said, " I th-think they are

rather finer than ours."

This insular-like prejudice in favour of his

own tight little Province, combined with his

deep-seated healthy conservatism of feeling,

came to him by right. His father was a

Puritan, descended, not only after the flesh

but in spirit, from one of those stout English-

men of the middle-class who left their

native country and settled in New England,

between 1630 and 1637, not because they

loved old England less, but because they

loved freedom more. Even as they then

left home and country in obedience to

conscience, so, likewise, in obedience to

principle did John Howe seek a new home

for himself and his young wife in the i8th

century. And no English squire of the

17th century was truer in hekrt to England

and to God, than was John Howe when he

turned his back on Boston and on rebellion,

and sailed for Nova Scotia. The picture

drawn by Carlyle of the English squire

describes the young Yankee printer. " He
clearly appears," declares the Chelsea seer,

" to have believed in God, not as a figure

of speech but as a very fact, very awful to

the heart of the English squire. He wore

his Bible doctrine round him as oyr squire

wears his shot-belt ; went abroad with it,

nothing doubting." So too lived John

Howe ; so he always went abroad, Bible

under his arm. His son tried hard, more

than once, to trace him back to that John

Howe who was chaplain to Oliver Cromwell.

Whether he succeeded or not I do not

know. At any rate the loyalist printer

was not unworthy of the grand old Puritan.

The well-known story that illustrates the

chaplain's unselfishness could be matched

by many a similar one in the printer's long

and holy life. On one occasion, the chap-

lain was soliciting pardon or patronage for

some person, when Cromwell turned sharply

round and said, " John, you are always

asking something for some poor fellow

;

why do you never ask anything for your-

self?"

Whether descended from so illustrious a

forefather or not, John Howe was a Puritan,

and a right noble one. No matter how
early in the morning his son might get up,

if there was any light in the eastern sky,

there was the old gentleman sitting at the

window, the Bible on his knee. On Sunday

mornings he would start early to meet the

little flock of Sandemanians to whom he

preached in an upper room for many years,

not as an ordained minister, but as a brother

who had gifts—who could expound the

Word in a strain of simple eloquence that a

high salary does not ensure. Puritan in

character, in faith, and in the ritual he

loved, there were signs that neither was the

Puritan organ of combativeness unde-

veloped in him. As a magistrate, also, he

doubtless believed that the sword should

not be borne in vain ; and being an unusu-

ally tall, stately man, possessed of im-

mense physical strength, he could not have

been pleasant in the eyes of law-breakers, of

whom Halifax contained not a few in those

days, according to the testimony of his son.

He declared that " there was no town else-

where of the size and respectability of

Halifax where the peace was worse pre-

served. Scarcely a night passes that there

are not cries of murder in the upper streets
;

scarcely a day that there are not two or
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three fights upon the wharves. When I lived

furtlier to the south, a Sunday seldom went

by without two or three pitched battles at

the foot of the street, but a police officer

or a magistrate was rarely to be seen. . . .

Boys are playing marbles and pitch and

toss all over the streets on Sunday, with-

out anybody to check them." Quite a

land of liberty; but the rowdies could

hardly help having a wholesome respect

for at least one of the magistrates, who

was able to exercise his powers after the

following fashion :—One Sunday afternoon

when Mr. Howe was wending his way

homewards, Bible under his arm, Joe trot-

ting by his side, they came upon two men

fighting out their little differences. The old

gentleman sternly commanded them to

desist, but, ver>' naturally, they only paused

long enough to answer him with cheek.

" Hold my Bible, Joe," said his father; and

taking hold of each of the bruisers by the

head, and swinging them to and fro as if

they were a couple of noisy newspaper boys,

he bumped their heads together for a few

minutes ; then, with a lunge from the left

shoulder, followed by another from the right,

he sent them staggering off, till brought up

by the ground some twenty or thirty feet

apart. " Now lads," calmly remarked the

mighty magistrate to the prostrate twain,

" let this be a lesson to you not to break the

Sabbath in future;" and, taking his Bible

under his arm, he and Joe resumed their

walk homewards, the little fellow gazing up

with a new admiration on the slightly

flushed but always beautiful face of his

father. As boy or man, the son never wrote

or spoke of him but with reverence. " For

thirty years," he once said, " he was my
instructor, my playfellow, almost my daily

companion. To him I owe my fondness

for reading, my familiarity with the Bible,

my knowledge of old Colonial and .American

incidents and characteristics. He left me
nothing but his example and the memory of

his many virtues, for all that he ever earned

was given to the poor. He was too good

for this world ; but the remembrance of his

high principles, his cheerfulness, his child-

like simplicity and truly Christian character

is never absent from my mind." Oh, rich

inheritance, that all parents might leave to

their children ! It was his practice for

years "to take his Bible under his ami every

Sunday afternoon, and assembling around

him in the large room all the prisoners in

the Bridewell, to read and explain to them

the Word of God. . Mony were

softened by his advice and won by his

example ; and I have known him to have

them, when their time had expired, sleeping

unsuspected beneath his roof, until they

could get employment in the country."

So testified his son concerning him in

Halifax. When too old to do any regular

work, he often visited the houses of the poor

and infirm in the city and beyond Dart-

mouth, filling his pockets at a grocery-store

with packages of tea and sugar before start-

ing on any of his expeditions. The owner

of the store told me that Joe had given

orders to supply him with whatever he

asked for in that line. When nearly eighty

years of age his philanthropy took a peculiar

turn. He was greatly afflicted at the number

of old maids in Halifax. Making a minute

calculation, he declared that there were

five hundred of them actually living between

Freshwater on the South and Cunard's

Wharf on the North of the City ; and be-

lieving marriage to be the greatest boon

that could be bestowed on woman, he took

an office and announced that he would

give a lot of land up the country, at Shuben-

acadie, to every young fellow that married

one of them and settled down to country

life. The amount ol business done in this

Shubenacadie office I have not been able to

find out;

Joe's mother— his father's second wife

—

was a sensible, jiractical Bluenose widow, a

fit heli)meet for her unwfirldly husl^and.

Her son describes her lovingly and well \w
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his lines to his half-sister Jane, after speak-

ing in his usual way about their father :—

•

" Oh how we loved him, love him now,

Our noble father ! By his side

My mother, who my faults would chide
;

With cares domestic on her brow,

More wayward, and of sterner mood,

But ever provident and good ;

Hating all shams, and looking through

The Beautiful, to find the True."

I have spoken of his father and mother,

because surely the one question to be asked

concerning any man who is considered worth

describing should be, " What was the real

heart of the man, what the real fibre of which

he was made ? " And the child is to an

awfully absolute extent what his parents

were. The great heart and open hand of

Joe Howe ; that milk of human kindness in

him which no opposition could permanently

sour ; his poetic nature, which if it inclined

him to be visionary at times, was yet at the

bottom of his statesmanship ; his reverence

for the past ; and many other of his best

qualities he inherited from his father. His

methodical habits, and his shrewd native

common-sense came from his mother. His

inexhaustible humour and sound physical

constitution he owed to the blending in him

of the qualities of both.

Old Mr. Howe was King's Printer, and

Postmaster-General of Nova Scotia, Cape

Breton, Prince Edward's Island, New Bruns-

wick, and the Bermudas. He resigned his

offices in favour of his eldest son, and to

him Joe, when thirteen years of age was

entrusted, that he might be made a printer,

and fitted perhaps for some snug berth in

connection with the Post Office. Such a

respectable position he was sure of, for in

those days offices continued in families as

streams run in the channels they have once

scooped out for themselves. But the pros-

pect of being Postmaster of the Bermudas,

or even of Prince Edward's Island, had no

charms for him. The boy was made of quite

different mettle. True, there was nothing

to fire his ambition in the start that was

given him. He began at the lowest rung in

the ladder, learned his trade from the bot-

tom upwards, sweeping out the office, deliver-

ing the Gazette, and doing all the multitu-

dinous errands and jobs of printer's boy

before he attained to the dignity of set-

ting up type and working as a me-

chanic. " So, you're the devil," said the

Judge to him on one occasion when the boy

was called on as a witness. " Yes sir, in the

office, but not in the Court House," he at

once answered, with a look and gesture

that threw the name back on his lordship

to the great amusement of all present. He
had his wits about him and was seldom

caught napping as boy or man.

His education went on while he learned

his trade. The study of books, talks in the

long evenings with his father, and intimate

loving communion with nature, all contri-

buted to build up his inner man. While he

read everything he could get hold of, the

Bible and Shakespeare were his great teach-

ers. He knew these thoroughly, and as his

memory was like sticking-plaster he often

astonished people in after days with his

knowledge. To his thorough acquaintance

with them, he owed that pure well of Eng-

lish undefiled he was master of, and which

streamed with equal readiness from his lips

and his pen. His taste was formed on Eng-

lish classics not on dime novels. His know-

ledge, not only of the great highways of

English literature, but of its nooks, corners,

and by-ways, was singularly thorough. It

could easily be seen in his speeches in after

years that his knowledge was not of the

kind that is got up for the occasion. It

exuded from him without effort, and gave a

charm to his ordinary conversation. Though

living in the city during his teens, he spent

as much of his time at home as he possibly

could. He loved the woods, and as he

seldom got away from work, he often spent

Sundays in them in preference to attending

the terribly long-drawm-out Sandemanian ser-
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vice. "What kind of a service was it," I asked

one who had been a member ? " Well,"

said he, " when they met in the upper room

they first greeted each other with a holy

kiss." He was profanely interrupted by a

friend remarking that it was a wonder the

introductory part of the service had not

drawn joe there regularly, but my informant

shook his head and gravely observed that

" most of the sisters were elderly."

His apprenticeship itself was a process of

self-education. He " worked the press from

morn till night," and found in the dull metal

the knowledge and the power he loved. One

lady—a relative—taught him French. With

other ladies, who were attracted by his

brightness, he read the early English drama-

tists, and the more modern poets, especially

Campbell, Mrs. Hemans, and Byron. He
delighted in fun, and frolic, and sports of all

kinds, and was at the head of everything.

But amid all his reading elsewhere, and his

companionships, he never forgot home. He
would go out in the evening, as often as he

could, and after a long swim in the Arm
would spend the night with his father. One
evening his love for home saved him from

drowning. Running out from town and
|

down to the shore below the house, he went

in as usual to swim, but when a little distance

out, was seized with cramjj. The reme-

dies in such a case—to kick vigorously or
|

throw yourself on your back and Hoat—are
;

just the remedies you feel utterly unable at
,

the time to try. He was alone and drown- I

ing, when at the nn»meni his eye being turned

to the cottage ujion the hill-side, he saw the
j

candle for the night just being placed on the

window-sill. The light arrested him, and
" there will be sorrow there to-morrow when

I'm missed," i)assed through his mind. The

thought made him give so fierce a kick that

he fairly kicked the cramp out of his leg. A
few strokes brcjught him to the shore, where

he sank down utterly exhauste<l with rvritc-

menl.

Had he been anything of a •owartl, this

would have kept him from solitary swims

for the rest of his life. But he was too

fond of the water to give it up so easily.

When working in after years at his own

paper, midnight often found him at the

desk. After such toil, most young men
would have gone up-stairs, for he lived

above his office then, and thrown them-

selves on their beds, all tired and soiled

with ink ; but for six or seven months in

the year his i)ractice was to throw off his

apron, run down to the market slip, and

soon the moon or the stars saw him bob-

bing like a wild duck in the harbour.

Cleaned, braced in nerve, and all aglow,

he would run back again, and be sleeping

the sleep of the just in ten minutes after.

When tired with literary or political work,

a game of rackets always revived him.

Tiiere was not a better player in Halifax,

civilian or military. To his latest days he

urged boys to practise manly sports and

exercises of all kinds.

When a mere boy he would string rhymes

together on the slightest provocation, and

declaim them to his companions, who never

knew what was his own and what was not

;

and at the age of seventeen he wrote his first

connected poem, entitled Melville Island.

When it was published no one knew who

the author was, and one morning walking

into town with his father, the lad enjoyed

the pleasure—surely the most exquisite that

a young author can enjoy—of hearing a gen-

tleman, whose opinion he valued, praise the

poem highly. The secret was not kept

long, and then praises were showered on

him. One evening the Chief Justice met

him, and spoke some kintls words about the

poem, and advised him to cultivate his

powers. The boy heard with a beating

heart. His lather had taught him to respect

all who were above him in station. He was

then, as Hums describes himself to have

been in his plough-boy days—thanks also

to a wise father. " I remember," says he,

"that I •ould not conceive it possible that
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a noble lord could be a fool, or a godly man newspapers of the day ; before he was

a knave." More correct information on twenty-three years old, he and another youth

such subjects comes to us all soon enough, bought a weekly newspaper ; and as if that

The Chief Justice was a man deservedly
|

was not enterprise enough, at the close of

venerated for his personal character, as well the year he sold out to his partner, and

as his station, and when he walked away, bought the Nova Scotta?i, at his own risk,

the boy reasoned out his position. " The from George R. Young, one of the great

Chief Justice," argued he, " must have names of the past generation in Nova Sco-

meant what he said or he only intended to
i

tia—a name that still recalls to those who

flatter me. But such a man would not i
knew him a singularly vigorous and untir-

stoop to flattery. He therefore was in ear-
|

ing intellect, high patriotic aims, and, alas !

nest. And he is acompetent judge. Therefore ! a career cut short at noon. And now as

I must be a poet." Day dreams had chased sole editor and proprietor of the A'ova Sco-

each other through his brain before, but tian, Joe Howe offered himself to be the

now he resolved to cast away trifles, and try guide, philosopher, and friend of his coun-

to make himself a name. He continued to i trymen.

contribute pieces in prose and verse to the (To be continued.)

FOR A DAY AND FOR EVER.

WAS it real love, do you think ?

—

Knowing little of your love-lore.

I called it a flitting fancy,

A liking perhaps—no more..

A boy-like worship of form.

Enslaved by a girlish grace.

And anointed eyes that saw not

What lacked to the girlish face ;

—

The apple-face, fair and round.

The shallow, shadowless eyes
;

The rosebud mouth whose prattle

Was pretty, but so unwise !

The brow that never had frowned,

The eyes that hardly had cried,—

-

Like lakes without waves or deeps,

Untossed and unbeautified.

He dreamed of no better bliss,

He knew of no truer grace :

And the even years ran on.

Till he saw another face.

Why do you ask me of her.

Was she fair ? I do not know ;

—

Must Love be the abject slave

Of Beauty,—whether or no?

Her spirit to his breathed life.

As the wind breathes life to the lake
;

He awaked from his dreamless sleep.

As those that have slept awake.
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U brow, U lips, O eyes,

O changing, elocjuent looks,

—

A soul could be satisfied with you,

As the hart with the water-brooks.

If souls could be satisfied—souls

—

Where all is passing and vain I

Where we drink, and thirst, and drink.

But only to thirst again.

AVhere God makes the gladness short.

And the lamentation long.

And brief the interludes

For laughter in life's sad song;

Lest, haply. Earth's blinded ones

Should mistake their heaven for His,

And forego the world to come
For a little joy in this.

Just as the meeting streams

Leap up to join for ever,

One streamlet is turned aside,

And gathered to the river

—

To Death—the dark, cold river.

Who hurries on with his prize ;

Cry Alas ! for all earth's longings,

That cannot enter the skies

!

Cry Alas ! for divided hearts.

For the dreams that are only dreams
" One taken, the other left,"

—

Ah. saddest of human themes !

•" Equal unto the angels !

"

Let us keep our human pain,

If joys of humanity

Can never be felt again.

1 hear a spirit wailing :

" Heaven is no heaven to me,

While I strain my eyes with gazing

O'er the parapets for thee ;

" 'Mid the holy Hallelujahs

I stand at the golden gate.

.\iul listen for my earth-lover,

Who must come at last- thougli late.

'• .And the love of the Archangels

Cannot wcaii my soul from him,

iVlio was mine in a world of shadows,

Where all love and light are dim.''

Alice Horton.
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LOST AND WON

A STORY OF CANADIAN LIFE.

By the author of " For King and Country.^''

CHAPTER XII.

A DEPARTURE.

" And, young or old, on land or sea,

One guiding memory I will take,

Of what she prayed that I might be,

And what I will be, for her sake !

"

IT was long before daylight one morning,

a few days after that, when Dan quietly

rose, dressed, lighted his candle, and crept

down stairs, careful not to rouse any one

but Ben, whom he quietly asked to dress

and follow him, as he wanted his assistance.

Tliere was nothing remarkable in Dan's

getting up before daylight. He often did so

when he went out shooting, or to some dis-

tant fishing-ground. But there was some-

thing unusual in his manner—in the grave

determined look on the boy's usually bright

face, in the lingering glances he cast around

him at all the familiar objects about him.

As he passed his mother's halt-open door,

too—strange that she did not wake and hear

the stealthy footfall,—he lingered and hesi-

tated, as if he would fain have gone in. But

with a gesture as if of determination to some

decisive and important step, he seemed to

collect his resolution, and passed out of the

house, carrying with him the saddle and

bridle, and went to the field where Beauty

was still quietly dozing on the grass, already

whitened by a slight hoar frost. She rose

instantly at her master's step, shook her

head, and neighed ; while he, going quickly

up to her, had her saddled and bridled in a

few moments. Then he led her towards

the front of the house, and tying her to the

fence, went in to summon Ben very quietly

and cautiously, and to take a small bundle

which he had left in the porch. Everything

was still dark and indistinct in the dim grey

half light, but Dan knew well how to trace

out each familiar outline, and as he went out

he half turned back, and leaning his head

against the side of the porch, sobbed audi-

bly. With the sob, did there not rise an

incoherent, unuttered prayer, that God would

bless and keep the dear ones who lay un-

suspectingly asleep ?

Then, followed by Ben, whose swift feet

trotted along by Beauty's side, accompany-

ing Dan in silent unquestioning compliance,

he mounted his mare, and quietly rode

down the avenue. At the turning into the

woods, Dan took one more long look at the

dear old house—dim and shadowy among
dim and shadowy trees, against the sombre

grey sky—and then dashing onward, gallop-

ed for a mile without drawing rein, till he be-

thought himself of waiting for Ben. When
the latter came up with him the two went at

a more moderate pace, along the road to

Dunn's Corners.

When the family rose to their usual morn-

ing's occupations, the absence of neither

Dan nor Ben caused for some time any un-

easiness. It was so common a thing for

them both to be missing on some sudden

expedition that no one regarded it as any-

thing remarkable. But when the day passed

away, and evening came, and still no trace

of the missing ones appeared, even when

tea time arrived, Mrs. Campbell and Jeanie,

as well as Alan, became anxious and un-

easy.

" I can't think where he could have gone,"'

his mother said ;
" he said nothing about it.

and I can't see that he can have taken any-

thing with him to eat."
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'' Oh ! he'll turn up all right," said Alan, I

wishing to hide from her the anxiety he was

beginning to feel. I

It was more than an hour after that when

Bens light step was heard without, and he

entered alone, looking a little moved out of I

his usual imperturbability, and a little doubt- '

ful as to the reception he might meet with.

He delayed answering the enquiries for Dan

with which he was assailed, until he had

carefully drawn from the depths of an inner

pocket a sealed packet addressed to Mr.

Campbell, in Dan's well-known, irregular,

boyish hand. Then he replied to his startled

questioners that Dan had called him early in

the morning to go out with him, he knew

not where or wherefore ; that at Dunn's

Corners they had met Xed Lindsay and

Vannecker, the horse dealer who had re-

turned to the neighbourhood a few days be-

fore. That they had all had a talk together

about Beauty and the American army ; that

the boys appeared rather to waver till Van-

necker had " treated " them to something to

drink : and that then they had all started to-

gether for Carrington in Vannecker's waggon,

Dan alone riding, while the rest drove : and

that in Carrington Dan had given him the

sealed packet, and had bidden him good-

bye, telling him he was going a long journey,

and would not be home for a very long time.

That was all Ben knew ; he had returned as

Dan had charged him, carrying the packet

;

and his own sorrow at Dan's departure was

evidently complicated by misgivings as to

how far he might be considered as an aider

and abettor of a step that would of course

brinf^ grief and consternation into the family.

The story was told laconically, and giving

the barest outlines of it, which some at least

of his hearers could easily fill up. The packet

was eagerly opened and was found to con-

tain bank bills to the amount of two hundred

and fifty dollars, together with the follow-

ing letter :

—

" Dkak Kath f.r,— I hope you and mother

won't be very angry with me, but 1 couldn't

stand having Beauty sold away, and Van-

necker says, if I go into the American

Cavalry, I can have her to ride, so I send you

the money he has given me for her, and

I'm going with him to take care of Beauty

and join the army. Tell mother and Alan

there wasn't nothing else I was fit for, and

I couldn't stand working at a desk, and ask

her to forgive me, and I'll try and be a good

soldier and do credit to the family, with best

love to all, no more at present.

" Your affectionate son,

" Daniel.

"P.S.—You know I had a right to sell

Beauty, for she wasn't yours, for you gave her

to me when a little colt, but I only wanted

the money to give you, and I'll send my
bounty money and write soon again. He
gave me a little more for Beauty, but I kept

it for fear I might want it for something.

Tell mother I brought away the little Testa-

ment she gave me.—D."

Poor Dan ! How many tears, after the

first shock and consternation were over,

were shed over the scrawled, unpunctuated,

unscholarly-looking letter, so characteristic

of the rash, generous, loving heart that

dictated it. But at first, as they eagerly and

silently bent over it, they could hardly take

in the meaning, and when they did, the

shock was too great for the relief of tears.

They looked at each other in blank con-

sternation till Mrs. Campbell, with a cry of

alarm, sprang to her husband's side. He
had tried to rise, but speech and movement

seemed to fail him. His frame wavered,

and he sank heavily back in his chair, his

lips making an ineffectual. i)iliUil attempt to

form articulate sounds. The shock had been

too much for him. 1 )an had always been his

favourite son, having many points of resem-

blance to himself, and his undermined con-

stitution, shaken still farther by his recent

troubles, rould not stand the blow. He had

had a stroke of jtaralysis.

It is easy to imagine the days of sad watch-

ing and sad work th.it followed- -sick-room
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attendance alternating with the painful pre-
j

parations for the departure, which now
j

seemed the lightest of their trials, and which I

could not be delayed, even by sickness,
j

The doctor who had been called in pro- '

nounced Mr. Campbells seizure a not
i

very severe one, though it had a serious

aspect in view of future possibilities ; and

even Mrs. Campbell felt that it was the

" beginning of the end." But, in the mean-

time, the prompt remedies had their effect,

and to the relief of all, the doctor was soon

able to assure them that, by the time at

which it was necessary to leave the house,

they would be able to remove him carefully,

without danger.

The morning after his seizure, as soon as

it was decidedly seen that he was in no im-

mediate danger, Alan had gone to Carring-

ton, to try to discover some traces of the

fugitive, but in vain. Sandy McAlpine had

seen nothing of him, neither had the land-

lord of the " British Lion." He must have

gone directly on with the horse-dealer by

train. The station-master had observed a

man—evidently an American—depart on

the previous day with several horses, and he

thought that two lads accompanied him. To
follow Dan farther would be useless, and he

was much needed at home, so he had re-

luctantly to return, without accomplishing

anything ; only hoping that the vocation

which Dan had thus abruptly marked out

for himself, might turn out better than their

fears at present foreboded. After all, as the

landlord at Dunn's Corners replied to Alan's

reproachful enquiry, why he did not insist

on Dan's returning home—a question which

he at first met with the very natural one,

how he could have compelled the boy against

his will^after all, soldiering did seem the

thing Dan was most fitted for, and he might

distinguish himself in it when he would in

nothing else. But still his heart sank when

he thought of his bright young brother ex-

posed to all the privations and vicissitudes

of a new recruit's lit'e ; and then of all the

sad possibiHties of war—possibilities he

could not bear to contemplate. And if he

felt thus, how felt the mother ? Mrs. Camp-

bell's burden was a heavy one in those dark

days.

Miss Hepzibah Honeydew came to stay

a few days with them, to give them her effi-

cient aid, both in the sick-room, and in the

preparations for the removal. There was

much to be done—more, they found, as the

days passed on, than they had at all realized

—and the energies of all were taxed to the

utmost, deprived as they were of both Dan's

and Mr. Campbell's aid. But Miss Honey-

dew was a host in herself, and seemed ubi-

quitous ; now carrying into the invalid's

room, with softest footsteps and cheery

smiles, some delicacy to tempt him to try-

to swallow necessary nourishment ; now div-

ing into packing-cases and chests, stowing

things, as if by magic, into incredibly small

spaces, whisking miscellaneous articles out

of Jeanie's inexperienced hands, and dis-

posing of them utterly, before Jeanie, new

to this sort of work, could decide where they

were to go ; and now cheering up Mrs.

Campbell's depression, or Alan's drooping

spirits, when, weary with labours that pained

as much as they tired him, he would come

in and sit down for a rest—watching Miss

Hepzibah's expert movements with a half-

smile stealing over his grave face.

'"Taint no manner of use fretting, Mr.
' Alan, my dear, about what we can't help if

I
we fret ever so ! Only, if there's anything

i

as can be helped, just go right straight at it,

I

and keep at it. There's nothing half so good

for trouble as havin' lots of chores to do,

even if they ain't just what you like best !

So you may just be thankful you've got to

do 'em. The Lord sometimes cures pains

with bhsters, as well as poor human doctors."

And Alan would listen to her homely phi-

losophy, both amused and instructed, and

would go out again refreshed by her cheery

voice and brisk talk, as by a drink of cold

water.
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Mrs. Ward had been neighbourly too, ac-

cording to her light—perhaps it would be

more approj^riate to say, her darkness.

She had not time to oft'er personal help.

" All very well for a lone woman like Miss

Hepzibah, who was glad of something to

do! " But she came and condoled with Mrs.

Campbell on her new troubles, and asked

her if there was anything she could do, and

on receiving, to her relief, a reply in the ne-

t^ative, invited Alan to come and stay at their

house the night that would intervene between

the departure and the sale.

" I suppose he'll want to attend and see

now the things go off," she said.

Mrs. Campbell thanked her, but privately

thought it probable that Alan would not

like to attend the sale.

Miss Honeydew did not like openly to ex-

press her opinion of Mrs. Ward or Lottie in

the family they were to be so nearly con-

nected with, but she internally soliloquised

respecting the extent of Mrs. Ward's help-

fulness and sympathy with her distressed

neighbours. '• She's a first-rate worker," she

thought, " for herself—but as to helping

other people !

—
" and Miss Hepzibah came

to a full stop, more expressive than words.

"And Miss Lottie— I'd like to know what's

to hinder her coming over to help her friends

—but that girl's as full of her own airs and

freaks, she hain't no room for nothing else.

Poor dear Mr. Alan ! I only wish I could

open his eyes ! She ain't no sort of wife for

him, no nor ever will be !" For Alan's in-

fatuation—as she considered it—for Lottie,

iiad been a source of wonder and ve.xation

to her ever since she had heard of it. Hut

she was far too wise to say a w(jrcl to him

against her.

At length the last days came, as all last

lays will. 'I'hey were to leave the farm

imally on Monday, the last day of Septem-

ber ; and by the Saturday evening, the pack-

mg was almost completed, and most of the

heavy articles and cases already removed to

Mapleford, where the superfluous furniture

—of which there was not a great deal—was

to be stowed away in a convenient out-house

of Miss Hepzibah's. Miss Hepzibah her-

self had gone home, to prepare for their

hospitable reception on the Monday, having

seen the preparations for removal through,

as far as was possible, while they still re-

mained in the house. So the family were

left by themselves to spend the Sunday in

a sad, silent leave-taking of the scenes and

objects which, by long familiarity, had be-

come a part of their very lives.

It was an exquisite day, that last Sunday in

September. Indeed it seemed almost like a

summer-day which had become hazy and

confused, and so lost its way and strayed by

mistake into the autumn. And yet the sun-

shine, though as warm as that of many sum-

mer-days, seemed to possess a character of

its own, a sweet pensive languor, that seemed

to mark it as a last effort of the fading year.

The sky was of a soft, delicate blue, partially

veiled by a faint white haze, not pronounced

enough to be a cloud. The golden sun-

beams seemed to rest upon and kiss the

flowers more gently than the fervid sun of

summer, and the asters and nasturtiums and

phloxes opened their brilliant petals to meet

them, almost as if they were conscious of

the coming frosts that would so soon nip

and scatter them, and were anxious to make

the most of the present brightness. The

laint wind hardly stirred the trees, thougli

it now and then wafted a brigiit gold or

crimson leaf to its resting place on the green

luxuriant grass, and tlie air had the heavy,

though sweet autumnal fragrance, that seems

to tell of ripened fruits, and garnered sheaves,

and fading vegetation. It was a day for en-

joying the sunshine and the sweet air ; a day

for aimless, dreamy wanderings and quiet

pensive thought ; and notwithstanding the

painful circumstances in which they were

placed, the Campbell family seemed to feel

its tranquillizing, soothing, almost comforting

influence.

None of them went to church that da\.
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They were very tired with the hard work of

the previous week, as were the horses with

the heavy loads they had been drawing, over

a rather rough road. And they clung to the

dear old place, now that the last parting was

so near. It would have seemed almost like

leaving a dying friend to leave it for an hour;

and even Mrs. Campbell, for once, did not

urge any one's going to church. Mr. Camp-

bell had been lifted into a chair and wheeled

to the door, where he lay looking out into

the sunshine through the tangle of golden

leaves, and seeming to enjoy the balmy air.

The shock to his physical frame seemed to

have very much deadened his mental emo-

tions, and Mrs. Campbell almost rejoiced to

think that he, at least, would not feel any

intense pain at leaving the old home. She

herself sat by his side, her large Bible on her

knee, now and then reading some comfort-

ing verse, but as often letting her eyes stray

thoughtfully over the fair, familiar landscape

before her—the sunlit fields, the little

orchard, the shady winding lane that led to

the road, which was soon lost in the still

green woods.

Alan and Jeanie wandered about together,

visiting dear old haunts, sacred now—many

of them—by the sorrow that seemed to have

cut off Dan so suddenly and so completely

from among them ; talking sadly over old

days as they sat under the old butternut

tree, whose spoils they had so often secured

with childish glee, and heard the soft fall of

the dropping nuts, which now they did not

seem to care to touch. How often they had

carried their treasure-heaps to a large stone

near, and broken them with another, laugh-

ingly grumbling at the very small though

rich kernel that the great rough brown shells

enclosed. Then there was the little copse

by the " burn," where the basket-willows

grew, where they had so often hunted for

the blue " flags " that grew in early summer

on its banks, and the bright yellow " impa-

tiens," or wild balsam, that came out later;

and then they sat for a while on a large

2

mossy stone under a spreading sumach,

many of whose leaves already bore their

deep blood-red livery of approaching au-

tumn. From their seat, on a little knoll,

they could overlook the sloping yellow

fields that lay between them and the house

—the brown old house with its glossy dra-

pery of Virginia creeper, now glowing in

crimson, and russet, and purple ; and the

porch with the still green and luxuriant foli-

age of the wild vine—only a yellowing leaf

here and there, showing the touch ofautumn;

and the two familiar figures in the porch,

with Hugh sitting near absorbed iu a book,

and the old grey cat contentedly basking on

the warm flower-bed. Ponto lay at their

feet, his nose resting on his fore-paws, and

his eyes every now and then seeking his

master's face. For days he had lain watch-

ing the unusual preparations with the bewild-

ered, uneasy look with which pet animals

regard the displacement of familiar things,

and the confusion that precedes a departure.

And now he followed his master more closely

than ever, not caring to lose sight of him for

a moment, as if he dreaded lest, in the gene-

ral overturning of things, a separation from

him should be included.

Alan threw himself down beside Jeanie,

and lay on the grass, watching the soft,

flickering, chequered shadows on the green

turf, and thinking many things. He had

not cared even to go over to see Lottie that

day. He felt so depressed that he could

not even make an effort to be cheerful, and

he knew Lottie and he never "got on"

when he was in that mood—it seemed to

annoy and alienate her. Lottie certainly

was not bom to be " a daughter of consola-

tion."

" Alan," said Jeanie, with a sigh, as, after

a long silence, they rose to go, for the sun

was almost down, in a flood of yellow radi-

ance, gleaming through the trees and tingeing

the trunks and boughs with crimson light,

" No place will ever seem like home again

—will it?"
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" No," said Allan, gravely, "not like this,

at least !
" For those bright visions which

he had been indulging in but a few weeks

ago, had become very faint of late, and the

future home to which he had been looking

forward seemed very far away indeed.

And then quietly and thoughtfully, know-

ing well the thoughts that lay unspoken in

each other's minds, they walked back to the

house through the soft evening light across

the fields where the tame sheep and the

placid cattle were quietly grazing, all happily

unconscious of the change which awaitedk

them.

Mrs. Campbell still sat at the door beside

her husband, both of them silent too. The

eyes that had shed so many tears of late for

her wandering boy, had been shedding now

a few quiet ones for the dear home she was

leaving in circumstances so sadly different

from anything she could have expected but

a short time before. Perhaps, too, in those

quiet hours, her thoughts had been travel-

ling back on her life-journey, and she had

been reviewing the memories, tender and

sad, yet not without their sweetness, of the

chequered, often sorely-tried, but still on the

whole, peaceful years that had glided rapidly

away since, a young wife and mother, brave,

devoted, and hopeful, she had first come to

live at Braeburn Farm. And those years of

hard toil and incessant care which had ended

for Archibald Campbell in what was little

better than total ruin, how infinitely difter-

ent they might have been, both to himself

and his family but for that demon of " strong

drink " which had seized his weak nature in

its toils and wrecked his life and his for-

tunes ! But when Mrs. Campbell looked at
;

her poor helpless husband—a fond and ten-

der husband he had always been—she put

away from her all thoughts that seemed to

reproach him, and only said to herself, with

tears that would force their way :
" Poor

Archie !

"

It was a sorrowful evening meal to which

the family, seeming so few now, sat down.

Ben, who had stuck manfully by them in

their time of trouble, giving them much

valuable assistance, and who was for the

present going to work with a .neighbouring

farmer, seemed to feel the parting as much
as any of them, if one could judge by the

intensely saddened expression of his grave

Indian face. Hugh, who was somewhat ex-

cited by the prospect of having regular les-

sons from good Mr. Abernethy, to fit him

for college, was the most cheerful of the

party, and Jeanie and he made an effort to

cheer up the others, but it was rather an un-

successful attempt, for they were all think-

ing of Dan, the invariable brightener of any

family gloom.

Before they separated for the night, Alan,

at his mother's request, read aloud the su-

blime and comforting psalm whose opening

words, " Lord, Thou hast been our dwelling

place in all generations," have so often com-

forted those who have been made to feel

the unstable nature of all earthly homes.

CHAPTER XIII.

FAREWELL.

" I prize the instinct that can turn

From vain pretence with proud disdam ;

Yet more I prize a simple heart,

Paying creduhty with pain."

CAREFULLY and tenderly—next day

—poor Archibald Campbell was lifted

into the easiest waggon that could be pr9-

cured, and driven slowly away from the place

which had been his home so long, and past

Hollingsby's tavern, which he had said so

truly he would never enter again.

They were all gone at last ; all but Alan.

who stood alone by the gate, late the next

afternoon, after watching Jeanie drive off

with Ben, who was to bring back the buggy

after taking her to Mapleford. As he watched

them disappear in the cloud of dust they

carried behind them, an almost overwhelm-
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ing sense of desolation came over him while

he walked slowly back to the house, to at-

tend to the animals and see that all was left

in good order for the sale next day. It was

a sorrowful task in his present mood. The

very eyes of the poor dumb beasts, to whose

comfort he was attending for the last time,

seemed to look at him with a sad, wistful

expression, as if they foreboded evil ; and

Ponto, catching instinctively his master's

mood, walked soberly at his heels with droop-

ing head and tail, ever and anon looking up

wistfully into Alan's face. Alan went about

the work of tending the animals very slowly,

as if it was some rehef to protract this las.c

farm work of his as long as possible, for id-

ling the poor dumb beasts, every on^^ of

which knew and loved him, with a linp^ering

touch. Even the stupid calves and y earling

cattle seemed to him like old friends, in

whose steady gaze an unconscious, wistful

pathos seemed to lie. The daylight had all

faded away by the time his work was done,

but the moonlight lay white and silvery on

fields and trees, revealing every object with

almost the distinctness of day, glistening on

the glossy leaves of the Virginia Creeper, and

throwing all the projections of the log walls

of the house into picturesque relief. Alan

stood leaning against the garden fence tak-

ing a farewell look at all the familiar objects

around, which had been interwoven with his

life so long that it seemed impossible they

were to cease to belong to it. There was

the old pump with the cattle-trough beside

it, which he had so often filled, the tree with

the swing in which he had so often swung

his brothers and sister and Lottie, into whose

branches Dan used to love to climb unper-

ceived and shout down to them, half hidden

among the leaves. Everything about him had

its history and its associations, in which latter

Lottie, too, had her share, though more as a

child than a maiden. He was debating with

himself whether or not he should go for the

night to Blackwater Mill. On the one hand,

there was the attraction of Lottie's presence;

on the other, his di^
^j^^ ^^ j^^^ ^y^^^ encoun-

tering Mrs. Ward'' ^^^^^^ x.on^y^^^ that some-
times touched s ^j.g pi^^gg roughly. While
he was consi jgring the alternatives, Ben
returned, and

^ |^g ^^j^^ ^^ j^^jp ^^^^ ^^ unhar-
ness and pi

^j yp ^j^g horse. Presently B^n
said, m ^^g usual laconic manner " That
Sharpley'

's ^^ Blackwater" Mill."
" K' jw do you know? " Alan asked,

^ .diet him going down from Hollingsby's
witl J Mr. Ward. Heard him tell Hollingsby
^e .'d be at Ward's all night/'

That decided Alan's course. It would be

I
only torture for him, in his present mood, to

be at the Mill along with Sharpley, and lis-

ten to his silky speeches and insinuating

compliments to Lottie, which always jarred

upon Alan the more that he saw how well

they seemed to please her. But a feeling of

anger, nay, of bitter hatred, rose in his

heart, displacing the tenderer thoughts that

had reigned there so lately ; while he said

to himself that a bed on the cold dewy grass

under the moonlight would be better than

sharing the same roof with one whom he
had come to consider his enemy. What
right had this man to come between him
and all he held dear; to sow trouble

and pain in his life, and then cross his path

at every turning ? If he must come out to

attend the sale, why could he not drive out

in the morning ? And what had he been
doing at Hollingsby 's ? Another proof of

the latter's perfidy ! What schemes were
they concocting now? As thoughts like

these passed through his mind, he walked
up and down before the house with com-
pressed lips, and pale face, and contract-

ed brow ; all gentler feelings for the time

put aside, and his heart given up to pas-

sion, nay, even a burning desire for re-

venge.

"What are you going to do to-night,

Ben?" he asked, as Ben came up after

leading the horse to its field.

" Stay here," said Ben. " Sleep on a

buffalo robe."
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" Well, I'll share your bed, Ben," said

Alan ;
" but have you had any supper ?

"

" Here," replied Ben, jtointing to a pan

of milk—part of Jeanie's last milking

—

and to a loaf of bread that had been left

behind.

So the two sat down together to their

simple repast ; and then Ben brought in

the robes from the sleigh, which was placed

all ready for the sale, and spreading them

on the floor made a not uncomfortable bed.

But had it been much more comfortable,

Alan could not soon have been beguiled

to repose. Long after Ben was fast asleep,

he lay watching through the uncurtained

window the low descending moon—silvery

white against the deep blue sky—and re-

sisting its soothing influence, while he

nourished his hatred, and wondered whether

a time would ever come for " settling

scores."

Long as it had been before Alan had

sunk to sleep, he awoke with the daylight.

He had been dreaming of some boyish ex-

pedition with Dan, in the old, happy time

gone by, and woke with a sense of some-

thing uncomfortable and unusual about to

happen. Then came the realization of what

it was, but he did not allow himself time to

think of that. Ben and he made their rounds

once more, and the former milked the cows,

while Alan once again watered the animals.

Then they had their simple breakfast, and

Alan prepared to go
;
gathering before he

went, a bouquet of the bright asters and

nasturtiums and mignonette, that still

brightened the flower-beds, notwithstanding

a slight frost, which would, he knew, be an

acceptable gift to his mother—the last relic

from her beloved flower-garden. He set his

bouquet in a cluster of brilliant leaves from

the Virginia Creeper, and carried it care-

fully, to keep it in its first freshness, while

he hastened his departure. People were

beginning to come already to inspect the

stock, &c., and he did not wish to run the

risk of encountering Sharpley. So leaving

Ben, who installed himself in a corner of the

porch, to wait and see what would betide, he

walked raj)idly away to Mapleford, not

daring to trust himself with another farewell

look.

There is no need to chronicle the sale

—

more or less like all auction sales—the

lounging groups of idlers, who came to look

on ; the keen group of buyers ; the auction-

eer, trying to enliven the tedium of "go-

ing, going, gone,'" with a few poor jokes
;

and the wondering looks of the animals as

they were brought up, one by one, to be

exhibited and endowed with every conceiv-

able excellence by the imaginative auc-

tioneer.

There were but few bidders for the land.

One or two knowing old farmers observed

to each other that the sale had not been

sufticiently advertised. The result was that

the land was knocked down at a very low

figure to Mr. HoUingsby, who was, however,

said to have bought it, not for himself, but

for some unknown party. The loss of the

low price must fall, of course, on Mr,

Campbell, for Mr. Leggatt's claim was con-

siderably more than covered by the amount

realized.

Alan found his family as comfortably

settled at Miss Honeydew's as it was in that

lady's power to make them. His father

was in his invalid chair by the sunny end

window, which looked out on the outskirts

of Mapleford, and on the blue winding

Arqua, looking bluer than ever beside the

yellowing woods on its margin. Opposite

the window, the river swept round a sharp

point where one graceful elm, all golden

now, stood sharply out against the more

shadowy background, and here and there

the pale yellow birches, with their silver

stems, gleamed out among the deeper-

tinted foliage, keeping up the airy character

of the graceful trees.

The view from that pleasant window was

tolerably familiar to the young Campbells.

Their visits to Miss Hepzibah had always
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been regarded as treats since the days when

they used to come to be regaled with fruit

and sweets, and would afterwards sit, eagerly

listening to her stories of the old times when

she was young, of the " roughing it " of the

first settlers, and ofthe Indians, who, in those

times were much more formidable than a

tribe of gipsy wanderers. Ben, in particu-

lar, used to listen to these stories, sometimes,

with unspoken, unfathomable thoughts lying

back in the depths of his deep lustreless eyes.

Hugh had already got out his books, and

had gone off to Mrs. Abernethy's for a

lesson, and Mrs. Campbell and Jeanie

were at work doing some necessary sewing

in preparation for Alan's departure. Miss

Hepzibah was busy stitching away too, at

what she would insist on calling her " trous-

seau^'' the few very modest preparations she

wasmaking forher Boston visit, and whichhad

been rather neglected while she was helping

the Campbells. She was to go into Carring-

ton with Alan, who would see her on the

train for her long journey. But Miss Hepzi-

bah was a tolerably experienced traveller,

and pretty independent in that, as in most

other things.

The next day or two were cold, cloudy,

and ungenial, with keen frosts at night,

which inade Miss Hepzibah's flower-borders

look blank and dreary with blackened,

blighted blossoms. Alan had various little

pieces of business to settle for his father

before his departure, including some formali-

ties to be gone through with Mr. Sharpley,

relating to the balance which came to his

father after the debt was liquidated. This

balance was larger than it would have been,

had Sharpley not known that Mr. Dunbar

was watching the case. But this Alan,

happily, did not know. It was hard enough

for him, as it was, to get through his business

with Mr. Sharpley without any ebullition of

the feelings whose outward manifestation

he was striving to suppress. And he was

naturally indignant at the comparatively low

price for which the land had been sold, and

inclined, though he had no proof, to set

it down in some way to Mr. Sharple/s

machinations.

At last, however, all was settled,—Alan's

trunk, filled with his little possessions,

packed by loving hands ; and the last tea

partaken of together, for which occasion

Miss Hepzibah had provided all the delica-

cies she could collect, including a steaming

"Johnny-cake," for making which in per-

fection Miss Honeydew was renowned.

After tea Alan went out "to see what

sort of night it was." He reappeared, how-

ever, directly, eagerly exclaiming :
" Oh mo-

ther, Miss Honeydew, just look out at the

aurora ! Jeanie, throw on a shawl and

come out. You'll see it twice as well."

The two ladies hurried to the window,

while Hugh threw down his books and fol-

lowed them, and Jeanie was soon standing

with Alan at the garden gate, from which

they could see the beautiful phenomenon

on all sides of them. From the zenith di-

verged in all directions, white, quivering,

dissolving, disappearing, and reappearing

lines of light, looking Hke a transparent

curtain of light hung over the sky—a cur-

tain, however, that was changing its aspect

every second. Behind this confused, ever-

shifting dome of light, glimmered a deep

rose-red glow, which also was ever trembling

and quivering. Sometimes, too, the white

rays for a moment assumed irridescent hues,

adding greatly to the splendour of the effect,

which was even awe-inspiring in its un-

earthly beauty.

" Oh Alan !
" said Jeanie, after they had

looked at it for some time in silent, breath-

less admiration—" isn't it grand ? Doesn't

it make one think of the great white throne

we read about in Revelations ? " she added,

reverently.

" Yes it is grand, indeed," replied Alan.

But he did not altogether like to think of

" the great white throne." Perhaps it was

the feeling of hatred that rankled in his

heart that rose up against the thought of
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the white purity of Eternal Love. But

Jeanie had no such feeHng. She had long

since come to know by experience the

Divine Reconciler, and her sweetest hours

were those of communion with that unseen

Eternal Love.
\

" How I shall miss you, Alan, dear !
" she

said, leaning affectionately on his arm. It

was not in Jeanie's nature to talk much
about her deepest feelings, but when she

did give any expression, it was evident she

meant it.

" Say rather how I shall miss you, all of

you, and home," Alan replied, with a heavy

sigh. "You must write to me soon and

often, Jeanie, and tell me everything about

every body."

" And about one body in particular," said

Jeanie, smiling. " Only, of course, she'll

write for herself"

" Oh, well, you can tell me all about her,

too. Of course she will WTite, but I don't

fancy she'll write very long letters. You
know she's never been in the way of writing

letters much, and I don't suppose it'll come

very easy to her."

" Well, it won't be hard for her to write

letters that will please you, Alan," replied

Jeanie. " However, I'll write you all the

news I can about her and every body else."

" And about Robert Warwick, too," sug-

gested Alan, rather mischievously. " I shall

want to know that the poor fellow has not

broken his heart. Is that over altogether,

Jeanie?"

" Alan !" said Jeanie, in a tone that con-

vinced him that the subject really annoyed

her. Presently she continued, " I mean to

set to work now to study hard ; and Mr.

Aberncthy thinks if I do, I may be ready to

pass an examination at Christmas, and then

I shall be able to apply for the first vacancy

I hear of How I do wish I could get one

within walking distance of this place, like

Mary Burridge's. It would be such a com-

fort not to have to leave father and mo-

ther and 'board round,' as they say most of

the teachers in the country have to do.

Fancy if I had to board in a house like the

Lindsays."

"Indeed I hope you won't do any such

thing," said Alan, energetically. " By the

way, how are the Lindsays feeling about

Ned's going away?"
" Oh, poor Mrs. Lindsay's been ill almost

ever since, but the others don't seem to

mind it much. I saw Kate yesterday in

Mr. Meadows's shop, and when I spoke

about it, she only laughed and said, "Oh,

mother takes on dreadfully, but ! say it's a

great deal better the boy should go, and

sow his wild oats.
"

"Just like Kate Lindsay," said Alan.

" What a hard, reckless set they are ! I'm

just as sorry as I can be that she is coming

to settle in Carrington, and has asked Lottie

to stay with her. Much as I'd like to see

Lottie there, I don't want her to be with her."

" No indeed," said Jeanie. " I'll try and

persuade her not to go. I wonder, Alan,

when we shall hear again from poor Dan.

I can see mother's watching for a letter

every day."

" Soon, I hope. He wouldn't probably

have much opportunity of writing till he got

to head-quarters, and then letters take a

good while to come from there. As soon

as ever you hear, you must write and let me
know."

" Oh, yes," said Jeanie, " you may be

sure of that. Now, Alan, the aurora is be-

ginning to fade, and the air really is frosty.

Look how the stars are shining out, where

the light is waning ; and poor Ponto is look-

ing up at us to see if you aren't coming in.

Poor fellow. I'm afraid he'll break his

heart if you leave him."'

" I'm afraid I must, though," Alan replied,

as they went in. " I don't know whether 1

should be able to keep him, and I'm afraid

he'd get lost, or be in the way. So, Ponto,

poor fellow, you must reconcile yourself to

your fate, and cultivate CIco, and keep the

peace with 'I'abitha."
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For Cleo and Tabitha had both mani-

fested very strongly that they considered

Ponto as an intruder on their absolute and

indefeasible right of possession. Cleo, after

barking incessantly, with various melan-

choly and upbraiding whines interjected,

had agreed to tolerate Ponto ; but Tabby

had kept him in a state of constant pertur-

bation, growling ominously at him when-

ever he came in sight, and occasionally

making sudden sallies upon him from her

ambuscade under some convenient chair or

sofa.

Next morning rose warm, soft, mellow,

and hazy, an Indian summer day, break-

ing in upon the frosty, ungenial weather

of the two or three previous ones. Miss

Hepzibah had been up long before the

sun, seeing to the packing of bandboxes,

packages, and parcels, and to the giving of

all manner of directions about her plants

and her animals. Alan, too, had been up

quite as early, and after a hastily snatched

breakfast, had started off to walk to Black-

water Mill, to have a few farewell words with

Lottie before he went. Miss Hepzibah,

with the luggage, was to follow in the tri-

weekly stage from Mapleford, which would

pick up Alan as it passed Blackwater Mill.

Miss Hepzibah could not forbear stop-

ping in the midst of her own busy prepa-

rations, to stand and watch Alan walking

off, with hasty strides, after the trying fa-

mily farewells had been hurried over ; and

she even stood for a few moments idle,

ruminating on what she, with elderly, spin-

sterly eyes, unbiassed by Lottie's radiant,

youthful, blooming beaut)', considered his

unfortunate delusion.

" There he goes, poor boy," she inter-

nally soliloquised, " right straight along to

make a fool of himself with that heartless

chit of a girl, that would as soon throw him

over as not, if she saw anything that suited

her better ; and will, may be, and it would

be better for him, poor fellow, than being

tied to her for life. There's poor little

quiet Mary Burridge now, would have made
him a ten times better wife ; but he wouldn't

look at her, all along of her being plain.

Well, it's just like them all, to be caught by

a pretty face. Men are just so stupid."

But even while Miss Honeydew thus in-

dulged in reflections, which are probably as

old as the world itself, as to the want of

discrimination of the male sex in fixing

their affections on external charms, her

face softened a little, as she remembered

the time when she had been a far from

uncomely maiden, and when she had been

told so, too, by one who—well, that was

long ago now, and the grass had been

green on his grave for many a year. But

he was not forgotten for all that.

At last Miss Hepzibah's possessions were

all safely stowed away, evt-n to the last

bandbox and satchel, in the little leather-

curtained stage that was drawn up at the

gate, and herself stowed in also, wedged

in between a slim young commercial tra-

veller and a fat old farmer's wife, with a

vacant place opposite for Alan. And then,

after numberless grateful good-byes and

good wishes, from the friends she was

leaving with such good reason to remember

her lovingly, the stage rolled away, and poor

Cleo was left loudly lamenting.

Alan meantime had made good use of

his time, and was within a short distance

of Blackwater Mill. He had taken a short

cut through the woods, one which did not

bring him within sight of Braeburn, for he

did not want to re-open that wound byanother

look. It was a morning in itself to cheat

him to more peaceful and happy thoughts,

so soft and balmy was the still, sunny air,

so lovely the delicate haze which, subduing

the sky to the most ethereal tints, spread

over the landscape and the distant woods a

delicious softness and an idealizing tender

grace, very unusual in the clear Canadian

atmosphere. The woods were almost daz-

zlingly glorious in the rich gold and crimson

hues which the late frosts had deepened.
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Every variety of tint, from the delicate pur-

ples and faint crimsons ofthe distant woods,

and the deep russets and browns of the oak

and ash, to the light glowing gold of the

hard maples and airy birches, whose silver

stems peeped out from foliage that seemed

to suggest the idea of a golden fleece.

Here and there the general brilliancy of

the colour was varied by the intermingling

of the sombre green of the pines, and

the arching, graceful foliage of an elm, not

yet touched with autumn colouring.

Under foot, the yellowing brackens crack-

led and rustled, bounteous red berries

glowed on the underbrush, and deep blood-

dyed leaves of young sumachs flashed crim-

son in the shade. The stillness was perfect,

only broken by the hum of insects not yet

silenced by the frost, by the occasional

rumble of distant wheels, and now and then,

by the far-away discharge of a sportsman's

gun, telling of some animal life destroyed

for human gratification.

Alan walked rapidly on, however, hardly

stopping to note the manifold beauties of

the way, till he had reached the edge of the

woods nearest the mill, and had only the

yellow stubble fields between him and the

river, with the mill and the house in full

view opposite. He crossed the river by the

little brown bridge of roughly-fastened

boards, which ran across the edge of the

mill dam, and from which you could look

down on the snowy foaming waters that

frothed down below upon the glistening

black rocks. Just as he reached it, he heard

a light bounding noise behind him, and,

looking back, saw poor Ponto already at his

heels, having, by force or strategem, escaped

from captivity, and tracked his master

through the woods. Poor fellow ; how he

jumped and fawned upon Alan, who could

not turn away unmoved from his caresses.

" Why, Ponto, poor fellow ! so you cir-

cumvented us, did you ? Well, I suppose

you must come to town and try your fortune

with your master. Unless "

And he stopped short, as if considering

a new idea.

He soon made his way to the house door,

which he found open, but no sign of any of

the inhabitants visible, only the repre-

sentatives of three generations of Maltese

cats, basking in the sun, which quickly put

themselves in various belligerent attitudes

at Ponto's approach. Even Csesar was not

to be seen, being at the time engaged in

propelling the churn in the dairy, whence

Mrs. Ward at length appeared in response

to Alan's repeated knock.

"So you're going, are you?" she said,

wiping her hands on her checked apron.

" Well, it all does seem so sudden-like, after

all, I can hardly believe it. We'll miss you

dreadful ! Lottie ? I guess she's out in the

barn-yard, watching the threshing machine

at work. Collins came along yesterday, and

he's just got his traps set up and the horses

started. But, I say, Alan," she went on

to say, with the air of one who has deferred

an unpleasant communication as long as

possible, and lowering her voice a little,

" you see, her father and me's been thinking

that it would be better for you and her both

not to have anything binding on you—either

of you—just now, when things is all so un-

certain. You see, you can't tell when you'll

be able to marry, with your family to help

and all ; and so I think you'd better, both

of you, leave it an open question for the

present."

Alan looked very blank. This was a blow

he had not expected, and he hardly knew
how to meet it ; indeed, he hardly took in

Mrs. Ward's meaning.

" Hut if Lottie's willing to wait ? " he

said jiresently, glancing enquiringly at Mrs.

Ward.
'* Oh, I don't suppose she's in any hurry

to leave a good home," said Mrs. Ward.
" Hut that's one thing, and it's another for

a girl to he kepi waiting on from one year's

end to another, till she's lost her youth and

,
her good looks, and her best chances ; and
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may be something comes over the thing in

the end. No, I can't have Lottie hang-

ing on like that. If you come back when

you can marry her right off out of hand, and

you and she are of the same mind then,

why, neither her father nor me'il have a

word against it ; but the way things is now, it

mustn't be left binding on the child."

Alan did not know what to say. There

was a good deal in what Mrs. Ward said,

and he felt that the matter was not one for

him to urge. If Lottie felt towards him as

he did towards her, she would insist on

standing by him, with or without a binding

engagement. If not, what would be the

use of trying to bind her ? What would be

the use of anything ?

" Well, I must be seeing about the din-

ner," said busy Mrs. Ward, " for I've got

all the threshing men to dinner, of course,

as well as our own, and they do be pretty

hungry when they come in, and can't be kept

waiting. You go and see Lottie
;

you'll

find her in the barn-yard, but don't be trying

to persuade her to go against what her father

and me told her when we was talking it over

t'other night. She's a sensible girl, Lottie,

and she sees it just as we do. Good-bye, Alan,

and don't be downhearted ; 'taint that we

don't think just as much ofyou as ever; and if

you was only able to do well for Lottie, I'd

as soon you should have her as any one I

know. And there's nobody wishes you bet-

ter than I do."

Which was all quite true. Mrs. Ward had

a considerable regard for the good-looking,

obliging young man, who had grown up un-

der her eye, and whom she had looked upon

almost as a son-in-law already, and she was

as sorry for him as was possible for one

whose mental horizon was so completely

bounded by personal interests that it was

difficult for her in any degree to realize the

feehngs or circumstances of others. But

though she wished well to Alan, and was

sorry for his misfortunes, she must look out

for Lottie's " chances " first of all, she

thought. And with her idea of marriage, as

being principally a comfortable settlement

for life, she was certainly acting according

to her light. The close and tender union

of hearts for weal or woe, outlasting all trials

and dividing circumstances, even though

never ratified by the solemn seal of outward

union, was a thing which had never yet been

" dreamt of in her philosophy."

Alan went to find Lottie in the great wide

barn-yard, where the threshing-machine was

hard at work. He could hear its whizzing

noise as he approached, and separate it from

blended sounds of the mill machinery and

the rushing water, with which, at a distance,

he had confounded it. It was a busy,

merry autumnal scene that was before him,

when he reached the entrance of the barn-

yard. There stood the great, tall machine,

gaily painted in red and blue, wedged into

the wide barn door, within which stood the

yellow stack of wheat which its labours were

rapidly diminishing. In front, the eight

strong horses were pacing steadily their

monotonous round, moving the revolving

platform, under which were the iron wheels,

which, attached to the machine by a chain

of revolving rods, were its moving power.

A lad sat perched up at the top of the ma-

chine, deftly cutting the twisted straw-bands

that confined the sheaves, while another

shoved them into the orifice for receiving

them. Behind the machine, in the midst of

the whirl of dust, bits of straw, &c., a man

was busy fastening empty sacks, and remov-

ing full ones from the opening at which the

clear grain issued, while another shovelled

away the piles of husks and straw, and ano-

ther carried away, one by one, the filled

sacks to the granary. The "boss," or

owner of the machine, a man with a

sponge over his mouth, and green goggles

over his eyes, to protect them from the chaff

that filled the air, superintended the working

of the machinery, and kept all hands to

their proper work.

Lottie, with a pretty bright scarf thrown
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over her shoulders, more for effect than be-

cause she needed it, and a fe^v scarlet leaves

coquettishly twisted into her brown hair,

stood leaning against the fence, making a

bright spot of colour where she stood, and

keeping up a light bantering conversation

with the young teamster, a ruddy-cheeked,

bright-eyed young fellow, in a gay striped

shirt, corduroy breeches, and top boots, who

stood on the moving platform, cracking his

whip at the horses, and smiling across at

Lottie. Some pigeons were sunning them-

selves on the ground, and picking up stray

grains of wheat, their glancing, changing

tints gleaming in the soft warm sunshine,

and a large representation from Mrs. Ward's

poultry-yard — Dorkings, Brahmapootras,

puffy white Friesland fowls, and pugnacious

young turkeys—had also found their way

thither, and were busy foraging and squab-

bling over the golden grain.

Alan was close to Lottie before she was

aware of his presence. As she turned and

met his sorrowful glance, the smile faded

quickly from her face. She knew why he

had come, and she almost wished he had

gone without saying good-bye. She did not

like to face disagreeable things, and good-

byes were always disagreeable, especially

when people were expected to feel them.
" I'm going, Lottie !" he said, " will you

walk up to the gate with me ? The stage is

to pick me up as it passes, and I want to

have a last talk before I go."

Ix)ttie turned, and walked away with him,

after he had exchanged a few farewell saluta-

tions with the men, all of whom he knew
as old neighbours. The Radnor jjcople

were very neighbourly in turning out to help

their neighbours at threshing, or ploughing,

or logging "bees." As I>ottie and he dis-

appeared, the teamster and the " boss " had

their inevitable joke over it.

"All ! lad, you're cut out, you see there.

Pity you've got to stay and mind your

horses, and see another fellow carry her off

right before your eyes !

"

" Never mind, I'll have ray chance when

he's gone ! There's this evening to come,

and all the fun and the singing— Lottie's the

girl to go on with a fellow. She won't be

weeping for him !

"

Whereat the men all laughed heartily

;

for at threshing times, ver}' small jokes will

go a long way. It was as well, however,

for the young teamster that Alan was out of

hearing.

" So you've got Ponto with you 1
" said

Lottie, as they walked on together, rather

silently, for the first few minutes.

" Yes, poor fellow ! I left him at home,

shut up. But he's managed to give them

the slip ; so I suppose I must give him his

own way, and take him with me. Unless,

Lottie, you'd like to keep him for my sake.

I'd like to think he was with you."

" Oh, I don't know ! I don't think mother

would care about having him round. She

thinks old Caesar's enough, and I don't be-

lieve she'd have him if it wasn't for his

churning," Lottie replied evasively.

" Oh well, it doesn't matter," Alan an-

swered quickly ;
" I'd like to have him wth

me if I can keep him. I only thought you

might like to have him about, to put you in

mind of me. Oh, Lottie dear, I hope, when I

am away, you'll be as f;iithful to me as poor

Ponto is !

Lottie made no reply, only kept pulling

to pieces a long yellow plume of golden rod,

which she held in her hand.

Alan went on to tell her about his con-

versation with her mother, and to say that,

while he could not of course insist on hold-

ing the engagement binding against her

parents' wishes, he hoiked that would make

no real difference, but that she would still

be true to him as he would to her, without

any formal engagement.

"And you'll think of me always, and write

to me sometimes, won't you, Lottie dear?"

he said, as they saw the stage and its team

of white hoiu's appearing in the distance.

" And the thought of you will be always
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with me, spurring me on to work harder,

till the time comes when I can come back

and claim you for my own dear wife !

"

Lottie said she would write ; but she did

not answer Alan's tender assurance with any

reciprocal one. She felt embarrassed and

awkward, and wished the parting were over.

'* Well, good-bye, Lottie ! good-bye till

Christmas, dear," said Alan, at last, clasping

her closely in a tender embrace, before

springing across the fence to hail the fast

approaching stage. It stopped a moment

;

the next, Alan was in his place, bending for-

ward to get one more look at Lottie, and

wave a last farewell. Lottie walked back very

slowly through the warm golden sunshine

—

dashing away a few instinctive tears. She was

fond of Alan, in a way, and she would miss

his constant devoted attentions, much as one

misses the companionship of a faithful dog.

But the transient sorrow did not last long,

and the evening quite realized the young

teamster's prediction.

Meanwhile Miss Honeydew was doing

her best to cheer up Alan with lively amus-

ing talk, as the stage rattled on across cordu-

roy bridges, and through deep, gorgeously

tinted woods
;

past old brown stumps,

wreathed with bright crimson Virginia

creeper or poison ivy, its close imitation
;

past bits of marsh streaked with lines of rich

colour from the wild-flowers still blooming

in them
;
past yellow fields bounded by the

inevitable rail fences, on which a stray

" chipmunk " or squirrel sat, cracking nuts,

scuttling away in haste as the stage clattered

up
;
past fallows, where horses were slowly

dragging the plough
;

past comfortable

white farmhouses and steadings, with their

clustering orchards, the rosy apples still

hanging on the trees.

As the day wore on to afternoon, in the

second stage of their journey, the sunshine was

clouded over, and heavy grey clouds spread

themselves over the sky, looking watery and

ominous. The rain held off, however, and

the setting sun appeared through the broken

masses of confused rose-red and purple in

the west, shedding ruddy lights on the tree-

stems, and on the distant houses of Carring-

ton, and rosy gleams on the grey river that

wound between them and the town.

At last they were across the bridge and

rattling over the hard pavement, and past

the shops, where lights were glimmering

here and there, as the early twilight came on.

Alan helped down Miss Hepzibah at the

door of the " British Lion," where they were

to spend the night, and gathered together

all their various belongings, including Ponto,

and then betook himself to the cheerless

little room assigned him ; the light rain that

had begun to fall, seeming quite in unison

with his own feelings at the final closing

of one chapter in his life, and the open-

ing of another, as yet untried and uncer-

tain.

(To be continued.

)
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THE HERALDS OF THE SPRING.

" For, lo, the winter is jiast, the rain is over and gone ; the flowers appear on the earth ; the time

of the singing of birds is come ; and the voice of the turtle is heard in our land."

LONG hath the dreary winter's chiUing hand

Been laid upon our frost-imprisoned land,

And long the North-wind's keen and bitter blast

Hath swept the fleecy snow-flakes wildly past

In powdery drifts and gusts of icy spray,

Whirling in clouds that darken all the day
;

Or calm and still, the snow, with noiseless fall,

Sank down on tree and bush, enfolding all

In a soft, fragile foliage that might seem

The passing vision of a fairy dream,

And draped the earth in mantle fair and white

Crusted with diamonds glittering in the light

;

Drift piled on drift oppressed the buried ground.

An Arctic landscape seemed to stretch around.

Too long our land lay bound in frozen chains,

And blank and dreary seemed the snow-clad plains,

For coldly fair such wintry glories show,

To eyes grown weary of perpetual snow !

But now, a gentler breath pervades the air,

The opening skies a softer azure wear
;

The snow has vanished at the South-wind's breath.

And Nature wakens from her seeming death
;

The lakes and streams, set free from icy chain,

Flash their blue waters to the sun again
;

We hear once more the rushing torrent's flow,

The fragrance of the " unbound earth " we know
;

The soft, sweet tinkle of the streamlet seems

To lull our senses to delicious dreams
;

More soft and sweet the light of evening lies

On (|uiet fields, beneath the sunset skies.

She comes ! Although we chide her tardy wing,

We hail the welcome advent of the Spring,

And through our memory breathes the sacred strain,

So often heard, yet gladly heard again :

—

" The Winter's past and gone ! the flowers appear,

The time of singing of the birds is here !"
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Already, by our gladdened ears is heard,

The welcome warbling of the early bird
;

And, ere the winter blasts are wholly fled.

The Sanguinaria lifts her gentle head

—

Half shrinking from the rude, ungenial air.

It bends to earth its petals snowy fair,

As if afraid to find itself alone

On the bleak threshold of the winter thrown.

Yet, in its fragile beauty faithful still.

And firm its welcome errand to fulfil

—

To glad our longing eyes with promise true

Of all the beauty soon to burst to view.

Ere yet the tardy snow the woods has left,

But Hngers late in many a rocky cleft,

The tiny ferns their spiral fronds uncoil,

And the green moss o'erspreads the spongy soil,

While yet her glossy leaves are hardly green.

The fair Hepatica, from downy screen,

Opens her soft-hued cups in lonely bloom.

Breathing the spring's most delicate perfume
;

Wood-violets follow, opening to the light

Their varied tints of yellow, blue, and white

;

And Trilliums waving in the shadowy dells.

The bright Dicentra with its clustered bells.

The white May-apple 'neath broad shield of green

—

Meet canopy of state for fairy queen !

With the striped Arum and the Orchis fair,

And Convallaria's waxen clusters fair.

The small Mitella's feathery shaft appears.

Piercing the withered leaves of by-gone years
;

In the dark cleft of some old rugged pine,

Wave the bright blossoms of the Columbine,

While woodland boughs a snowy burden bear.

Breathing sweet incense on the balmy air

;

The summer hours more gorgeous blossoms bring,

But none more dear than ye—sweet heralds of the Spring !

Kingston. Fidelis.
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\i IMPERIAL AND CULONIAL CONFEDERATION.

BY A. T. DRUMMOND, MONTREAL.

AN Imperial Confederation has recently

formed the subject of discussion both

in this country and in Great Britain. Some

writers have thought that the Home Rule

agitation in Ireland may yet possibly result

in the British Ministry taking into consider-

.ttion a more comprehensive confederation

than even Home Rulers have entertained.

Mr. Blake a few months since took occa-

sion publicly to suggest the reorganization

of the empire on this basis, and within the

past few weeks our Agent General has dis-

cussed the question in Manchester. That

the subject has received the attention it

recently has is, no doubt, one of the results

of our Colonial Confederation. The coun-

try has made rapid progress since the con-

summation of Union ; a national spirit has

been aroused, and the people have now

awakened to find that, though they have in

domestic affairs a national status, yet in

their relations with the other colonies and

with foreign powers— relations which may

iffect their gravest interests—they have not

the smallest voice unless by the direct au-

thorization of the Home Government ; and

though entirely disinterested, and desirous

of peace, they are at any moment liable to

be plunged into a foreign war, imperilling

their resources, and perhaps sacrificing many
lives among them. This political situa-

tion, and the concurrent strong desire to

perjjctuate the connection with the empire,

seem to have suggested here an Imperial

(.'onfederation in some form, as a political

change under which the Colonies would be

represented at Wcstmmstcr.and thus accjuire

some control over their foreign relations, as

well as those of the empire.

Mr. Blake appears to think that the time

may be at hand when the people of this

country will be called upon to discuss their

relations to the empire, and Mr. Jenkins

goes even farther in regarding the political

outlook as of such gravity, that it must be a

question with us of Imperial Confederation

or Imjjerial disintegration. That we are

gradually approaching our political man-

hood, and that our relative position as a

section of the empire must, as years go on,

increasingly form the subject of thought

among us, must be apparent to every one

who has given attention to public affairs.

An Imperial Confederation is a political

change, which, could it be placed on a basis

satisfactory to the contracting parties, might

take effect at once. Questions of policy,

however, frequently find their solution, even

in the present enlightened age, rather

through considerations of national glory

than of national advantage, and it would

seem as if, in this question of an Imperial

Confederation, its commercial and financial

aspects had been largely overlooked. No
doubt it would tend to the national glory

and prestige to further consolidate the em-

pire, to more closely identify each member
of it with the common interests, and thus

to increase its power. Even to colonials

like ourselves,with some national aspirations,

there would be something fiiscinating in the

very thought of what would thus, in the

truest sense of the word, be a great Britan-

nic Em])ire, and in the reflection that the

name of colonial dependency would then

be done away with, and that the colonists

would not only have the opportunity of con-

stantly ])rcsenling, in the Genenil Parlia-
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ment, the wants of their own sections, on

both their home and their foreign relations,

but would also rise one degree higher in

the poHtical scale, and become possessed,

equally with Englishmen, Scotchmen, and

Irishmen, of rights in the government of

the empire at large. There are, however,

grave difficulties in the way, arising from

conflicting commercial and financial inte-

rests, from diverse elements in the popula-

tion, and from the distance of the different

sections of the empire from one another and

from the seat of the central government.

It is true that the world has before wit-

nessed confederations; but they were of com-

munities contiguous to each other, whose

commercial and political requirements were

more or less identical. Circumstances are

different in the case of Great Britain and

its colonies. The industrial products of

countries may vary largely with their climates

and geological structures, and where in the

world would there be found, under one

Government, such individually large, and

yet diverse commercial interests, as those

presented by England and Scotland, with

their iron and coal ; India, with its cotton

and rice ; Australia, with its wool and

wheat ; the West Indies, with their sugar
;

and Canada, with its timber, grain, and

dairy products ? It is, however, just possi-

ble that such a confederation might largely

change the current of trade. Sections of the

empire exist in every quarter of the globe,

and under every climate, and produce, or

can produce, more or less, nearly every

known industrial product. The Confedera-

tion could thus impose heavy customs dues

on nearly every article imported from foreign

countries, and yet, the people might have

those very articles at the very cheapest

prices, because produced within the Con-

federation itself Still, years must elapse

after the union had been effected before

such a change could be completely brought

about, and under any circumstances— quality

as well as cheapness being an element in

the selection of merchandise, and every mar-

ket being subject to fluctuations in value

—

foreign importations would necessarily con-

tinue. There is, indeed, hardly a question

that, as a result of long-established commer-

cial intercourse, this difficulty would present

itself—whatever the nature of the tariff : that

each section of the empire, before considering

the interests of other distant sections, would

naturally desire the general commercial

policy to suit itself in its relations with any

foreign power contiguous to it, and with

which it had large intercourse. Thus Cana-

dians would consider the effect of such a

policy upon their trade with the United

States, before giving a thought to Australia

or New Zealand ; and Australians, in turn,

would probably in this connection give their

attention to China and Japan, before heed-

ing the interests of the West Indies or

Canada. This difficulty would, with even

greater force, apply in Canada if Free Trade

were proposed to be the policy of the em-

pire. It is an axiom in mercantile business

that the larger the market, the greater the pro-

bable demand for each article of manufac-

ture, and with the larger production, the

more cheaply each article can be produced.

This, to some extent, accounts for this mar-

ket being at present successfully inundated

with American goods, even in the face of

duties. It is thus quite apparent that with

a limited home market, the United States

closed by an almost prohibitory tariff, and

the demand for their products in this way

greatly circumscribed, the manufacturers of

Canada could not for a moment entertain

the idea of Free Trade.

The arrangement of the finances would

also present serious obstacles. Those who

have had to deal with the debts of the dif-

ferent Provinces forming the Dominion can

readily believe that the adjustment of the

Imperial and Colonial debts, and of the pro-

portion of the expenses of diplomacy, de-

fence, and war, to be borne by each section

of the empire, would form the most difficult
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problem ever submitted to a financier. Even

if each section of the Confederation assumed

its own debts, the present foreign policy of

Great Britain, and the existing treaties to

which it is a party, not only result in heavy

present outlay, but might at any time lead

to difficulties with other powers, involving

large expenditures, in the incurring of which

the different colonies could have no

interest except that of sympathy with the

mother countr)'. Again, should the reve-

nues of the Confederation be distributed

according to population, what small shares

would fall to the lot of Australia and Ca-

nada, enterprising and relatively rich in com-

parison with some other colonies ! And
even were financial arrangements arrived

at before Union, would not the ever-

changing circumstances of such differently

situated sections of the empire give rise to

constant agitation for alterations ? It does

not seem possible that a mutually satisfac-

tory financial basis could be arrived at.

The formation of the Imperial Councils

and Representation in the general Parlia-

ment would form another difficult problem.

Is population the true basis of representa-

tion ? Then India, with a race inferior, and

yet improving to some extent in energy and

intelligence, would have an undue prepon-

derance ; or would India still be regarded

as a conquered empire? Similar questions

would arise in others of the dependencies.

These are some of the difficulties which

suggest themselves as standing in the way

of the consolidation of the empire under an

Imperial Confederation in its pure and sim-

ple form. Modifications of the idea have

been suggested, but they all have some

one or other of the obstacles above re-

ferred to. The least objectionable fonn,

were it in the present temperament of the

colonies feasible, would be that of a Gene-

ral Council sitting at Westminster, in which

the United Kingdom and the colonies would

be represented, each section retaining its

present constitution practically unaltered,

and imposing its own customs' dues, and

appropriating its own revenues ; and the

Council having only powers affecting the

general interests of the different sections in

their relations to one another and to the

empire, and the interests of the empire in

its relations to foreign powers. Were the

Home Government a consenting party to

even this scheme, it would not be with-

out the proviso that the colonies should

bear their share thereafter of the general

expenses of the empire in peace and war

;

and then would arise the difficult problems

of what these shares should be, and whether

the colonies are at present able, and, if able,

would they be willing to undertake them.

Should, however, a General Council be sa-

tisfactory to the colonies, and could an

adjustment of the finances be arrived at,

there would still remain the grave doubt

whether Great Britain, so long accustomed

to retain the power itself, and to regard the

colonies as mere dependencies, would be,

at present, willing to admit them as equals

in the administration of the affairs of the

empire.

Quite apart from the difficulties thus in

the way of carr)'ing out the idea of an Im-

perial Confederation, it may with reason be

questioned whether the causes which have

suggested it here, have, in reality, such force

as has been claimed for them. Since the

Union has taken place, the Home Govern-

ment has shown a desire to avoid the diplo-

matic blunders of years ago, and to give the

Dominion a direct voice in negotiations

with foreign powers, where Canadian inter-

ests were involved ; and two well known

Canadian leaders have on separate occasions

been appointed Commissioners on behalf of

(ireat Britain in negotiating treaties with the

United States. There is no doubt that

Great Britain appreciates the situation, and

that every reasonable wish of Canada in

this respect would be ])romptly met. If our

representatives receiving such appointments

are untrammelled by limiting instructions
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trom the Colonial Office, and fulfil the trust

reposed in them of furthering the interests

of this country, what more need the people

of the Dominion desire ? If, on the other

hand, these representatives fail to fulfil their

trust, the existing political situation cannot

be blamed for it. As to the liabiHty of be-

ing drawn, through connection with Great

Britain, into a foreign war in which Canada

might have no interest, we may at present

dismiss the thought. The power the most

likely to menace Canada would be the

United States, and that country has at last

found its own territories quite large enough,

and the South quite difficult enough to man-

age, without adding to their difficulties by at-

tempting to coerce a strong and much more

inimical people to the north of it ; and,

at the same time, it would have, through

differences of origin and more limited com-

mercial relations, a far greater objection to

any other European power than Great

Britain obtaining a foothold in British

America.

In view of all the circumstances of the case,

we may well let the question of seeking any

political change in our relations to the Em-
pire rest for a time, and devote ourselves

more closely to developing the resources of

the Dominion, and elevating the character of

its people under a Colonial Confederation.

We are not yet prepared for any revolution-

ary changes ; and the advantages which

would result from them, if they were at once

brought about, are hardly clear. It is, how-

ever, the opinion of not a few of those who
have given attention to the current of events

of the past few years, that the onward pro-

gress of the country and the higher intelli-

gence of the people will themselves deve-

lop in the course of time a change, and one

which may be in the direction of a distinct

national existence. It will not be sought

for by us, such is our loyalty to the throne.

It is just possible indeed that the course of

the mother country towards us may suggest

it ; and under any circumstances, we shall

probably, on adopting it, carry with us Great

Britain's good will and friendly alliance. That

it is even now the desire of some in England

that there should be this change in the rela-

tions of the Colonies, is well known. How-
ever, the constitution, as well as the present

wishes of the people, are opposed to it. In

the Confederation resolutions adopted by
the conference at Quebec, upon which

our present constitution is founded, there

were notably two leading principles laid

down : that the executive authority or gov-

ernment should be vested in the Sovereign

of Great Britain ; and that in framing the

constitution, the British model should be

followed with a view to perpetuating the

connection with the Empire. It was thus

we affirmed to the people of Great Britain,

and particularly to that party which desired

colonial severance, that here there existed

the wish to perpetuate colonial alliance. It

was a happy result of Confederation that the

mere proposal to adopt it should have elicited

this expression of the popular will ; and this

expression of the popular will inspires

confidence in us now, and in the future

will bear its fruit in friendly and permanent

alliance, whatever that future may be. Some
few may think that the choice lies between

Imperial Confederation and Imperial disin-

tegration, and, inferentially, we may draw

the conclusion that, in their opinion, a Colo-

nial Confederation is not the phase of con-

nection with the Throne best suited to our

own and to Imperial interests. Such is not

the opinion generally entertained here. We
have dehberately cast our lot in a Colonial

Confederation, and the time which has since

elapsed has been too short, and the results,

even in that short time, too satisfactory to

make us long for any change. In the dist-

ant future, however, should there befulfilled

the bright visions which we now entertain

of the western territories teeming with popu-

lation alike with the eastern provinces,—the

whole country from Vancouver to Nova
Scotia thickly scattered with manufacturing
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enterprises ; our merchant marine, already

large, still further increased ; our foreign re-

lations requiring more constant attention
;

and our people alive to their position and

appreciative of the duties it imposes upon

them,— then will have arrived the time when,

in the interests both of ourselves and of (ireat

Britain, we must study deeply and decide on

our relations to the Elmpire. Then will

come a time when we may be brought face

to face with Independence, not through our

own seeking, but in the ordinary course of I

events as they are now happening. With '

the vast natural resources which we have of

ocean and inland seas, of fields, and forests,

and mines, and with a high-spirited popula-

tion already large, and yearly increasing in

numbers, enterprise, and intelligence, it must

be apparent to every one who has given

thought to the subject that a period will

come when the relations of parent and off-

spring, however kindly they may remain,

will of necessity, with such a breadth of

ocean between them, be of a different type

from those of early years. Maturity of years

and self-consciousness of ability give a man

an independence of spirit and a self-reliance

which prompt him to cast aside the timi-

dity of youth, and to cope with the world

himself. It is much the same with colo-

nies with energy equal to our own. They

pass through similar phases, from colonial

birth to colonial manhood, when national

duties and national privileges are appre-

ciated. That the attainment of this man-

hood may culminate in Independence is

not a mere chimera. " I believe," said

the Minister of Finance on the floor of the

House of Commons but a few weeks since,

"tnat every man who has paid any con-

siderable attention to the question of the

future of Canada is prepared to admit that,

with us, it is a struggle for the possibility of

carrying out a distinct national existence.

This object, which we may sacrifice some-

thing for, if necessary, it will be the aim and

the interest of the Government to see that

we shall prepare to attain without making

the sacrifice unreasonable and not beyond

due bounds. Perhaps it is as well that we

should be thus called upon peaceably to do

what other nations have had to do by means

of wasting war." We are, however, far from

having yet attained colonial manhood, and

are quite unprepared at present to assume

the responsibilities attending an indepen-

dent existence, even if that existence pre-

sented any immediate advantages ; but every

year of progress is leading us one step on-

ward in national thought, in self-confidence,

and in command of resources. The pre-

sent constitution has unquestionably given

a stimulus to progress. Canada may not,

however, be the first to definitely raise the

question of its relations to the empire. When
the country has largely increased in wealth

and population, is it to be expected that

the Home Government will continue to

maintain diplomatic relations with foreign

courts and to bear the burdens of defence,

without calling on the wealthy colonies to

contribute a share of the expense ?

This political manhood, which must result

in a change of our relations with the Empire,

may be in the far distant or nearer future ;

but let us educate ourselves into that high

standard of citizenship that when it does

come we shall be found prepared, as a peo-

ple, to'assume all its responsibilities. There

is great room for improvement in the inter-

nal machinery of the Dominion. We want

the right development of the national char-

acter, and to this end we must have the

infusion of a high-toned moraU among the

people, freedom of thought and action,

and the spread of education. Not least

among the characteristics of the people, we

need the infusion of a national sentiment

through the breadth of the land, which will

find expression in a love of our country, in

a healthy pride in its institutions, and an

earnest endeavour to maintain and improve

them. The internal economy of the Do-

minion and the fitting of ourselves for a
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higher national position, will for the present,

furnish ample national interests to attend

to. In the future before us there is work

for every man to do. Each one will

exercise some influence in giving shape to

the course of that future and force to its

current. We must not forget that we have

a country to live for as well as a country to

live in. There is here no long historic re-

cord from which to glean examples which

we might emulate ; but each man may him-

self be an example to those with whom he

associates. There is here no aristocracy

but that of ability and intelligence, to which

every man can aspire. Here there is no

dense population, no overcrowding of the

spheres of labour, and position is only to be

gained by hard, unsparing work. " Surely,"

says the Hon. Alexander Morris,* " it is a

noble destiny that is before us ; and who, as

he reflects upon all these things, does not

feel an honest pride as he thinks that he

too may, in however humble a sphere, or by

however feeble an effort, aid in urging on

that great destiny."

* Nova Britannia.

ANTEROS—LOVE THE AVENGER.

LIKE the soft summer rain on cold, hard rock they fell

—

Her words—" I love you, darling, how, you cannot tell.

" Ah ! if you knew !

" The forest mother, yearning, sees the young she bore,

" All safely gathered in her tawny bosom, lie,

" Where gaunt, grim roots of hemlock close the sky,

" With lonely sound of winds in tree-tops evermore,

" And rests content to live apart with them alone.

" Content to live with love ; athirst, a-hungered, spent,

" Sick, weak, and dying, still, with those she loves, content

;

" Content to see, and press, and feel them hers, her own.
" So I love you !

" The world might come and go, and wealth and beauty fly,

" Were I as she, and you as they, and no one by.

" I would care nought but for your love, sweet, no, not I !

" Ah ! if you knew !

"

As the cold, senseless rock heeds neither dew nor rain,

So, wondering, I but saw, nor understood her pain,

All sorrow for the bitter hurt I could not heal.

All pity for the tender love I could not feel.

Like the soft summer rain upon cold rock they fell

—

My words—" I love you, darling, how, you cannot tell,

" Ah ! if you knew !

"

And one, with upturned wondering face, and loveless eye.

Cold, save for touch of kindly woman's sympathy,

With formal phrase, and carven words, made me reply.

Ottawa.
F. A. D.
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QUEEN CHARLOTTE ISLANDS.

BV THE REV. T. G. PORTER, GEORGETOWN.

IN the North Pacific Ocean, about 5 or

6 days' sail N.N.W. from Vancouver

Island, lies the group called Queen Char-

lotte Islands. In 1787 Captain Dixon sailed

around them, gave them their present name,

and took possession of them in the name of

King George. It is now 88 years since these

Islands have had a place upon our maps,

yet no attempt has been made to colonize

them, or to make their vast resources avail-

able. Why this has been so we cannot

say. Surely it must be because their value

and importance have not been properly

understood or appreciated.

The group is composed of two large

islands, two small ones, and a number of

islets ; and in extent of territory is about

equal to the two-thirds of Ireland. The

climate is never extreme, the snow melting

soon after falling, even on the coldest days,

" while the sun sheds its effulgence, but not

its glare, during much the greater portion of

the year the whole of the livelong day upon

that virgin country." Thus it unites the

charm of the tropics to the salubrity of the

temperate zone, without the evils of either.

Neither rat, reptile, nor noxious insect has

a.s yet found a home there. The surface is

varied and picturesque, the coast generally

low lying and timber-clad. Pines and cedars

of immense proi;ortions, oaks and other hard-

woods, crowd every available i)ortion, espe-

cially of the small island of " Skincattle,"

which has also a magnifitent harbour on its

south-west coast. The woods swarm with

animals, and the rivers and bays with fish.

Fogs are rare ; and storms, if sometimes se-

vere, invariably follow a law, being sea-

storms ; nor do ilicy ever last long.

The agricultural and mineral resources o(

these islands are undeniable ; fruit is abun-

dant, and potatoes grow in large quantities.

The stock of game is reniiukably varied,

and is in such profusion that, in the words of

Mr. Poole, C.E., the only educated English-

man who has ever dwelt in these islands,

" for twenty years to come no colonist need

starve if he only carries a gun and can hit a

haystack." There are enough bears, seals,

martens and other fur-bearing animals on

these islands " to make the fortune of half

a dozen fur companies," while whales and

p6rpoiscs make these waters a playground,

so that with a colony of energetic and cnter-

prizing men, a trade of great importance

might be built up in a few years, and even

from the very first year they might have a

large export of skins, furs, &c., to say nothing

of what could be produced by the farming

portion of the colony.

It will be perceived also, by referring to

the map, that these islands lie in the great

highway of commerce which at no distant

day will be established ; when the Canadian

Pacific Railway will give an unbroken rail

and ocean communication with the Pacific,

China, and Japan.

Therefore, if the advantageous position of

these islands, their beautiful and healthy

climate, the extent and value of their fish-

cries, and the magnitude of their mineral as

well as their agricultural and pastural re-

sources, are properly considered anil weigh-

ed, their prosperity will be fully secured,

and earnest efforts made to bring these

almost inexhaustible resources into practiail

use. "Truly," says Mr. Poole, in his work,

" it is a land of enchantment. One can
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hardly feel melancholy living on these beau-

teous uninhabited shores. Such varied and

magnificent landscapes, such matchless tim-

ber, such a wealth of vegetation, such ver-

dure and leafage up to the very crests of the

highest hills."

As to the Indians who inhabit these

islands, they are in number about 5,000,

and are physically, morally, and intellectu-

ally superior to the other tribes of the North

Pacific. They are also exceptionally well-

disposed to the whites. They are a well-

made race of people, good-looking, and

of rather fair complexion. They have their

usual Indian ideas of a Great Spirit, and of

their happy hunting grounds in a future

state. Polygamy is unknown among them,

nor have they, it must be confessed, any

ideas of marriage. While they are addicted

to gambling, and are also thievish and fond

of drink, yet they are not cruel nor revenge-

ful, and their feasts, of which they have a

great number, are conducted innocently

enough, being very free from the abomi-

nable practices which characterize those of

the other North American tribes. They are

fond of forms and ceremonies, and have an

extraordinary veneration for writing, and are

said to possess an intelligence superior to

illiterate whites.

It is sad to think that nothing has as yet

been done towards their civilization, and that

no clergyman has offered himself as a mis-

sionary to these poor people. Much might

and ought to be done for them by the civi-

lizing and enlightening influences of Christ-

ian instruction, by wise and firm legislation
;

and more than all ought they to be protected

by strict precautionary measures against the

contaminating influences too often to be

met with in the traders of the North Pacific,

many of whom have a lower moral status

than the savages themselves.

May we not ask, how much longer shall

this beautiful portion of the Dominion of

Canada—nay, I may say its fairest and

most productive portion—be allowed to lie

fallow and almost worse than useless ? Are

its undoubted advantages to be thrown aside

simply because other parts of the Dominion,

which do not possess half the resources of

these islands, require filling up with settlers ?

We do not seek to detract from any of the

advantages presented by Manitoba. We
know they are many; but can it present a

tithe of the opportunities of making, not

merely a living, but a good living, from the

very first time of settlement, that theseislands

do ? Is its cUmate at all to be compared with

theirs ? Is it as close or as easy of access

to a market for the produce of its fisheries,

its forests, or its fields, whether used agri-

culturally or pastorally, as they are ? We
know the advantages which Manitoba pre-

sents, and we know also that it has some dis-

advantages
;

yet sinking all the disadvan-

tages, even and adding to the advantages,

it would still fall far short of the privileges

and resources held out to the colonist, by

these beautiful and fertile islands of the sea.

Another reason why these islands should

be taken possession of at once—and no

small one we think—is that in many of

the maps published in the United States,

they are placed within the boundaries of

and in the same colour as their late purchase

from Russia. We know that it was to

prevent its annexation to the United States

that the island of Vancouver was settled,

and unless something be done, and that

soon, our enterprising and not over-scrupu-

lous neighbours will endeavour to colonize

these islands and afterwards claim them as

their own.

It cost the Government nearly p/^162,-

100 for the colonization of Vancouver Island,

which colony numbered only 500 souls—men,

women, and children. For less than that many

dollars, double that number of colonists

could be placed on Queen Charlotte Islands,

with seeds to plant, implements to work,

food to eat, and clothing to cover them for

a year, supposing each started with nothing

of his or her own.
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We may say, that we know of many per-

sons, most of them heads of f:imihcs, who

would gladly go there as colonists, could

they procure a passage there in whole or in

part. They are in different walks in life

—

farmers, mechanics, and labourers, who would

be the very class of men for such an enter-

prise. Cannot some means be used to

assist in this undertaking, as one which

would strengthen and increase the influence

of the British Crown and the resources of

this Dominion ?

LIVINGSTONE.

Obiit May 1st, 1873.

SLEEP now and take thy rest, thou mighty dead,

Thy work is done—thy grand and glorious work !

Not " Caput Nili " shall thy trophy be,

But broken slave-sticks and a riven chain.

As the man, Moses, thy great prototype,

Snatched, by the hand of God, his groaning millions

From out the greedy clutch of Egypt's despot

;

So hast thou done for Afric's toiling sons
;

Hast snatched its people from the poisonous fangs

Of hissing Satan.

For this thy name shall ring, for this thy praise

Shall be in every mouth for ever. Ay,

Thy true human heart hath /lere its guerdon

—

A continent redeemed from slavery !

To this how small the other ! Yet 'twas great.

Ah ! not in vain those long delays, those groans

Wrung from thy patient soul by obstacle.

The work of peevish man : these were the checks

From that Hand guiding, that led thee all the way.

//e willed thy soul should vex at tyranny.

Thine ear should ring with murdered women's shrieks,

'I'hat torturing famine should thy footsteps clog.

That captives' broken hearts should pierce thine own
;

And slavery—that villain plausible !

That thief (iehazi !—He stripped before thine eyes.

And showed him there a leper, foul, accursed !

//<f touched thy lips, and every word of thine

Vibrates on chords whose deep electric thrill

Shall never cease till that wide wound be healed.

And then He took thee home. .\y, home, great heart

Home to H/'s home, where never envious tongue,

Nor vile detraction, nor base ingratitude,

Nor cold neglect, shall sling the quiv'ring heart.

Thou eiidedst well ! One step from earth to heaven,

^^'hen His voi( e called, " Friend, (ome up higher."

Thisti.kton, Ont. Aurora.
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PRAYER FOR DAILY BREAD.*

WHEN Sir Henry Thompson, with the

endorsation of Professor Tyndall,

made, through the Contemporary Rei'ieui, his

celebrated " Prayer-gauge " proposal that

the Christian world should unite in praying

for one ward of a certain hospital, in order

to measure the efficacy of Prayer as a phy-

sicalforce, the audacious proposal naturally

startled those whose appreciation of the na-

ture of Prayer and its results was very dif-

ferent from that of the physicist. But the

circumstance that a mere physicist, more

familiar with the relations of physical forces

than with those which exist between the

human soul and its Divine Author, and un-

accustomed to the Christian's view of prayer,

should make so grave a mistake, was not by

any means so surprising as that a Christian

apologist should adopt so singular a line of

argument as was chosen by Mr. Knight in

his discussion of the subject. Those who

call themselves by the name of Him who

taught His disciples to pray, " Give us this

day our daily bread," and who'se professed

rule of life tells them that, while they are

to " be careful for nothing," they are, " in

ez'erythhig, by prayer and supplication to let

their requests be made known to God,"

could not but feel the most intense surprise

that any one professing the same funda-

mental beliefs with themselves, should, while

rightly denying that the true Christian idea

of prayer is that of a physical force, attempt

to maintain the position that the region of

physical occurrences lies outside the legiti-

mate sphere of prayer. For—Mr. Knight

argued—" inasmuch as a Christian would

* Christian Prayer and General Laws. Being

the Burney Prize Essay for the year 1873 ; with an

Appendix—The Physical Efficacy of Prayer. By

George J. Romanes, M.A. Macmillan & Co,

deem it irrational or irreverent to pray for

physical immortality, or for an alteration of

the course of the seasons, knowing that this

would be contrary to the will of God as re-

vealed in the laws of external nature ;" it is

equally inadmissible to pray for the gratifi-

cation of our desires, even in such mat-

ters as the fall of a shower, or the cessa-

tion of a pestilence, which, accidental and

variable as they seem, have yet a sequence

of their own, as unalterable, though not as

clearly understood, as the motions of the

planets and the rotation of the seasons.

Therefore, he maintained that, as every

passing cloud and breath of air has its ap-

pointed place and office inevitably pre-

arranged in the general economy of nature,

it is unworthy of Christians to offer up peti-

tions, the fulfilment of which, if possible,

might produce a disturbance of the general

order thus pre-determined by God for the

good of the whole.

To those who, believing in the inspira-

tion of Scripture, admit its undoubted au-

thority as a Divine Revelation, such a passage

as the following is a conclusive answer to

speculations like these, and it is not easy to

see how any man, holding the professed

views of a Christian minister, can get over

so decisive a statement on this very point

:

" The effectual, fervent prayer of a righteous

man availeth much. Elias was a man sub-

ject to like passions as we are, and he prayed

earnestly that it might not rain, and it

rained not on the earth by the space of three

years and six months ; and he prayed again,

and the heaven gave rain, and the earth

brought forth fruit." Humble, simple-minded

Christians will need no other warrant than

this, together with the fact that the prayer

which Christ taught His disciples includes
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the petition, " Give us this day our daily

bread," to set their minds quite at ease as

to the rightfulness of taking to Him who

cares for the sj)arro\vs and for the fowls of

the air, \\\^v[ physical, as well as their spirit-

ual wants.

But, even without the appeal to the au-

thority of Revelation, it may be shown that

Mr. Knight's position is untenable and in-

consistent ; that it substitutes assumption

and supposition for assured principles ; that

it involves dogmatism in regard to matters

which no human intellect is competent to

grasp ; and that, logically carried out, it would

exclude prayer altogether—from the spiritual

as well as the physical sphere. For the

physicist's objection to prayer for physical

benefits is but the thin end of the wedge

which would destroy belief in the efficacy of

any prayer—the

" little rift within the lute,

That by and by will make the music mute ;

"

the crevice which, under the persevering and

relentless handsof the scientific "sappers and

miners " of our religious belief, would soon

open the way for the whole flood of Neces-

sitarianism, Materialism, Atomism ; would

exclude the supposition of an intelligent

First Cause ; and, in a universe composed

entirely of " atoms and ether," would leave

no room for any spiritual agency whatsoever

— certainly not for the

" Divinity that shapes our ends,

Rough-hew them how we will."

Appended to the very able and pro-

foundly-argued Burney Prize Essay on
" Christian Prayer and General I^aws,"

which has already received notice in this

magazine, is an interesting Essay on " The
Physical Efficacy of Prayer, deductively and

inductively considered ;
" being an examina-

tion of the objections and arguments of

Messrs. Knight, Robertson, Brooks, Tyndall,

and (ialton. As the Prize Essay itself is an

elaborate and exhaustive argument, founded

on himian ignorance, against the ])nsiti()ii

that the scientific conception of law inter-

poses an obstacle to our belief in answers to

prayer, Mr. Romanes does not, of course,

enter again into the discussion of this ques-

tion, further than to point out how great is

the assumption that Natural Law—which is,

after all, only our expression for the ordi-

narily uniform working of the Creative Mind

as observed by us—must necessarily be

everywhere and always such as we know

it ; that it must be absolutely what we see

it to be relatively; and that there is no ra-

tional probability that, in its relation to the

Deity, it differs widely from that which we

perceive it to be in its relation to us. The

consideration of these points being referred

back to the Prize Essay, in which they are

fully discussed, Mr. Romanes proceeds to

examine the arguments of Mr. Knight, whose

articles in the Contemporary Reiiciv excited

more attention and comment than anything

else that has been written on the subject,

save the original proposition of the prayer-

test itself.

Now Mr. Knight himself, as Mr. Romanes

shows, neutralizes any argument he may

found upon the rigidity of natural law by the

following admission :
" The plasticity of

nature is conceded the moment you admit

the agency of a living spirit within the whole,

(which of course Mr. Knight docs admit),

and interpret its laws as the mere indices of

his activity." This admission makes such

expressions as " the rigour of adamantine

law," applicable to " law " only in its rela-

tion to us—in which relation no one dis-

putes it,—and leaves it clear that these " in-

dices of the activity of a living s|Mrit within

the whole " can offer no obstacle to his

ability to answer prayer, supposing it to be

his will to do so. Moreover, Mr. Knight's

admission that the speciality which we see

in events that 7ve call " extraordinary " or

" miraculous," is owing merely to the imper-

fection of our vision— that " were our vision

perfect, we should discern speciality in all ;

"

and that even " a miracle involves neithet'
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the violation of natural order nor the up-

rooting of existing agencies," shows that he

does not attempt to maintain the position of

the mere physicist. With these admissions,

Mr. Romanes truly says, " all difficulties

attaching to the belief in the physical efficacy

of prayer (so far as natural law is concerned)

immediately vanish \ for no one who asks

the Deity to effect a physical change expects

to receive more than a miracle in reply.

Mr. Knight's objection to the efficacy of

prayer, that the whole course of natural

events has been pre-arranged by Infinite Wis-

dom for the greatest good of the whole, is, as

thus applied, rather the objection of the

fatalist than of the Christian philosopher,

and applies far beyond the physical sphere

of prayer, and to much besides prayer.

Used as he uses it, he either pushes it much

too far or not far enough. The " inevitable

sequence of events " has been held to in-

clude far more than the phenomena of phy-

sical nature. A good many years ago, one

of our own poets wrote, in a volume* which

foreshadowed the doctrine of evolution, be-

fore Darwin had been heard of :

—

'

' Effects spring from cause,

Defects have their laws,

No bisus natura is known.

From adequate force

All follows of course,

The fall of leaf or a throne."

And who shall say, knowing how event is

linked to event in interminable sequence

so that the alteration of a single link in the

chain might alter the direction of the whole,

that from the human stand-point he was

wrong! But the "adequate force" that

causes the " fall of a throne," extends far

beyond the sphere of the physical. There is

no difficulty in granting that the " history of

every organic atom" may have been deter-

mined beforehand by the all-comprehending

* A small volume of Poems, entitled "Day
Dreams," by J. A. Allen. Published at Kingston,

in 1854.

Intelligence which saw the end from the

beginning. But the Omniscient Ruler of

the Universe is certainly not in the position

of a man who sets in motion a complicated

machine, whose proceedings he may after-

wards desire to alter, but cannot do so with-

out serious interference with his original

design. For what are " natural forces," so

far as we know them, but modes in which

the Divine thought and will are presented

to our senses ? To Him, who saw the end

from the beginning, time, as a limitation of

knowledge, has no existence. Therefore, if

we believe in a Divine Prescience at all, we

must believe that every development of the

remotest future has been foreseen and pro-

vided for—whether it be the action of a phy-

sical force, or the craving of a human soul.

Why, then, is it not quite reasonable to sup-

pose that the two spheres of His spiritual

and physical government have been adjusted

to each other, just as, to compare small

things with great, a skilful mechanician can

adjust to each other the different " actions
"

of the same machine ? Christians, and in-

deed all who believe in the existence of an

all-wise and eternal ruler of the universe,

believe that absolutely no contingency, spi-

ritual or temporal, can occur which has not

been foreseen " from the beginning." Why,

then, should there be any difficulty in sup-

posing that every prayer has been foreseen,

and its answer provided for, whether that

answer lie in the material or the spiritual

world—whether it be the fulfilment of the

expressed desire of the heart, or whether it

come in a way which Infinite Wisdom may

see to be better for the suppliant ? When,

for instance, the little girl who went to the

prayer-meeting for rain, took with her the

umbrella that she shared with the minister

in returning home, why may we not believe

that He who justified the simple faith of the

Syro-Phoenician woman would care to pro-

vide for the justification of the simple faith

of a little child? The centurion, whose

I servant was sick, did not stop to philosophize
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on the " impossibility of arresting the course

of physical disease one iota," when he ex-

claimed :
" But say in a word, and my serv-

ant shall be healed." If he had, would he

have won from Divine lips the commend-
ation that followed :

" I say unto you, I have

not found so great faith, no, not in Israel."

And though, in this instance, the cure was

miraculous, the principle of the prayer is the

same that guides every Christian prayer for

the preser\'ation of a beloved life struggling

with disease. And the Christian prays,

leaving the petition and the answer in the

hands of his wise and loving Father, leaving

it to Him who knows best whether it is to

be answered in the manner he longs for ; leav-

ing to Him also the method—whether the re-

covery he desires is to be brought about by
" darting a suggestion into the mind of a

physician," or by " altering the course of the

disease itself,"— as a very trivial external cir-

cumstance will frequently do.

No one, save perhaps a fanatic or a fool,

would be so presumptuous as to pray for the

reversal, in his particular case, of those con-

ditions of our mortal life which are clearly a

revelation of God's will, on the uniform ac-

tion of which all human calculations depend,

and a want of confidence in which would

paralyse all human energy. To do this

would be as cleariy contrary to the will of

God as to pray for success in a course of

action known to be morally wrong. But

in all things wherein His will is unknown to

us, we clearly may avail ourselves of the

right to lay the strong desires of our hearts

before " a Father able and willing to help

us "— the right to obey His own command :

" In everything, by prayer and supijlication,

make your requests known unto God."

There will always, of course, be the reserva-

tion which Mr. Knight most tnily calls the

" undertone of all Christian prayer, ' Thy
will be done.' " And, in the certainty that

whatever that will may be, it will be what is

absolutely best both for us and for others,

we shall realize the promise which so beau-

tifully follows the welcome command :
" And

the peace of God, which passeth all under-

standing, shall keep your hearts and minds

in Christ Jesus."

Mr. Romanes' Essay, above "referred to,

states what we may call the philosophy of

this matter so reasonably and clearly, that

we may quote a few paragrajihs of his com-

ments on Mr. Knight's view, which he thus

discusses :

—

" Mr. Knight proceeds :
—

' Suppose the

petitioner knew the entire course which the

disease was certain to take, his request would

simply be, " Thy will be done ; " but, inas-

much as he cannot know its course with cer-

tainty, he is tempted to ask that it may be

as he wishes it to be, hoping that his request

may be helpful toward the desired result.'

Now this is a perfectly accurate statement of

the case. If we are able to foresee the result

with certainty, then we knirw that nothing

short of a visible manifestation of Divine

power could alter it; and feeling that we

have no right to expect miraculous interfer-

ence, we accept the inevitable result as the

expression of the Divine Will. The case

thus resembles, as Mr. Knight points out,

that of an event already past, we perceive

that it has been thus fore-ordained. But

when the result is uncertain, who is to know

the Divine Will before the a'ent ? To assume

that prayer in this case can be of no avail,

is merely to assume that prayer has had no

place assigned to it in the pre-arrangement

of all things—that is, to assume the whole

question in disj)ute. Such an assumption,

whether or not it represents the truth, is, of

course, as an argument, fallacious ; but Mr.

Knight, in the next sentence, strangely con-

cedes that it is itself untrue :

—
* I have

already indicated how it may be so in the

subjective reign of our own personality
;

how a suggestion darted into the mind of a

physician may be the direct cause of the

u.se of a remedy which results in the pre-

servation of life.' Now this suggestion

must in all its relations have been fore or-
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dained ; otherwise the physical results to

which it gave rise would escape altogether

from the domain of the pre-established.

But if all the relations of this ' suggestion

'

were thus fore-ordained, its relation to the

* request ' that ' darted it into the mind of

the physician ' must also have been fore-

ordained ; and this is all that is required by

the prayer-theory. In other words, once

admit that a petition to the Deity is capable

of ' darting a suggestion' into a human

mind—whether of the petitioner himself or

of another—which suggestion is in turn ca-

pable of effecting a physical change, and any

theory of fore-ordination we can rationally

frame must suppose the influence of prayer

to have been so pre-related to physical forces

that its exercise by man is a mean to the

accomplishment of physical results."

Mr. Romanes further thus reasonably de-

fines the position of those who feel warranted

in praying for physical benefits, as, for in-

stance, for " such weather as that we may

receive the fruits of the earth in due season,"

which, of course, is only an expanded form

of the petition, " Give us this day our daily

bread :" " Some physical changes we do not

ask for, because we see that to do so would

be manifestly unreasonable ; others we do

ask for, because we cannot see this. Yet

we doubt not that if we could see further,

we should perceive that many petitions

which we now place in the second class

should be assigned to the first : we therefore

pray with reference to this section of the

doubtful class, ' Thy will be done.' But in

the case of any particular request, we can-

not tell whether or not a hteral fulfilment

would be expedient, or even possible— /'. e.

to which section of the doubtful class it be-

longs ; therefore, in every case we pray,

* Thy will be done,' but this 'rational prayer

of the devout mind' is a widely different thing

from assuming that in no case is it expedi-

ent that the Divine will should be influenced

by ours."

' It would take far too much space to fol-

low out the details of the excellent and sound

reasoning with which Mr. Romanes meets

the various positions of Mr. Knight, and ex-

poses their fallacy. One or two points, how-

ever, may be noted. In answer to Mr.

Knight's rather remarkable argument against

prayer for physical benefits, that "we can

never be certain that, if we receive any par-

ticular physical blessing, others who have a

better right to it than we have, may not be

deprived of it;" Mr. Romanes observes

that it w-ould be a valid objection to prayer

for such blessings, were it not that the true

definition of prayer includes, besides the

" felt wants of the suppliant," the addition,

" together with his belief in the power and

wisdom of God." " Now this addition des-

troys the force of the above objection ; for

it expresses the fact that the petitioner, in

detailing his 'felt wants,' does not do so un-

conditionally—feels that to do this ' would

be to invade and not to pray.' Consequently,

if the interests of the two petitioners clash,

in so far as they are petitioners, there is no

difiiculty, for each requests that what upon

the whole is best may be that which his pe-

titions shall effect. They both express their

desires, yet both agree in leaving the dispo-

sition of results to the ' wisdom of God,'

—

pray in the sense previously explained, 'Thy

will be done.'

"

And in answer to Mr. Knight's statement

that, in praying " Thy will be done," " our

request is substantially, though indirectly,

met by whatsoever comes to pass," and that

a " special request for rain, or an abundant

harvest, may be responded to by the descent

of the former, or the ingathering of the latter,

anywhere over the whole area of the globe,"

Mr. Romanes truly remarks, that " if the ele-

ment of relation is not satisfied by answers

to prayer, it is only by the most violent of

metaphors that such answers can be said to

be given at all. To tell an agonized farmer

that his often and earnestly-repeated prayer

for rain has been answered by the merciful

Jehovah in the form of a copious descent
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among the barren steppes of the Andes, will

convey the impression to his unsophisticated

mind, either that his reijuest has been

strangely misunderstood, or that he might

as well have addressed himself to Baal and

Ashtaroth."

We can imagine even such an " agonized

farmer" led to acquiesce in the withholding

of the object of his petition, on the ground

that such withholding may be seen by Infi-

nite Wisdom to be a greater good than its

bestowal would be ; but to try to persuade

him that his prayer was answered by a shower

at sea, would surely seem to him the bitterest

of mockeries ! The Christian principle of

the ultimate reference to the wise and holy

will of Ciod in prayer is the true answer, both

to such writers as Mr. Robertson, also no-

ticed by Mr. Romanes, who seem to consider

that p'rayer for physical blessings is an at-

tempt to make '• the wish of man determine

the will of God," and to the scientific objec-

tors whose idea of Christian prayer appears

to be that it is regarded as a physical force.

The originators of the " prayer gauge" pro-

position seem to think that Christians con-

sider themselves in possession of a sort of

unseen spring, resembling what used to be

believed to be the magical incantations of

witchcraft, by means of which they can, at

their pleasure, secure such physical changes

as are desired. Now, prayer can never par-

take, in the least, of the nature of a physical

force, which must be necessary and uniform

in its operation ; for the simple reason that

all true prayer must be the filial request of

children trusting in an all-wise Father, and

leaving their petition with Him to answer in

the way that He sees best. This is the

answer, also, to one of the objections of Mr.

Brooks, to prayer for physical effects, in a

reference to " the tremendous re]^onsibilities

involved." Who, indeed, with any sense of

our human short-sightedness, of the unseen

results that may hang on the slightest inci-

dent, would dare to ask unconditionally,

even for the results that we most desire ?

Notwithstanding our belief that all things

are fore-ordained, we use such lawful means

as God places in our power ; and among
them we use jjrayer, sure that prayer, in a

right spirit, will prove a blessing, not a

curse. Mrs. Browning's beautiful poem of

" Isabel's Child " conveys a lesson, often

impressively taught by events, of the danger

of imperious and self-willed prayer, deter-

mined, at all hazards, to have the special

object of its desire. How often do after-

events teach us that the withholding of some

seeming blessing— passionately desired

—

was infinitely more for our good and real

happiness than would have been its bestowal

according to our prayer. How often do we

find even Christian people praying for things

which, were their information or their mental

vision a little more extended, would be the

very thing they would least desire ! And
what an inestimable blessing it should be

felt to be, whether in regard to our own in-

considerate prayers or those of others, that

we may safely take to our Father, our long-

ings and desires, blind and unintelligent as

they often are, sure that He will sift the

grain from the chaff, and that, by virtue both

of His love and of His wisdom, He will fulfil

our desires and petitions, as " may be most

expedient" for us, and in no other way.

And, as Mr. Romanes most truly observes

in the last chapter of his Prize Essay, this

ultimate reference to God's will is by no

means restricted to prayer for physical ef-

fects, but is the principle of all prayer. " Not

only in things physical do we ask that our

prayer, if ineffectual, may ' return unto our

own bosom ;' in things affecting our moral

and religious welfare, our supplications are

no less contingent. Nay, our ignorance in

this life is such, that 'we dare not ask' for

any benefits unconditionally, save two ;
' in

this world knowledge of Thy truth and in

the world to come, life everlasting.' K'lt

in all cases we rest confident that the God

who remembers even a cup of cold water

given in the natne of a (lisci])le. and who'
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•cannot forget one even of our ' idle words,'

is not a God who fails to be 'attentive unto

the voice of our supplications—that even

though the agony be not removed, He will

send us His angels of blessing ;—that, cast

upon the waters of His boundless provi-

dence, prayer shall return, although it may

be after many days."

And it is only prayer in this filial and sub-

missive spirit that conforms to the condition

of our Lord's promise; "Whatsoever ye

shall ask the Father in My name. He will

give it you." The " in My name" implies

much more than merely the use of a certain

formula. When we undertake to speak in

the name of another, we endeavour, if we are

honest, to speak in the spirit and according

to the mind of him whose name we use.

And just in proportion as we seek to be con-

formed to His mind and spirit—which we

may be by asking for it—shall we find Christ's

blessed promise verified in our own exper-

ience.

This consideration extends as far as does

our knowledge of the Divine will in all its

manifestations, as revealed in external na-

ture, as well as in the sphere of the moral

and spiritual, and disposes of such object-

ions as those expressed in a recent letter to

the Times by Mr. Auberon Herbert, who

seems to think that Christians desire to make

prayer a warrant for neglecting or dispensing

with the physical laws which are as clearly

the will of God as His moral ones. Chris-

tians have no desire to prove natural phe-

nomena uncertain. They reverently accept

and conform to the uniformity of natural

laws, in so far as these can be known ; they

have no thought of securing "perturbations

by prayer which would unhinge the industry

of the world, make calculation useless, and

change us from a nation of workers into a

congregation of monks." That same Divine

revelation in which they believe, says not

only " Ask and it shall be given you," but

also, " If a man will not work, neither shall

he eat." They do not leave their fields un-

sown, and expect to reap miraculous har-

vests, or set sanitary laws at defiance, and

expect that prayer will avert the natural

consequences. They are at least as anxious,

according to their intelligence, to act out

God's will as shown in Nature, as any scepti-

cal physicist. But when they have done all

that human knowledge and skill can do, they

feel that there is still a region of uncertainty

which human calculation cannot fathom, a

region in which they gladly trust to that un-

seen Will whose love and care they have

already seen revealed in the provisions of

nature ; and casting their burden in filial de-

pendence upon their Invisible Father, they

know a peace and rest which those who are

trusting simply to what we may call fortui-

tous results, cannot possibly know.

Another remark of Mr. Herbert's, to the

effect that "men in their relations with each

other will not, if possessed of any independ-

ence, consent to live by petition," shows a

still greater misconception of the Christian

idea of prayer. Yet the principle of prayer,

or request, really does run through our

human relations. Not one of us is prac-

tically independent of his fellows ; we are all

constantly needing what others can supply,

and our forms of speech bear evidence

enough how great a part the idea of prayer

or request holds in our daily life. We are

not meant to be independentof each other,

and it may well be questioned whether we
should be the gainers for being so.

There is no possible analogy between

our relations with each other, and with

God, who, according to the Christian, or

even the Deistic hypothesis, is the Uni-

versal Father, " in Whom we live and move
and have our being," of Whom, even a

heathen poet had said, " We are also His

offspring." Would any one say that it would

be well that children should grow up with a

feeling of independence of their father ; that

they should take as a right every comfort and

pleasure he provided for them, without a

thought of gratitude or dependence ? Nay,
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we can easily see that in such a case a kind

and wise father would—for the sake of his

children's real welfare—sometimes withhold

his ordinary gifts, to teach them that they

were gifts, to lead them to refer to the giver,

and to awaken those emotions of love and

gratitude, the absence of which must destroy

all true filial life.

Such an analogy, Christians reverently

trace in the dealings of God with man. We
learn from His revealed Word that He has

often seen fit to visit determined ingratitude

and disobedience with natural physical judg-

ments, such as famine and pestilence ; and

that, on a national repentance and confes-

sion of sin, it was equally His will to remove

them, nay, that He promised such removal,

on the condition of repentance and humilia-

tion. It interposes no difficulty to say that

both the visitation and its removal had phy-

sical causes in nature. That is only to say,

that God produces physical results by phy-

sical causes, which we admit at once, while

at the same time we believe Him able to

adapt His physical to His moral government

of the Universe. It is quite true that God

is as truly present in the still, small voice of

ordinary nature, as in the crash of the storm

or the scourge of the pestilence. But then,

man's natural tendency is to rest in the out-

ward and visible, and in a course of unvary-

ingly prosperous seasons, to take God's gifts

as a matter of course—to think and speak

only of " Nature," and forget its unseen

Designer and Controller. Bulwer Lytton,

in one of his "LostTales of Miletus," depicts

vividly a condition in which men should have

no death to fear—no check upon their evil

dispositions— nothing to dread or to pray

for—a state in which Zeus is represented as

saying

—

" Alas for men if Death has this repose.

I coulii not smite them with a direr curse

Than their own wishes—evil without enil,

And sorrow without prayer
!"

Even a superficial observer can see how,

in a season of drought or pestilence, the

most careless are startled out of their trust in

outward things, and impressed with a new
sense of their dependence on the I>ord and

Giver of Life—a new susceptibility to unseen

and eternal realities. Why then should it

be unworthy of them to whom we believe

the moral welfare of His creatures is the most

important consideration, to include in His

"chain of sequences," such a temix)rary

withdrawal of His crditiary gifts as may bring

arrogant men face to face with the fact, that

they are gifts—not rights—in order to draw

their hearts towards Him, even if it be at

first only in a selfish cry for help ? Pesti-

lences and storms have their appointed

sanitary effects, in the moral as well as the

physical world. Even in the experience of

private individuals, how often does it happen

that a blessing temporarily withheld, a

calamity feared but averted, is the means of

producing such an increase of love and grati-

tude towards God, such a quickening of the

life of faith which is at the root of all spiri-

tual growth, as to prove indeed a blessing in

disguise !

One of the most interesting parts of Mr.

Romanes' essay, is that wherein the author

deals with the statistics collected by Mr.

Galton. While pointing out the futility of

the proposed appeal to direct experiment

which was contained in the " prayer-test,"

Mr Romanes admits that, with adequate

means of investigation, the physical results

of prayer, if present, should be apparent.

But he adduces good reasons to show that

Mr. Galton's statistics, carefully as they

have been drawn up, do not afford adequate

means of investigation ; for which reasons the

reader must be referred to the book itself.

Perhaps, after all, the truest and most acces-

sible appeal to fact in this matter would be

in the history of undertakings originated and

carried on for the good of man ; inasmuch

as the prayers offered for the success of these

may be assumed to be more free froirt selfish

and impure motives than petitions for indi-

vidual benefits, while the objects themselves
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might also be assumed to be more clearly

beneficial than individual longevity, wealth,

or success. Now, those who have had most

means of knowing, from both experience and

observation, would not think it too much to

assert that, just in proportion as such under-

takings have been conceived and maintained

in dependence upon the Divine blessing,

in the same proportion has been their suc-

cess. Of course they would admit that

undertakings so carried on would be more

likely be such as a Wise and Holy Power

would bless, but this also is a result of prayer.

Take a few well known instances, in which

the results have been vastly disproportionate

to the apparent means. A poor German

pastor, young and earnest, and full of faith

and prayer, but not brilliant as regards

mere intellect, settles in an obscure parish,

among peasants far from rich and by no

means enthusiastic. In a few years, he and

his flock become the centre of wide-spread-

ing missionary agencies, carrying Christian-

ity and civiUzation to the remotest regions

of Heathenism. Another German pastor,

with facilities as humble, becomes the or-

ganizer of an extensive training-school for

Christian nurses, or " deaconesses," the

originator of a movement whose usefulness

has become world-wide. Miiller, of Bristol,

resolves to found an orphan-asylum on the

principle of prayer, and the magnificent

result hardly needs to be described. On a

similar principle. Dr. Cullis, of Boston, founds

his hospital for consumptive patients, and

the results, both curative and financial, have

more than realized his hopes—the means

being always provided, though often not

before it is actually needed.

And to take an instance of a slightly dif-

ferent kind, Professor Morse, in finally per-

fecting his idea of the electric telegraph,

during a voyage from Europe to America,

reverently believed that the mental illumi-

nation which at last solved his difficulties

was a direct inspiration in response to

prayer—an instance which, owing to the

connexion of mind with matter, is by no

means out of the line of physical answers to

prayer. Again, as an instance somewhat

different from all these, it will be remem-

bered that it was on the Sunday on which

all over the British possessions earnest pray-

ers were being offered up for the recovery

of the Prince of Wales, that the malady

which had seemed all but hopeless was

stayed, and the tide of life was turned.* Are

such things merely coincidences, to be re-

ferred to simple natural causes, because, un-

doubtedly, a chain of subordinate causation

can usually be traced .''

Such cases as these are only a specimen

of the numberless instances that might be

adduced, if the private history of some of the

most successful of public and private efforts

for the good of man could be laid open to

view. And the experience of private Chris-

tians affords examples innumerable, though

generally but little known, of prayers an-

swered by help sent literally in the time of

need. A Christian woman, invalid and

helpless, and not knowing where to procure

the wherewithal to provide the absolute ne-

cessaries of life, spends the night in earnest

prayer. In the morning an unknown friend

sends her a sum sufficient to provide for all

her immediate needs. Another invalid,

lonely, sick, and suffering, longs and prays

for a cheering Christian visit, and soon a

visitor comes, the very one who seems the

most needed. Whence came the impulse in

both cases ? Were these mere coincidences ?

Many who have been called, either by out-

* It may be objected that prayer was also offered

up for the recovery of the Prince Consort, who did

not recover. But, in the first place, owing to the

suddenness with which Prince Albert's malady took

a fatal turn, and to the then imperfect means of com-

munication, prayer for his recovery was far from

being so general ; and, in the second place, in

offering such prayers we must always remember that

there may be reasons unknown to us why our peti-

tion should not be literally granted ; so that we
must always leave it with the reservation—" Thy

will be done."
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ward circumstances or by the inner "call-

ing," which is often a very imperative com-

mand, to some work that seemed beyond

their powers, or rendered almost hopeless

by opposing circumstances, have found their

way unexpectedly opened, obstacles remark-

ably removed, or their own powers endowed

with an added strength, which they have

gratefully acknowledged as given in answer

to prayer. To such it would seem both un-

grateful and presumptuous to ignore what is

as clearly to their consciousness a gift, as

any gift from an earthly friend. Are they

to suppress the evidence of their own con-

sciousness, because the consciousness of

others, who do not use the means of prayer,

does not include anything higher than the

operations of natural law ?

Another test might be appealed to—that

of the inward blessedness which comes to

the praying Christian, 7i<ith the gift if the

prayer is literally answered, or instead of it,

if it is not. So great a boon is this inward

blessedness, that many have been able to

say of it, in the absence of the gift they had

desired, perhaps with passionate longing,

" Thou hast put gladness in my heart, more

than in the time when the corn and the wine

increased."

They who have known the " horror of

great darkness," in which the audacious as*

sumjjtions of some positive physicists have

seemed for the moment to have swallowed

up all they held dearest and most sacred,

have felt the relief of turning to some hum-

ble scene of patient suffering, where, amid

poverty, severe sickness, and the shadows of

approaching death—certainly in the absence

of all the conditions that could on any natu-

ral principles produce happiness—the sufferer

is )et happy in the consciousness of the felt

presence and support of the unseen Friend,

at rest in the " peace that passeth all under-

standing ;
" a state of mind thus beautifully

exjiressed by the noblest of American poets:

•' And so, beside the silent sea,

I wait the muffled oar,

N(< harm from Ilim can come to me
On ocean or on shore.

" I know nut where His islands lift

Their fronde<l palms in air ;

I only know I cannot drift'

Beyond His love and care."

But they know even more than this. They

know that " in their Father's house are

many mansions, " and that the Friend they

love has gone " to prepare a place for them,

that where He is they shall be also."

The spiritual uses of prayer have hardly

been touched upon, as not coming precisely

within the scope of this paper. But these

involve greater results still, and belong to a

sphere in which science is altogether help-

less. Her own most enthusiastic followers

confess that when Science attempts to sound

the mysteries of the Ultimate and the Abso-

lute, she lands in utter darkness, and is ob-

liged, admittedly, to " rear her altar to an

unknown god." The little light she can

throw over a small area seems only to

make the surrounding darkness visible. In

the language of Mr. Mill, whose words seem

to re-echo Sir Isaac Newton's saying that

" he felt like a child picking up shells on

the shore of a boundless ocean," " human

existence is girt round with mystery : the

narrow region of our experience is a small

island in the midst of a boundless sea, which

at once awes our feelings and stimulates our

imagination by its vastness and obscurity."

The vital ])roblcms of our existence, " How,

Whence, and Whither," Science can do no-

thing to solve. In the words of the poet

already quoted :

" Dcatli comes, life goes : the asking eye

And car are answeriess ;

The grave isdunib— tlic hollow sky

Is deaf to our distress."

But through the darkness, has come a

Form at once human and divine, to reveal

to us that Unseen and Invisible God who

cannot be found out •' by searching," and to

answer authoritatively the (juestions that are
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of such vital importance to those who are

so rapidly passing—they know not whither.

"As through transfigured clouds of white

We trace the noonday sun,

" So to our human sight .subdued,

Flesh-veiled, but not concealed,

We see in Him the Fatherhood

And love of God revealed.

" No fable old, no mythic lore.

No dream of bards or seers ;

No dead fact stranded on the shore

Of the forgotten years,

—

" But warm, sweet, tender, even yet,

A present help is He ;

And Love hath still its Olivet,

And Faith its Galilee.

" The presence of his seamless dress

Is by our beds of pain ;

We touch Him in life's throng and press,

And we are whole again.

" We faintly hear, we dimly see.

In differing words we pray
;

But dim or clear, we own in Thee,

The Life, the Truth, the Way !

"

Some positivists say that they feel no need

of prayer, or of anything beyond the pheno-

mena of external life. It may be that,

owing possibly to the contracting influence

of purely physical study, some may feel no

such need. Yet even to such there must,

one would think, come times when mate-

rial nature fails to satisfy the soul, when life

seems arid and vain, when men and women,

even the best, seem limited and disappoint-

ing, and when even the assurance that hu-

manity is progressing towards some unknown

goal, fails to meet the longings and aspira-

tions of the individual soul that beats vainly

against the self-imposed bars of iron posi-

tivism. One of the greatest of our scienti-

fic men has but lately recorded the interest-

ing fact that, in his best hours, he has forced

upon his mind the conviction that there was

some mind far greater, and power more

powerful, than any human mind, before

which all these truths which he was feebly

groping after were clear and plain. Why
should such turn away from a means which

has brought spiritual light and peace and

joy alike to some of the greatest as well as

the humblest of the human race, who, by

taking God's appointed way, have gratefully

rejoiced in a communion with the Father of

their spirits, which must necessarily be
" hidden from the wise and prudent and

self-reliant ? " The spiritual sphere has its

laws, from the very nature of the case more

irreversible than material laws. We are

told to " taste and see that the Lord is

good." But if men will not taste, how can

they see ? Fidelis.
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HOW WE ENTERED SAN JUAN HARBOUR.

A LEAF KROM THE DIARY OF A SAILOR.

IT was growing dark, and with the little

breeze then blowing, there was but small

chance of reaching San Juan that night. It

was my trick at the wheel from six to eight,

and as there was nothing to do, all hands

were below except myself. The long dark

line, first ahead, then behind, and again

abreast, as the vessel swung round with the

cats-paws, showed in what direction we

should steer ; and presently out shone the

clear bright light of San Juan.

The sails flapped against the masts with

such violence that the captain came up

several times, cursing his luck and looking

anxiously round for some sign of wind ;
and

as the brig rolled, the water dripped from

her side with a dismal sound, heightened by

the slamming of the yards and the creaking

of the masts.

About six bells (7 o'clock) there seemed

to be a dark curtain of clouds rising up in

the east ; and as it continued rising slowly,

I went down and called the captain. He

came up and looking around, said to me,

taking the wheel :
" Call the mate, and

then go forward and bring out all hands."

I did as told. First we furled the light sails

which had been clewed up to stop the ex-

cessive wear and tear of the flapping, and

then reefed the foresail and foretopsail, and

double-reefed the mainsail. All hands went

below again to put on their oilskins and

sea-boots, except myself who took the wheel,

and the captain who walked up and down

the deck anxiously looking first at the ad-

vancing clouds and then at San Juan light.

" Its a thundering shame for this wind to

have died out and Icll us here only four

miles from San Juan, and a West Intiia hur-

ricane coming down on us, and that too

when we're on a lee-shore ;
" said he. As I

did not reply, he continued, " There isn't

the ghost of a chance of running into the

bay with a sneezer like this coming on one's

quarter ; and the next place is Arecibo, the

worst harbour in Porto Rico, as every one

knows."

Meanwhile, the clouds kept rising up

gradually until at last they covered half the

heavens ; and now all hands had gathered

in a group on the main hatch, listening

to stories told by an old sailor of hurri-

canes, and typhoons, and vessels wrecked or

never heard of after leaving port. The cap-

tain took the wheel, and I stood by the main-

sheet ready for the gale. The mate went

forward to his post by the forestaysail sheet

;

while the men clewed up the foresail, and

then stood, two by the mainsail halyards,

and the remaining two, one at the topsail

and the other at the mainstaysail halyards.

We could now hear the moan of the dis-

tant wind, and see the long line of white

foam which the storm drove before it. There

was an unnatural coldness in the air, and

little puffs of wind icily cold, came sweeping

past. All was pitchy dark, the only things

in sight being the line of foam approaching,

the light away behind seeming to mock us

with the hope of safety, and the dim dark-

ness of clifTs above the town, upon which we

expected soon to be driven to meet our

doom. Every one held his breath and in-

stinctively seized hold of some rope or stay

to steady himself, as the roar and hiss of the

wind and rain grew louder and louder,

rushing down upon us as if it had been

pent up for years in some reservoir, and
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had burst its bounds and were now career-

ing along in its might and power to over-

whehii us.

The captain in his cheery voice sang out,

" Stand by, boys."

The line of foam advanced till almost

within reach, but still with only puffs of

wind. Then, with a terrific roar and crash

the hurricane struck the brig ; and as she

heeled over almost on her beam ends, the

men to leeward scrambled hastily up the

almost perpendicular deck on hands and

knees to escape the water rushing in over

the lee bulwarks. The captain yelled,

" Slack off the main-sheet there, let go, let

go ; " but before the words were out of his

mouth a heavy shiver running through the

mainsail shook the brig, and the next

instant flying pieces of the torn sail snap-

ped and cracked over our heads, tearing

themselves into ribbons. Immediately the

foresail followed suit. The brig, eased

by this, righted somewhat : and shortly, ris-

ing above the roar and shriek of the

storm through the rigging, could be heard

the hoarse shouts of the men endeavouring

to haul down the mainstaysail. This was

soon given up in despair. With great trou-

ble we managed to secure the few remain-

ing fragments of the mainsail, and bring the

brig's head to with the staysail. The rain

was blinding, and the wind sent the spray

with cutting fury into our faces if we dared

to look to windward ; and what made it

still worse, the whole sky was now so covered

with clouds that it was impossible to see the

length of the brig.

Meanwhile the sea began to rise ; the brig

strained heavily as she pitched, and the main-

mast showed signs of weakness at the head.

We dared not take the mainstaysail down,

and it was utterly impossible to get up a

preventer stay. We did not wait long in

suspense, for in a very few minutes a heavier

sea than usual struck the brig, and with a

crashing and splintering of wood, a ripping

and tearing of sails, and snapping of ropes,

the mast fell heavily to port. We had all

gone forward to avoid the falling fragments,

and we hurried to cut away the foremast to

keep the brig in equilibrium. There was

but one axe to be found, and this, together

with the roll of the vessel and the swash of

the water over her, made it very slow work

;

but at last it followed its predecessor. Mean-
while, however, the mainmast, held fast by

the lee shrouds, kept banging against the

side in a manner that threatened soon to

stave it in. One of the men took the axe

and went to cut it clear of the vessel ; but he

had hardly reached the lee side when a sea

sent him over among the floating fragments

of mast and rope and sail. He laid hold of

something and supported himself until we
rescued him, by throwing him a rope with

which we hauled him on board. But he had

dropped the axe, and with every wave the

mainmast crashed up against the side, mak-

ing the brig tremble like a leaf. Something

must be done. At last two men volunteered

to try to cut the wire stays by using their

knives as chisels, and pounding with iron

bolts. This was finally accomplished with

great labour.

All this time the brig was drifting slowly

but surely towards the rocks, which now
loomed up before us, dimly seen, yet harsh

and forbidding. The light could also now
be seen glimmering faintly almost straight

ahead, and hope sprung up in some of the

men's breasts that she might drift upon the

harbour bar, and then there would be a

chance of swimming for our lives.

The wind kept blowing continuously, so

that it was dangerous to stand without shel-

ter, lest it should carry us off. The rain fell

with blinding force, soaking through the best

of the boasted Cape Ann oilskins on board
;

and as one felt the cold water trickling down

his back, he could not help thinking of the

home he had left behind, perhaps never to

see again. During the excitement, while

the masts were going by the board, no one

thought about the wet, but now there was
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nothing to do but squat in the lee of the

cabin and look at the growing cliffs, and

feel the water soaking one more thoroughly,

if possible, than before. Some sat in brood-

ing silence, only moving enough to keep

themselves from going overboard, as the

brig rolled and lurched in the seas. Others

kept calculating on the chances of escape,

and tried, by pulling the remnants of the !

mainsail over them, to shelter themselves in
|

some degree.
j

Little by Httle we drew in toward the shore,

and the roaring of the long line of breakers
j

came booming out to us, as if in warning,

at every lull in the wind and rain.

Another long half-hour of suspense, and

we seemed right under the cliffs. The light

shone dimly down Upon us, seeming almost

like a star, so high and distant did it appear;

and as the great waves rolled onward to the

shore they lifted the little brig up and car-

ried her forward, tossing her round as if at

play ; and as they passed her the undercur-

rent snatched her back to be overwhelmed by

the next huge breaker rolling in. Wehad
tied ourselves by ropes to the stump of the

mainmast, and as a sea would break over

the brig, we were raised from the deck and

dashed the length of our tether with a force

that threatened to cut us in two-

But we have not yet touched ground, and

it must be that we are in the channel ; and

as we roll (juickly on we know it is so. Yes,

we have drifted right into the channel, and

as the thought breaks upon us, one and all

raise a shout of joy. The great dark walls

are on either side and no m ore in front, and

here and there a faint glimmer from the

town shows itself to our longing eyes. The

dark avenue by which we came seems to

close up, pursuing us as if loth to let us pass

its greedy jaws unharmed. Suddenly, a

shock like an earthquake throws us down

and we know that she has struck the bar
;

but quickly her bows swing round into the

channel and we glide into the harbour, for

only the stern touched bottom as she drifted

in, broadside to the shore. It was compa-

ratively calm inside, yet the wind swept us

on towards the flats ahead. We tried to get

out the anchors, but before it was done we

drifted past a vessel in the harbour, tearing

away her bowsprit and jib-boom, on to the

flats, where we grounded in the mud ; and

getting out the anchors there, we went with

our wet clothes down into the wet cabin to

snatch a little sleep before daylight.

RuFUs A. Coleman.

Cobourg.
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THE ROMANCE OF A BACK STREET*

A NOVELETTE : IN THREE PARTS.

BY F. W. ROBINSON.

Author of " Little Kate Kirby ;" " Second- Cousin Sarah" ^c, ^c.

CHAPTER Vn.

THE CRUEL TRUTH.

MARY MORISON'S avowal was a

revelation unlooked for by John

Dax, but he bore it with equanimity. He was

startled, even thunderstruck for an instant by

the confession of the sick girl, but not a

muscle of his countenance betrayed him.

" Is that all?" he said cheerfully; "why it

was yours !—it was always intended for you,

Mary."

For him and her if they should ever marry

—for her if he should die : for her at any

time even, if distress were near and money

wanted ; and surely it had been wanted at a

time of need, for her hands to touch it without

consulting him. He could not blame her
;

could not express even surprise lest she

should think he was sorry ; and if it would

make her happy, or set her mind at rest to

say that it was freely hers, why let him say

it readily. He did not grudge her the pos-

session of it.

" For me— that money %
" she said wonder-

ingly.

"Yes, for you. What did I want with

it, when you were struggling on here ?
"

" You did not say so."

" I thought you understood it."

" If I had it might have saved me many

weeks of mental torture, John," she said
;

""and—why should I have had the money?"
" You were kind to me in the old days."

" Ah ! so was Ellen."

" But not with your kindness. There

—

* Registered in accordance with the Copyright

Act of 1868.

say no more about it," he urged, "your

cheeks are red—this is putting you out, I

won't listen."

" John, I must tell you all," she cried,

" I shall never rest till you know my miser-

able story."

" Cannot your sister Ellen tell me as well

as you ? " asked John.

" Yes—presently
;
part of the story, not

all. She does not know about the money."

" We have explained all that, Mary."

" Not why I took it—why I robbed you."

" It was not robbery ; but go on, my poor

girl."

" Why Ellen and I for years have stood

apart, she will tell you in good time ; what

a cruel jealousy arose—what bitter quarrels

—misunderstandings— for we were both in

love with him."

" With him .^" repeated John in his amaze-

ment.

" But I loved him best though latest—

I

did not know, to begin with, that I was

breaking Ellen's heart to love him, and to

let him love me back 5 but I think it broke

when he liked me," Mary continued. " She

turned upon us then—she separated us—she

set my poor father and mother against him—

even me, for a while ; and in despair he

enlisted for a soldier. Then my heart broke,

too, I think sometimes."

" This is the story your sister should tell

me, not you," said John Dax, very moodily:

" for God's sake spare yourself."

" And me," he might have added, in that

hour of his bitterest discomfiture.

" Well, well, you guess now why Ellen

and I can never speak. When I discovered



43° THE CANADIAN MONTHLY.

it was by her means he had been led to

doubt me, I swore to Heaven that I would

not speak to her in all my life again, till he

came back to me. It was wrong, but I have

kept ray word ; I may die keeping it. It is

best perhaps to face my Maker without a lie

upon my lips."

" You will live ; don't talk like this," said

John Dax.

" I may live if he comes back to me.

Oh ! John, I love him so dearly—he is the

one hope of my life. He is true to me still.

I would be at peace with Ellen ; and for this,

and more than this, I have been working on

for years, with Ellen aiding me, in silence."

" I do not make out " he began in his

old confused manner, when she commenced

anew

—

" Let me finish, please, before my voice

gives way," she entreated.

" Yes, Ellen and I have been working on

for years to purchase his discharge ; and we

have been always balked at the eleventh

hour. It has been impossible to save ; we

have tried hard, and we have been always

poor. He seemed beyond all hope when

the regiment was ordered to India, until the

discovery and the temptation of your money

came to me—not Ellen—never to her, who

had outlived all love for him. I schemed

on ; I wrote to the Commander-in-chief's

office ; I studied all the rules by which he

might be rescued ; finally, in desperation,

with your money, John—forgive me once

again —I bought his liberty—his passage

home—and he is on his way to me at last."

She had forgotten her fault in the thought

of his return. John Dax could see that by

the light upon her face. Ah ! Woman is

weak.

" When will he return?" asked John, in

a hoarse voice.

".Soon, I hope," she whispered, "very

soon."

There was a long pause ; the confession

had been made, and John had oflered all

the absolution in his jKnver. Hut he did not

move away at once from the bedside ; he

sat there like a man stupefied by the rev-

elation which had been made, and which

had cut down every fair green, shoot of pro-

mise his own folly had allowed to spring up.

He had served long, and waited long—and

failed. There are some men who seem bom
to wait always and to fail in everything on

which their hearts are set ; and John Da.x

was one of these.

" You have not told me again, I am for-

given," said Mary, faintly, at last.

" I have nothing to forgive," replied John,

as he rose, " always believe I meant the

money for you. I never thought of it for

myself"

He wished that he could have spent the

money in her cause, as she had spent it

—

that was the one regret he had concerning it.

And it was of the man who had been saved,

and not of the money which had saved him,

that kept him very thoughtful.

" You say this to set my mind at ease," she

added.

" Don't think that."

" Presently we shall pay you back ; when

Alec
"

" Don't say anything more to me now,

please. You are very weak still. Good bye."

He rested his thin hand upon hers again

for an instant, and then passed out of the

room.

CHAPTER Vlll.

ELLEN IS GRATEFUL.

IT was thus that the idol fell which John

Dax had worshipped. A wild fancy

had given way to reality, and Mary Morison,

of Gibbon Street, was a poor, weak mortal

after all. In her passion and despair, she

had betr.ayed the tnisi which John had placed

in her, and taken his money to restore a

lover to her side. The man's legacy had

been the means of destroying the one hope
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that he had ever had ; he had shut himself

out of the daylight for good. He understood

now why Mary had blushed and trembled of

late days, and before her illness, at meeting

him occasionally—it was remorse. There

was no wild thrill of pleasure at that recol-

lection now. His romance was at an end.

After all, it was only the romance of a back

street, and what could such a hero as John

Dax have expected ?

He went downstairs into the parlour, where

Ellen awaited him. She looked anxiously

into his face, and said, reprovingly—

" You have let her talk too much. You

have been inconsiderate."

He was always in the wrong, poor fellow.

" I have been as careful as I could," he

said, by way of excuse, " but your sister had

a great deal to tell me."

"Of our long quarrel?" she inquired,

moodily. " Ah, it was hardly necessary you

should know it."

" I think it was," he answered, thought-

fully.

" And yet she was anxious about you of

late days. There was a reason for it, I sup-

pose ? " she asked, a little curiously.

John Dax saw his opportunity here. Even

in his disappointment, he was considerate for

the woman he loved.

" Yes, Miss Ellen, there was a reason.

The money upstairs—you remember ?
"

" What of that ? " was the quick inquiry.

" She—she—never
"

" It was lent to her to buy Alec's discharge,

to pay his passage back to England ; to help

him in any way upon his journey," said

John Dax, coolly and firmly.

" Lent by you—for her sake ! " exclaimed

Ellen.

" What use was the money to me, when

she was fretting for the soldier ?
"

" You can never be repaid," said Ellen.

" I don't care to be," answered John,
" though I am not so sure of it, for all that."

"John," said Ellen, seizing his hands in

her's, " I did not think you could be so kind

and generous. Why did you not tell me
before ?

"

" It was a little surprise of mine," he said,

with a short laugh.

" A surprise, indeed ; and you have known
Mary's love story all this while, and sym-

pathized with her, and helped her, and

forgotten your own poor foolish dreams.

And yet
"

John interrupted her second train of

thought.

"I have not known everything very clearly

until to-day," he said. " There was a little

mystery—not much—and Miss Mary has set

that right at last. As for Alec
—

" he spoke

as if he had known his rival, and been in-

terested in him for years, and his manner

of recital helped to deceive his listener,

" although I shall be glad to see him back

for your sister's sake, I think I shall be glad-

der for yours."

" What do you mean ?
"

" His coming will end the long quarrel,

won't it?"

She flushed crimson, and wrung her hands

together.

" She was never to speak to me till he came

back again," she murmured, " and he is on

his way. Yes," she added, gravely, " for

that one reason I shall be glad to see him."

" I thought you would. You don't bear

malice now ?"

" Malice ! " she repeated, quickly, " do

you think I " then she paused and looked

at John, attentively, and substituted another

question for the one that remained half-fin-

ished on her lips. " Has Mary related the

story of our quarrel ?
"

" Most of it. She said you would tell me
the rest."

" How I loved Alec Williamson first, and

how she came between us?"

"Yes ; and how you contrived to separate

them, until
"

" Until, in the bitterness of his disappoint-

ment, he enlisted for a soldier, poor martyr,"

she said, sadly, rather than bitterly. " Well,
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well, John, let her version of the story stand.

It is not deserving further explanation, and

I am too proud to offer it."

She looked a very proud woman at that

moment, John thought, and he regarded her

as an enigma very difficult to solve. For an

inst;mt there flitted across the dull mind of

this one-idead man the suspicion that it was

Ellen Morison who had been injured and

cast down, and who was deserving of all

kindly consideration from the early days of

a cruel disappointment until now ; and then

he thought of Mary, lying ill upstairs, and

his charity sided with his pity of her. Mary

had been deceived, and her unforgiving sister,

Ellen, was the evil genius of her life ; that

was how he read the legend to the last.

•• There is one more favour I want to ask

you before I go away this morning," John

said, after a long silence between them. It

had been in his mind ever since Mary's revela-

tion, and he had not found the courage to

mention it till he was standing at the door

ready to depart.

" You cannot ask a favour of us that will

be refused, if it lie in our power to grant it,"

she answered, readily.

"It is in your power only."

"What is it?"

" When 1 first came back, I spoke of my
foolish love for the poor girl upstairs.""

" Yes."

" It died out, of course—that is, any hope

I had died off clean when I heard about the

soldier, and when we were arranging our

plans to buy him off, and so on."

" I am glad you did not brood upon it at

all,' said KUen.

" And my only trouble now is that Mary

—

, Miss Mary as I ought to call her still," he

added, apologetically, " should ever hear of

my silly fancy for her. I don't want any-

body to know this. I wish I'tl iievcr told

you a word about it now."

" It might do her good to hear the story

some day," mused Ellen.

"No, it wouldn't," John said, llatly contra-

dicting her, " and it makes me look soft and

stupid. I'm both— I know that You know
it too, and are smiling at me, though you try

hard to look serious ; but I couldn't help

liking her a great deal once. But don't tell

her so—ever—will you?"
" I will not," Ellen Morison promised.

"That's right," said John, evidently re-

lieved in his mind. " I can go back to my
work now, jolly. It seems all squaring round

so well. Miss Mary getting strong, forget-

ting and forgiving everything you have done

to her, and her young man coming back to

make her heart light for ever and ever. Why,

this is capital."

" And all this your doing," said Ellen,

gratefully, and her hands were extended

towards him again. "It is from your sacrifice

that the happiness will spring. What have

we done to deserve it?"

" You were kind to me in the old days,"

he stammered forth ; "I can't forget it."

" And, John, we will never forget you."

"Thank'ee— thank'ee," he said twice.

" Our only friend—our best friend. God

bless you i " she said, gratefully ; then she

released his hands and let him go away,

standing and watching his thoughtful progress

down the street, and whispering her blessing

after him again.

He was not deserving of it—he had not

acted as she thought he had. Mary had not

left him the chance of being worthy of one

poor woman's gratitude. Of these three

shadowy characters of Gibbon Street, not one

fairly understood the other to the end of time.

CHArri-.R IX.

IIAITV TOGETHKR.

J
()HN DAX had become a hero in spite

I I of himself, and there was no dropping

the character. There were two young women

grateful to him : Mary, for his forgiveness,
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his warm-heartedness, and all he had said

to assure her that the money was her own,

to dispose of as best pleased herself; and

Ellen, because he had done so much to

bring happiness to the repository. It had

not come yet, but he was none the less a

hero. Heroism had been thrust upon him,

and it did not seem, at first glance, as though

it was agreeing with him. A good action

had scarcely been its own reward, and he was

dull and grave until the question came up-

permost one day— Did he regret all that he

had done to help them ?

No, no, he did not regret it. He was

not sorry he had parted with his money to

bring back Alec Williamson. He was glad

of it ; but he should not be truly happy until

the lover's return.

This, or something like this, was his reply.

He was only thoughtful for fear that his

efforts had been in vain, and that the better

times would never come.

For these assurances he was always wel-

come to Gibbon Street. Mary knew why

he talked in this strain, and took the task on

himself to screen her from suspicion. Ellen

only read a noble and disinterested nature in

the man who had done so much for them.

There were bright smiles and friendly pres-

sures of the hand for John Dax now—the

shadow of his past estate did not fall upon

him. They had forgotten their rescue of him

from the streets in the winter's snow ; they

respected him—nay, reverenced him—as a

man who had done much to clear away the

clouds about their lives.

He came every day till Mary was down-

stairs again, and Ellen at her old post behind

the counter. Here was the same situation

as of old, but they were waiting for the

change to it. There was a shimmer of

happiness already about the house \ there

were smiles between the sisters ; there was

no bitter wrong between them, only the af-

fliction of a rash vow which both were

sorry for, and of which both were longing to

see the end.

And the beginning of the end came, when

Mary had been downstairs a fortnight.

John Dax was proceeding at his usual slow

rate down Gibbon Street one evening, when

Ellen, cloaked and bonneted, met him on

his way to the repository. He would have

passed without seeing her, had shenot caught

him by the arm.

"Ah! Ellen, is that you? There's noth-

ing the matter I hope," he added, as he

became aware that she was paler than usual.

"There is nothing wrong— but there is

something the matter, John," said Ellen.

" Can't you guess what it is V
" Yes ; I think I can," he answered.

They walked on in silence for a few steps,

then John said—
" He has come back .?

"

" Yes."

" He is at the repository?"

" Yes."

" Was Mary very pleased to see him ?
"

was the third question.

" Very pleased," answered Ellen. " I did

not hear what she said. I came into the

street and left them together. I could not

stop."

" Not to speak a word to Mary, after all

these awful years ? " he exclaimed.

" I shall see her presently," repUed Ellen,

becoming a shade paler beneath his sharp

reproof " I did not wish to mar the first

moments of their meeting by my interference.

They will not miss me, and I thought I would

come and meet you."

John did not thank her for the trouble she

had taken—did not think of thanking her.

It did not strike him that she had left her

work and come out of her way to spare him

the sting of the first shock—to prepare him

for the fact of Alec Williamson's return. He
did not even know that he needed prepara-

tion ; but Ellen Morison did. She had

watched him closely of late days, and knew

how weak he was, for all his air of self-com-

mand.

"The happiness has come at last. I am
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glad," he said, in a low tone, as Ellen turned

and walked back with him in the direction

of home.
" Very glad ? " she asked, curiously.

" Yes," he answered, with more firmness

than she had anticipated, " it settles the

matter, you see."

•' 1 think I see more than this," she

lid.

" What's that ? " he asked, with cogency.

" That you are the most unselfish man
whom I have ever met."

" Oh ! nonsense."

" The one unselfish man, I might have

said, more truly," she added dryly ;
" and

yet there was a time when Mary and I looked

down upon you—pitied you and patronized

you."

" And if it had not been for your pity and

your patronage
—

"

" Pray, don't be grateful to us any more,"

said Ellen, shivering ;
" the times are

changed, and we have changed places with

them. Here is home."
" It will be like home at last, I hope," said

John.

" Amen. I hope so," answered Ellen

Morison, fervently.

They walked into the shop together.

John hung back, and took a long deep breath

as they approached the jmrlour, but Ellen

Morison went in with unflinching gaze, and
a step that faltered not. She had the courage

to face the old love boldly ; but then the

love had died out, and was past any chance

of revival. She went towards her sister,

sitting by her lover's side, with her hand in

his, and said

—

" Mary."

The younger sister was weak still; she rose,

trembling in every limb, and jjut her wasted

arms round Ellen's neck.

" .At last," she whis])ered;thenboth women
were unnerved for a little while.

Ellen wa.s the first to recover. She turned

to John and confronted him with Alec, a

tawny-haired and handsome Scotchman, for

ever on the smile ; as well he might be at

that early stage of his return.

" This is the best friend we have ever had

in our lives," said Ellen ;
" your, best friend

too. Alec, for it was his sovereigns that saved

you."

" Sir, I thank ye," said Alec, in a broad

accent, as he rose and crushed our hero's

fingers somewhat remorselessly in his own
;

" I am prood to make yeer acquaintance. A
freend of my Mary's is a freend of mine for

life, sir—for life."

" You are very good," said John, when he

had got his hand out of the vice.

" You will be glad to hear, John," said

Mary, "that Alec has seen some of his

relations, and he is likely to obtain a situ-

ation almost at once."

" Yes ; I am glad of that," echoed John.

" In a wholesale warehouse—somewhere.

Then we shall begin saving for you,'" cried

Mary ; "putting by something every week—

"

" If ever so little," added Alec cautiously.

" to pay off the debt we owe you."

"You need not trouble about that for

a year or two," answered John.

" Sit ye down, mon—sit ye down. Ye hae

been a guid freend to us," cried Alec heartily

;

and John sat down for a few minutes, and

stared at the fire, and thought himself very

much in the way of all this happiness, which

had come in a great rush to Gibbon Street at

last.

He was uncomfortably conscious, too, that

Ellen Morison watched him more furtively

than he watched the lovers, and he resented

this ill his heart. He did not like to meet

her eyes—to sec in ilieiu a concern for

him—a fear lest he should break down and

make a scene there ; as if he were not above

that kind of thing, and strong as a lion ! He
had accomjjlished his t;isk, and eveiy one

was content, and it would soon be time for

him to leave these lovers to themselves,

although it was difiicult to (juit them in the

face of their united protestations for him to

remain.
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Presently they seemed to forget him more,

and to talk in a lower tone of the past and

the future, without much respect for the

"proprieties." Alec put his arm round

Mary's waist, and drew her closely to his side,

whilst the fair young head drooped trustfully

and affectionately upon the shoulder of her

lover. Now and then Alec addressed the

company generally—talked a great deal of

his chances in the world, and a great deal

more about himself, allowing his hsteners to

see, if they cared to see, that he had a very

strong idea in his mind that he was a clever

sort of fellow. He was hardly the hero

whom John had pictured claiming Mary

Morison—he was too big and boisterous and

beefy ; but he loved the little dressmaker

very much, and Mary was very fond of him,

and they would live happily for ever after-

wards.

John Dax was interested in his conversa-

tion. " I should think soldiering not a bad

idea for a man, take it altogether," he

observed.

" Ay, for a mon wha goes awa' to serve his

countrie honestly," cried Alec ;
" for there's

glory in it. But its vera ill soldiering with a

trooble or a wrang at the heart."

" Ay—but for a fellow with no ties, no

wrongs, no troubles—nothing to keep him

at a trade, and only an empty top room that

he can call home—I should say the army was

the thing, now."

" Why, you are not thinking of the army,

John ? " said Mary, with a merry little laugh

at the idea.

" Why should I ?" rejoined John, laughing

too for a minute, and whilst Mary was look-

ing at him ; and then the subject was dis-

missed, and the lovers began to whisper

together again.

John Dax was sure that he must be con-

siderably in the way ; he was quite sure of

it when Alec and Mary forgot him altogether,

and Alec's big red whisker—the left one

—

was crushed against the cheek of his be-

trothed, and Alec looked down into her eyes.

and once kissed her unblushingly before

company. There was no particular etiquette

about this kind of thing in Gibbon Street,

and John was not shocked at the demonstra-

tion. He was only certain that it would be

perfectly advisable to get away from it all,

and when a chance customer took Ellen

away, he seized the opportunity of the door

being ajar, to walk softlyfrom the parlour, too.

He was right. Alec and Mary did not know
that he had gone, that he was passing cau-

tiously, almost on tip-toe, across the step

towards the fresh air beyond. He looked

at Ellen, and nodded a good night, and, from

her post behind the counter, she said :

—

" Wait an instant, John."

He waited at her request, till the customer

was served, standing at the door, and looking

dreamily down the ill-lighted street. Ellen

Morison startled him at last, by her hand

upon his shoulder.

" Have you bidden them good-bye ? " she

asked.

" N—no. They were busy."

"Busy?"
" That is, they were very happy, sweet-

hearting," he said, "and it was a pity to

disturb them."

" But you are going away for a long while?"

" How do you know? " asked John, sur-

prised at this exhibition of clear-sightedness.

" I read it in your face to night. Is it not

true ?
"

"Well—yes, for ."

" For what ?
"

" For it's no use coming to trouble either

of you again. I—I shan't want to come now.'

" They will be glad to see you at the

wedding."

"Oh ! no," cried John ;
" no, thank you !

"

" You are her friend, and mine, and we are

short of friends. Mary will go soon to her

new home, and I shall be very lonely here,

if even you will not look in to say 'Good

evening' sometimes."

Her voice faltered, but he did not perceive

it. If she were making love to him, he
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never knew it—never took the hint conveyed

by Ellen's manner—never thought it possible

to be loved, even by a good-looking girl a

little older than himself. He had sketched

forth his future, too, and he went away that

night in search of it.

He bade Ellen good-bye. He desired her

to remember him kindly—most kindly, to

Mary and toAlec. He promised to \vritesome

day soon, so that they might know where to

send the money to him when they wanted ;

and then Ellen Morison watched him out

of her sight into the night-mists, that were

thick in Gibbon Street, and through which

the lonely man was never seen returning to

a woman still more lonely than himself

John Dax enlisted for a soldier, and died

of fever on the Gold Coast, before he had

ever smelt powder. Even in the pursuit of

glory, it was his ill-fortune to meet Yellow

Jack instead. He was one of the many who

are for ever out of luck's way.

THE END.
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SHORTLY after leaving our resting

place, we arrived at the town of San

Miguel Tucuru, where the climate becomes

more temperate, and the population in-

creases. At nightfall we reached the town

of Tactic, containing about 10,000 inhabi-

tants, all pure Indians, excepting about a

dozen families of " ladincjs," or half-whites.

The town is in the middle of a narrow val-

ley, about 5,000 feet above the level of the

sea, shut in on each side by high moimtains.

The change in the tem])erature, from the

heat of the coast to the damp, chilly weather

of Tactic, is a great trial to the traveller.

especially when his bed consists of a tall

dining table, with saddle clothes for mattress,

and a saddle for a pillow. Our party was here

augmented by the arrival from Coban of a

young English naturalist, who has since

then become one of the leading ornitholo-

gists of Europe.

We left Tactic, on our last day's ride, in a

thick fog, which continued as long as we re-

mained on' the watershed of the Polichic.

After riding about four leagues, we cross a

low hill into the watershed of the Rio de la

Pasion, and there is at once a total and

complete change in soil, climate, and ever)-

other natural feature. We were now in the

region of pine and oak forests on the moun-

tain sides, and arid, bare valleys. The

luxuriant vegetation and constant rainfall of

the Polichic district give way to burnt-up

])lains and mountains, and to the short

l)eriodiial rainy season from June to C)cto-

ber, known as the winter. ;\fter a day's

ride, we arrived at the summit of a moun-

tain called Cachil, about 5 ]).m., and had
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the first sight of the extensive plain of

Salami, at one end of which was our desti-

nation. The setting sun was just lighting

up, with its last glow, the surrounding moun-

tains, of which we could see chain upon

chain, forming a magnificent panorama.

The history of San Geromino, where I

lived for many years, is almost contempor-

ary with that of the country, from its first

occupation by the Spaniards. It was owned

by the Dominican Order of Friars for

two centuries, during which time it was

their principal residence in the country, al-

though they had other estates and convents,

both in the capital and in outlying districts.

The occupation of Guatemala by the

Spaniards was effected shortly after the

conquest of Mexico, by a band of Spani-

ards and friendly Indians, under Alvarado,

who, in bravery and the characteristic ad-

venturous spirit of the times, was second

only to Cortez. On leaving Mexico he

followed a south-easterly course through

Chiapas, Suconusco, and Quesaltenango, to

what was then the capital of the country of

Qualitemallan (the place of decayed wood).

Some old Spanish writers claim that its in-

habitants, being tributary to the Mexican

Indians, who had been conquered by the

Spaniards, owed their allegiance to Cortez,

and that Alvarado was sent to claim their

submission.

He had to fight his way from town to

town, until his arrival at the capital of the

Utatlan Indians, supposed by some to have

been where now the village of Tecp^n,

Guatemala, lies, and by others Quiche,

where there are still traces of the existence

of a large city.

This large and populous district subdued,

he proceeded, until he reached what is now

the plain of the Antigua (old) Guatemala,

situated at the foot of the volcano of

" Agua," and between that and the vol-

cano of " Fu6go " (water and fire). It was

at the foot of Agua that he founded the first

Spanish capital, which he called Santiago

de Guatemala, now known as Ciudad Vieja

(old city). Hither he was followed by a

multitude of priests and friars, who founded

convents, and converted the inhabitants in

a body, baptizing them first by having them

driven into the water by soldiers, and in-

structing them afterwards in the doctrines of

their new religion.

There was a district to the north of the new
city, called TuzulutMn, which the Spaniards

were unable to conquer. It is separated from

the conquered portion by a large extent of

broken country, and by a chain of high moun-

tains, which at that time must have been

covered by thick and almost impenetrable

forests, owing to which it is probable that the

Spaniards could not reach it with their

horses, which formed such an important

feature in all their battles with the Indians.

It soon became known as pre-eminently the

" Land of war," and its inhabitants were

feared by all the other tribes in the country.

The missionary spirit of the Domini-

can friars prompted them to attempt a

peaceful conquest of this wild district.

They v/ere so uniformly favoured by cir-

cumstances that, without the loss of a life, or

the aid of the military authorities, they

secured the submission of the two principal

tribes, the Coban and Rabuial Indians, and

the whole of this " Land of war " was con-

verted to Christianity, at the same time that

it acknowledged itself subject to Spanish

rule. The name of the district was then

changed from " La Tierra de Guerra," to

" Vera Paz " (True Peace), which it retains

at the present day.

The individual members of the order were

(and still are) compelled to vow the most

complete renunciation of earthly possessions

;

but the rule does not apply in any way to

them in their collective capacity, and such

great service as they rendered to the Spanish

Government, in assisting in the subjugation

of the natives, was amply rewarded.

It was decreed that whatever towns were,

or might subsequently be, established in
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Vera Paz, should be exclusively under the

ecclesiastical rule of the Dominicans, and

that the parish priests should belong to that

order. In i872,they\vere stillin possession of

this privilege, which they had retained, with

only a slight break, from the time it was

first granted ; they have thus been the only

spiritual guides the Department has known,

and whatever customs exist have been estab-

lished and sanctioned by them.

They were also given a large tract of

country in Lower or Southern Vera Paz, and

to this they added, from time to time, until

they were the proprietors of all the land

from the Rio Motagua to near Tactic (with

the exception of the land upon which the

town of Salamd is built), a distance of about

thirty miles, and varying in breadth from

five to twenty miles.

In the early days of Spanish conquest in

America, the settlers practised great cruelty

amongst the natives, and but for the work of

many of the friars, their extermination by

their new masters would have been com-

plete. It was at this time that Las Casas, a

Dominican friar, commenced his labours in

favour of the Indians, by visiting the con-

quered countries in succession, and preach-

ing to his countrymen more humane treat-

ment of their slaves. Failing to make much

impression, he relumed to Spain, to make

the Government of tlie day acquainted with

the barbarous cruelty by means of which the

Indians were being killed ofi.

When we consider the enormous extent

of territory which the conrjuests of Spain

covered ; the difficulties of travel from one to

another, and the primitive condition of the

navigation ; the travds and labours of this

gciod man in pursuance of the object of his

life, must excite our admiration. The op-

position he encountered and overcame from

the adventurers, whose interest it was

to enslave the conquered peojjle, and the

fact that he wa.s successful in obtaining a

royal decree to secure the perpetual liberty

of the Indian trilnrs, make him worthy to

hold a high place amongst the Christian

heroes of the world.

But, by a strange anomaly, the great work

done by the Dominican order was nulli-

fied by their introduction of another kind of

slavery. While they considered it a crime to

enslave the Indians, it was no sin to ])ossess

negio slaves ; and, wherever they held pro-

perty, it was worked by slave labour, and

they, more than any other body, were re-

sponsible for the existence of slavery in

Guatemala.

On the declaration of separation from

Spain by the Central American States, in

1 82 1, slavery was at the same time abo-

lished, and shortly aftenvards all the pro-

perty owned by religious bodies was confis-

cated by the State, and the members of the

orders expelled. The Act of Confiscation

obtained the approval of the Papal See,

and although the Friars returned, they were

unable to recover their property ; but the

ecclesiastical rights they had enjoyed in

Vera Paz were restored to them in 1840.

On the introduction of Cliristianity, the

priest found it necessary to combine with it

many of the superstitions and ceremonies

of the Indians, and as no efforts have been

made to civilize them beyond the point ob-

tained at the outset, the purely Indian towns

retain, at the present day, the same customs

which existed in the sixteenth century.

Every feast, and every pleasure which the

Indians know, is connected with their re-

ligion, and their attachment to the Roman
church is unbounded. The greatest stimu-

lant to work which they know is to obtain

the money due to their patron Saint, and the

tithes to be paid to the priest. Their towns

are divided into Cofradias, a kind of reli-

gious society, dedicated to the service of

some Saint. In the town of Coban, the

capital of Upper Vera Paz, there were, in

1872, 22 Cofradias, each employing from

20 to 60 men. More than 1,000 men were

constantly employed to further the Saints'

interests.
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Each saint has a house, in which he is sup-

posed to Uve : a life-sized image occupies an

ahar in the middle of the principal room in

the house, and, when at home, it is dressed

in a white linen garment, with a strap round

the waist ; his holiday clothes, consisting of

velvet dresses, with gold and silver orna-

ments and the other insignia of the Cofradia,

being locked up in a box. At one side of

the court-yard there is a smaller dwelling,

inhabited by the person whose duty it is to

take care of the saint, to keep the house

clean, and do all the menial offices of the

residence.

The patron saint of the town is St. Do-

mingo, and the customs of all the others

being the same, with the exception of a few

details, his cofradia forms a good example

of all. The day after his natal feast, there is a

meeting of his devotees, to elect the officers

for the year, to whom the funds belonging

to the saint are handed. The majordomo,

or head officer, is compelled to make these

funds produce an interest of not less than

24 per cent, during the year; and if he can-

not lend the money at that rate, he has to

trade it through some of the members of the

Cofradia.

Attached to the Cofradia there is a com-

pany of dancers, who meet at stated periods

at the residence, to practise the baile, a

masquerade, representing the conquest of

Mexico by the Spaniards, one part repre-

senting Montezuma and his Court, and the

other the Spaniards. What they consider

appropriate dresses and masks, are worn,

which • are paid for out of the Saint's

revenue. There are also days set apart for

the Rezo, or prayer, when the devotees kneel

before the Saint, praying a full rosary, in

the intervals of which there are hired musi-

cians playing lively music, polkas, waltzes,

&:c., but no music of a religious character.

This over, rum is distributed, but not in any

great quantity. At the celebration of the

principal feasts of the church, or those of the

other saints, the Saint is dressed in his robes.

and, accompanied by the officers carrying

tall wands surmounted by plates of em-

bossed silver, he is carried to church, his

entrance to which is greeted by bell-ringing

and firing off rockets. After taking part in

the procession customary on the day cele-

brated, he is again carried home, disrobed,

and placed on his altar.

On the approach of his own feast day, a

general meeting of the devotees is called,

and each one is given some particular task to

assist in the celebration. Some are sent to

collect timber for the erection of an arch at

the entrance to the house, others for pine

leaves, with which to strew the floor of the

whole house and yard, and others to white-

wash the building. Nine days previous to

the feast there is a nov^na (a daily prayer,

or saying of prayers before the Saint), after

which chocokte is distributed. The day

before the feast is called the Vispera, and

at 4 a.m. a rocket is fired, and two Indians,

seated at the door of the house, commence

playing an unmeaning and monotonous strain

on a big drum and a whistle. The Saint is

dressed at daylight, a rocket being sent off

on the adjustment of every article of cloth-

ing ; then the masquers assemble in the

court-yard, and begin their dance with a

slow, simple step, accompanying it by raising

first one arm and then the other, and at in-

tervals setting up a barking kind of howl at

each other.

The musical instruments used at these

feasts are of native manufacture. The prin-

cipal one is called the " marimba," and is

the national instrument of the Indians.

It is an oblong frame, raised about a foot

from the ground ; across this frame are nailed

strips of cedar, about two inches wide ; fast-

ened below each strip there is a long, hol-

low gourd, each one being in regular dimi-

nution from the first, which is about eight

inches long, to the smallest, which is not

more than one inch. The performer sits in

front of this instrument, having in each hand

a rod, which is fastened round the end with
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india-rubber, with which he beats the instni-

ment, thus producing a tone very much Hke

that of the rock harmonium, which was pro-

bably copied from the marimba. In addi-

tion to this, the band consists of a vioUn of

native manufacture ; a guitar, the back of

which is formed out of a gourd ; a rude kind

of drum ; and a harp. The tunes they play,

called " Sones," are mostly native in their

composition, and some of them are sur-

prisingly pretty,—many of them resembling

the old-fashioned English country-dance

tunes.

After playing at the Saint's house whilst

he is properly adorned, a procession is

formed, and he is taken to church. The

masquers precede him, and the musicians

follow them. The entrance to church is

announced by a discharge of rockets and

the ringing of the church beHs, which serve

as a signal to the other Saints to join him.

The musicians sit at the church door, and

the masquers finish the day dancing in front

of the church, which they scarcely leave so

long as the Saint is inside.

The mass on the morning of the Saint's

day is the usual high mass of the Roman
Catholic Church, but for several hours be-

fore, the marimba, drum, and whistle have

been playing.

On the elevation of the Host, dozens of

rockets are let off in front of the church, and

on the conclusion of the mass there is a pro-

cession of all the saints and their attendants,

the priest following St. Domingo ; after pass-

ing through the principal streets of the

town, they re-enter the church, more rockets

are fired, and about mid-day the Saint is

taken to his home. On his arrival he is

again placed on the altar, which is profusely

decorated. The musicians seat themselves

on a bench at one end of the room, and play

whilst the devotees are paying their visit to

the Saint.

Kvery Indian, on entering the room, takes

off his hat and goes to the Saint, with folded

arms, and after kissing the feet of the image,

he puts on his hat, throws his handkerchief

over his shoulder, and begins to dance in

front of the Saint, after which he deposits a

small coin on a plate, and receives a glass of

rum. Males and females go through the

same ceremony, all dance and all drink, and

during the rest of the day the people in and

around the place give themselves up to ex-

cessive drinking of neat white rum, until the

floor of the room and ground outside are

covered with Indians, men and women. I

have seen the musicians seated at their in-

struments with the head drooping, but the

hands and body stiff and cold, the counter-

part of death. Quarrels occur not unfre-

quently, and men who, a few moments

before, have been kneeling with solemn re-

verence before the Saint, will draw their

knives on each other, and there are few

feasts in which blood is not shed. Thus in-

variably ends a religious feast of the Indians

of Vera Paz. The scandal is tolerated by

the priests, though they do not join in them
;

but I never knew one bold enough to try

to prevent this horrible depravity on the

part of the poor people whose souls he had

in his keeping.

The only town in Vera Paz where the In-

dian population does not predominate is San

Geromino. The place was originally the

convent of the Dominicans, who, from a very

early time, kept cattle and horses, and sub-

sequently cultivated the sugar cane. In the

English Legation there is a copy of a rare

and curious work, written by Friar Thomas

Gage (an English Dominican, who visited

the country in the reign of Queen Elizabeth),

in which he speaks of his visit to San Gero-

mino, which was then famous for its breed

of horses ; and it is undoubtedly the oldest

worked estate in the country. Negro slaves

appear to have been introduced by the friars

from a very early day, and were augmented

from time to time by some of the brethren

going to Cuba or St. Domingo to buy them,

male and female.

In this manner, a town grew up round the



CENTRAL AMERICAN SKETCHES.—III. 441

convent, of a people, distinct in many re-

spects from any other in the country. ReU-

gious celebrations, together with cock-fight-

ing, were the only pleasures which the slaves

knew; and the monks having adapted some

of the processions to the love of fun and

humour of the negro race, there are some

curious customs amongst them.

What we call old Christmas-Day, or the

Epiphany, is known in the Church of Rome
in Guatemala as " El dia de los Reyes," {the

day of the kings). It ends a series of cele-

brations, in honour of the birth of Christ,

which begin on Christmas Eve, at which

time the image of the Virgin is taken to

church. At the head of the procession there

are a number of boys, each wearing a

hideous mask, and having a whip in one

hand and a rattle in the other. They ac-

company the procession to the church-door,

shouting, and cracking their whips. On
arriving at the church they close in a body,

and are supposed to represent evil spirits

trying to prevent the Virgin from entering

the church. The bearers of the image press

through them, on which they give a howl of

disappointment and retire. On the night of

Christmas-Day there is another procession,

this time of the child Jesus ; lanterns are

hung outside the houses, from all of which

rockets are fired as the procession passes.

From thenceforward there are daily proces-

sions until the afternoon of January 6th,

wh*n the Cortesias or Salutations of the

kings take place.

Where the A. V. version of the Bible

speaks of the visit to the young child

Jesus as being made by wise men, who

fell down and worshipped him, after which

they presented their offerings, the Church

of Rome interprets " the wise men " into

" kings," and Paul Veronese, in his picture

of the " Adoration of the Magi," follows

the same idea, and makes the magi to be

kings—two being white men and one black,

evidently making them representatives of

the whole human family.

5

The Cortesias of San Geronimo are a wild

burlesque of this picture. An image of the

child Jesus is brought out of the church

under a velvet canopy, accompanied by one

of the Virgin-mother similarly honoured.

On emerging from the church they are met

by the three kings, mounted on untamed

donkeys, one with his black face blackened

still more with charcoal ; all are dressed in

rags and tatters
;
perhaps one will have no-

thing on but a covering of grey moss from

head to foot. Each one has saddle-bags,

containing his offerings, consisting of gourds,

ears of maize, and other absurd matters.

The followers of the kings are quite as

absurdly equipped ; one goes limping along,

leading an old blind lame horse, both being

in the last stage of fatigue from the journey

they are supposed to have made. Others

supposed not to have come so far are dressed

more sprucely, and bear themselves accord-

ingly—there will be a man and woman un-

der an umbrella, arm in arm, the woman
having her dress fastened over the rims of a

large basket, to represent crinoline. In the

midst of all this caricature are a number of

children prettily dressed as Indians, carrying

fruit and leading lambs as their offerings.

A procession is formed by this bustling

mass of people, and after many mad antics

on their way through the town, they again

reach the square in front of the church,

where something like order takes place. At

one side of the square the Virgin is placed,

and opposite to her on the farther side is the

child Jesus. The children are then taken

up to the child to present their offerings, and

afterwards the images are raised by their

bearers and made to approach each other

;

as they approach, the child is lowered to re-

present him making obeisance to his mother,

and the salutation is repeated until the

figures are quite close to each other, when
they again mutually salute, the people all

kneeling on the ground. They are then

taken side by side into the church, their

entrance into which the maskers (as devils)
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make their final but ineffectual effort to ' mour and the people then all disperse as

prevent. The bells clang out a noisy cla- their desires lead them.

{To be continued.

)

TO THE MAYFLOWER OF NOVA SCOTIA.

THOU tender, fragrant thing,

Child of the early May,
Born where the wild birds sing,

And the trees' dark shadows play.

Hid in thy mossy lair,

'Neath the white snow-drift pressed,

Thou sighest to be by the gentle air

Of thy mother Spring caressed.

And when the April shower
Bears the soft snow away,

Forth peeps thy nascent flower,

Sweet daughter of the May.

Far on the genial air

Thy fragrant perfume steals,

And to the wanderer there,

Thy Maker's love reveals.

Fair among flowers art thou.

Dear Nova Scotia's pride
;

Well might'st thou deck the brow
Of Cupid's choicest bride.

Dear to my childhood's days,

Loved flower thou ever art

;

Warmed by fond memory's rays.

Come ' bloom within my heart.

Oh ! had 1 voice to sing

Thy praises as I long
;

My couniry's hills and vales would ring

With echoes of my song.

Welcome, dear flower of May,
Fair sprite of gentle Spring,

Full sweet thy balmy odors play,

Whilst I thy praises sing.

T. E. MOBERl-Y

Toronto.
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AT this late day, we have no intention

of adding another to the reviews of

the Session, with which the reading pubhc

has been already bored. xA.fter the lapse of

nearly a month, there would be no excuse

for such an infliction, unless the trial of their

patience would have a salutary effect on our

subscribers' mental and moral natures. The
Session was rather a dreary one after all,

notwithstanding that some substantial work

was done. The members of the Senate were

put on their mettle, and threatened at one

time to have a wholesale " slaughter of the

innocents " to themselves. As it was, they

made short work of one or two bantlings
;

yet, on the whole, they were not entirely

given over to a reprobate mind. The Su-

preme Court Bill had a narrow escape, and the

Vancouver Railway Bill perished miserably.

The calmness of age, and, let us hope, the

maturity of mind which is supposed to at-

tend upon age, made them placable. They
were not as vindictive as they might have

been, considering the provocation they re-

ceived from Mr. Mills and the House of

Commons. So far as the Railway Bill is

concerned, there is, perhaps, no great

damage done. The Premier, as we under-

stand the matter, was not in strictness bound
to submitthe Columbian agreement to Parlia-

ment at all. At any rate, it is not likely

that the work on Vancouver Island would

have been commenced this year, even if the

Bill had not miscarried.

Its fate had one good effect, from our

point of view. It forced the Giobe, in a

moment of pique, to inveigh against " party

and party spirit." As long as everything

goes on with unperturbed tranquillity and

smoothness, no one is so easily pleased as

our contemporary. That is only, however,

when he is going with the tide. If you be

gliding down when he is working his painful

way up, or if you and he occupy the reverse

positions respectively, depend upon it you

will hear of something not to your advan-

tage. Now in this particular instance, why
should the Senate be taken to task ? Un-
less it be that the Globe had Mr. Blake and
some of his friends in view, who took the

same course in the Commons. In any event,

the question was not a party one, and, there-

fore, " party spirit," which has suddenly

gone out of favour in some quarters, was

not chargeable with the disaster.

An article appeared in the London Spec-

tator a few weeks ago, on the Canadian

Constitution. So far as a rather inadequate

range of information extended, its view of

our party system was correct. We sliall

venture to quote a sentence or two :
—" The

politics of the colonies are rendered both

perplexing and tiresome to English observ-

ers by the absence of any clearly-marked

boundary lines between political parties.

There are no test questions by reference to

which you can pronounce out of hand, this

man to be a Liberal, and that man to be a

Conservative, for there are hardly any differ-

ences of opinion as to political measures

coincident with divergences of princiole.

The forms of party government are main-

tained, but the motives of action are per-

sonal or traditional. The Administration

is simply the party of the ' Ins,' the Oppo-
sition the party of the ' Outs,' " &c. This

has been our contention all along. Remove
a few loyal flourishes from the later debates,

and what was there to hinder the leader of

the Opposition taking his seat beside the

Premier ? Certain frivolous party punctilios

apart, absolutely nothing. Sir John was
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forced to be critical or cease to occupy his

position on the Speaker's left, hut he per-

formed his duty with dove-like softness.

There were some questions of a purely ad-

ministrative character, on which they dis-

agreed ; but their differences were such as

might have been arranged at the Council

Board as well as, and perhaps better than,

in the House. They were in accord on

most of the principal measures of the Ses-

sion—all in fact which did not involve the

ripping up of old sores. As for the Amnesty

question, which must be placed in the latter

category, it was a matter on which each

party was divided, not to speak of the preju-

dices of nationality and religion. Even

memories of fierce contests on the Pacific

Scandal were powerless to disturb the

sweetness of the new-formed friendship.

There are no parlies here at present, and

there ought to be none, so long as there are

no dividing principles on which to found

them. Until these are devised, the names

of Reformer and Conservative are destitute

of meaning, and it is mere niaiscrie to cling

to the one or to the other. The Spectator

sees that, but as it is attached to a party in

search of a policy, it thinks that the sooner

Canadians discover something to fight about

the better. " Political stagnation " has be-

come oppressive in England no doubt ; but

it does not follow that the party-system

would be advantageous here. We know, by

painful experience, its inherent disadvan-

tages ; we have had a full measure of them

in the past, and could be content with a

much smaller measure in the future. We
have no material for "honest political (juar-

rels ;

" if Canadian jjarties fight, it will as-

suredly be by " waging an irregular warfare

with the weapons of slander, intrigue, and

espionage." The party spirit lives on defam-

ation ; it is the atmosphere in which it moves

and breathes. Why should Canadians set

themselves to invent a cause of quarrel

when none exists, in order that two mutu-

ally-besmirched factions may continue to

ply their trade.-* They have a vast and

wealthy heritage, stretching from ocean to

ocean, to subdue and to possess ; they have

great public enterprises by lapd and water

to complete ; they have a Union to con-

solidate, and the culture of a growing popu-

lation to care for ; why should the curse of

party divert them from their duty, why

should it endanger the safety of our j)olitical

system, or deprave the morals of a vast

number of our people ?

Party has never conferred a single benefit

upon the country. Every measure of utility,

every scheme to conciliate estranged and

hostile nationalities and creeds, was obtained

only when men had cast the fetters of party

behind them. On the other hand, there

has never been a job perpetrated, a slander

uttered, or a scandal unveiled, that did not

owe its origin, purely, simply, and entirely,

to the party spirit. Canadians ought to be

a united people. Their interests are even--

where identical. No privileged classes

trample upon their neighbours ; we have no

constitutional questions to divide us ; and

there would be no sectionalism to encoun-

ter, if politicians did not play off one pro-

vince against another for sinister ends. The

only question likely to cause division would

be the Senate, and that will fortunately

cleave the parties themselves. If the re-

construction of the Senate were effected

on the best of systems, parties would de-

prave and degrade it as they did the elective

Council of the old Province of Canada.

The less they have to do with any impor-

tant institution, or .any great national enter-

prise, the l)etter. The argument from Eng-

lish practice is delusive. The party system

may suit the mother country—though that

is open to question— in Canada and in the

United States, in Mexico and in the South

American republics, it is an unmitigated

curse. Why then grasp at the shadow of oUl

party names, when the substance has no

place l)ehind it. When factions exist where

they have no ruisoii (Vctre, no basis of honest
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conviction and sound principle, they will do

harm, whether they pronounce historic and

traditional shibboleths or not. When mere

badges, such as names, have lost their sig-

nificance, and begin to be cherished for

their own sakes, they are capable of work-

ing serious injury. For good, they are wo-

fully impotent. That is the case with us,

and it makes one chafe with impatience

when we hear it urged, as if it were a cogent

and irrefutable argument, that Canada should

divide her people into two hostile camps

and play at political soldiery, because it is

the mode across the ocean, three thousand

miles away. Of all the senseless notions

promulgated by so-called political thinkers,

the most inept is the one so often proclaim-

ed with confidence, and too often acted

upon with deadly results—that the institu-

tions, the customs, or the traditions of the

old world can be successfully transplanted

in their entirety to the new. This is espe-

cially true of the system we are deprecat-

ing. In the earlier stages of colonial his-

tory, parties are the ready instruments of

irresponsible and tyrannical rulers, and as

the country advances in wealth, the fertile

parents of corruption, calumny, and fraud.

It is not the man who cherishes the warm-

est love and the deepest reverence for the

ancestral land, who consents to perpetuate a

feature in old-land politics which can work

little else but mischief to the land in which

he lives.

The few political incidents of the month

will not occupy us long. Since the proro-

gation there has been an election petition

or two against returns to the Dominion

Parliament before the courts, and there are

a few yet to come. The Ontario local elec-

tions promise a sheaf of cases ; but there

is a limit to the interest taken in these con-

tests. The gloss is worn off the public

curiosity, the law has made an impression

upon the delinquents, and the proceedings,

in most of the cases still sub Jiidice, will

cease to attract the attention of any but

the lawyers and local politicians. Several

of the Dominion cases are important for

various reasons. The case of Centre To-

ronto was decided, as many others have been,

by the surrender of the sitting member,

after the proof of a single case of corrup-

tion on the part of an agent. We are not

sure that this practice should be encour-

aged by the judiciary. In the English Di-

vorce Court it has been found that collusive

frauds on the law are often attempted by

couples mutually desirous of being freed

from the matrimonial bond. When any

collusion is suspected there, the Queen's

Proctor intervenes in the interest of law

and morality. In our election cases no

such officer discharges analogous functions
;

and the lawyers and candidates on each side

may apparently do as they like with the

court and the law. Against corrupt com-

promises the judge is absolutely defenceless.

More than that, he is compelled to make

returns of facts, regarding which no evidence

has been adduced before him. The law

expects him to report whether the sitting

member has, or has not, been guilty of

personal bribery, [and, in the next place,

whether corruption has, or has not, pre-

vailed extensively during the particular

election. Now, of the latter fact he can

have no knowledge whatever, because the

trial has been arrested at the outset, with

only one case established. So far again

as personal bribery is concerned, he has no

legal evidence. He may, it is true, accept

the assertion, if tendered, of the petition-

er's counsel, that he does not think he can

establish personal bribery. But how is the

Court to know that this assertion is not

part and parcel of an improper bargain

between the parties? Moreover, it often

happens that no such assertion is made,

counsel merely announcing—as if it were a

thing depending on his pleasure—that he

intends to abandon the personal charges.

It has happened more than once that the
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promoters of a petition have been heard to

boast, after judgment, that tliey could have

disqualified the respondent if they had been !

inclined to be hard upon him. Is this a
;

state of things the law should allow? It.

ought to be remembered that the cases are :

very few in which a petitioner would have
j

any motive for pressing the personal charges
|

to the point of disqualification. He knows

that in such an event there would be a fresh

op|)onent, perhaps a more popular one, and

his chances might be injured rather than

improved. Again, he may feel every con-

fidence in his case, yet, in legal as in other

matters, slips between cup and lip are not

infrecjuent, and it may be as well to be

good-natured, and " have another try at it
"

on easy terms. There is yet another mo-

tive to deter a petitioner from proceeding to

extremities. He knows that such a course

would savour of vindictiveness to his preju-

dice. The crowds that follow Dr. Kenealy

and clamour for the release of Orton are not

the only people who denounce the exem-

plary infliction of deserved punishment, and

fling abuse at judges who do their duty. But

whatever motives i)rompt election compro-

mises, the result must sometimes be that

justice is baulked, and the law made of

none effect by them. It is urged that bar-

gains of this sort are made to save costs.

All we have to say to that plea is simply

this—if the bargains be corrupt and shield

off^enders from justice, it only makes mat-

ters worse. There are things more worthy

of consideration than costs, and amongst

thcin is the faithful and unfailing enforce-

ment of legal penalties whenever and by

whomsoever they have been incurred. We
need scarcely say that we are not alluding

to the Centre Toronto case in ])articular,

but to a vicious practice which has become

increasingly jirevalent of late.

The Kast '1 oronto i)Ctition met with a

different fate. Mr. I'latt had taken the pre-

( aution of warning his agents against doing

anything which might void his election. No
act of corruption was proved against princi-

l)al or agent, and Mr. Piatt's return was con-

firmed. At the same time, he had a number

of injudicious friends, whose discretion cer-

tainly did not .save the seat. People who
go about recklessly treating and, at the same

time, clamouring for a particular candidate,

will in future understand, if they are capable

of understanding, that if they continue such

])ractices, they may seriously injure the cause

they desire, in their foolish way, to serve.

Still the fact remains unimpeached, even by

the petitioner's counsel, that no evidence was

adduced to show that any case of treating,

in its technical sense, occurred. What was

the reason that Mr. Piatt found himself able

to restrain these wild spirits ? Simply this :

that they had acquired a lesson of self-control

from experience. Mr. Wilkes was returned

at the general election, when agents had not

realized the extent of the mischief they were

doing by their exploits. Mr. O'Donohoe's

fall, however, had warned them of the danger

in East Toronto, and they took care to obe\

Mr. Piatt—or at least to keep on the shady

side of law—at the subsequent election. The
result was that Mr. Piatt took Mr. O'Dono-

hoe's place and kept it ; but if he had been

returned at the general election, he would

probably have shared Mr. Wilkes' fate, in

spite of all his efibrts. So that we may con-

clude that, if the drafts ujjon their memories

be not long-time drafts, even the residuum is

not impervious tothei)ropriety of self-control.

How it will beat the probably distant period

of a renewed appeal to their wisdom, it is

useless to speculate ; but we may hope

that the public determination to ensure

purity of election, will infiltrate to the lowest

stratum of the constituency, by which we

mean, not the jioor who are honest, but the

corrui)t, whether rich or poor. It may be

hoped too, that Mr. Hlake's valuable addi-

tion (sec. 4), to the amending Act of last

Session, by which agents, who bribe, may be

made to pay the jiipfr. will make an appeal



CURRENT E VENTS. 447

to the pocket, where the understandmg or

the conscience is inaccessible.

Perhaps it is because the rural, and espe-

cially the sparsely settled, constituencies

require a larger number of impressions on

the cerebrum to produce an effect, that the

lesson of the law must be instilled into their

crassness more than once. The fault may

of course be a moral, rather than an intellec-

tual one ; the fact is, that in North Victoria, for

instance, after considerable experience in the

matter within a brief period, we find an

agent imperilling his candidate's election by

issuing dinner-tickets to favourite voters.

This might be attributed to ignorance of the

law—though that is, of course, no excuse

—

but it appears that he had been specially

warned against it, as an illegal practice by

Mr. Hector Cameron. Perhaps he thought

that the election law did not extend to the

frontier of civihzation. The case is yet in

court, so far as the legal liability of the par-

ties is concerned, and we only notice it to

protest against the course taken by the Globe

a few days ago. It is a deliberate attempt

to prejudge an election case, reserved for

judicial decision. We have Globe law laid

down, with journalistic infallibility, as '\i the

Judge needed ex cathedra instruction from

the editor. The facts are distorted wofully

—as for instance, where it states that Mr.

Cameron knew that the act contemplated by

Peters was illegal, and yet suppresses the

fact, that he told Peters it was illegal. He
prefers giving the exculpatory version of

Peters, who by this time is aware that he is

probably obnoxious to a heavy penalty. The

editor of the Globe is not very kind to his

friends, as Messrs. Mills and Blake can tes-

tify, but specially unscrupulous in dealing

with his opponents, of whom Mr. Cameron

is one. Why does he make a parade of law

in a case sub judice'i Does he. hope to bias

the Judge's mind, by expressing a hope that

he will decide in favour of a good Reformer .'*

No ; he is not fatuous enough for that. His

hope is to prejudice—to poison the pubHc

mind in advance, on a matter with which he

has no legitimate concern. He cannot expect

to hold his whip in terrorem over the bench
;

but it is evident that he designs another

Kenealy howl against it, should it dare to

differ from him. The comments might as

well have appeared after judgment as before

it, but that would not suit him : the object

being to popularize law of the ex parte kind,

and snatch a hasty verdict from a promis-

cuous public. If Osgoode Hall law and

Globe law agree, so much the better for the

former ; if not, then will follow in turn, sur-

prise, grief, anger, and invective degenerating

into vulgar abuse. In all civilized countries,

it is considered improper in a respectful

journal, to anticipate a judicial decision ; but

it becomes in the highest degree disgraceful,

when its object is to prejudice a pohtical

opponent, and to influence popular passion,

where the case demands the patient calmness

of a judicial mind.

The failure of the Government to carry

through the Civil Service Bill, which they

introduced early in the session, was a cause

of no little disappointment to their em-

ployes, and may be considered in some

measure a matter for public regret. Two
years ago it became evident that the scale

of salaries established many years since was

quite unadapted to the existing prices of

commodities, and, as a temporary measure

of relief, a sum was voted sufficient to enable

the Government to supplement the salaries

of the civil servants by a bonus of about 15

per cent. The present Government not

being prepared, in the first session after

their advent to power, to attempt anything

like a general and definitive readjustment

of salaries, followed the example of their

predecessors, and took a vote of about the

same amount as the previous one for the

same purpose. This year, it appeared as if

they had made up their minds to give the

service their attention and to organize it in a

satisfactory manner ; but again the whole

thing has been thrown over, and we are not
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sure whether pro\ision has even been made

for continuing the bonus to which a pre-

scription of two years would seem to have

given the employes a kind of cijuitable, if

not legal, title. The Bill that was withdrawn

provided for a permanent advance of the

salar)' limits of the several classes into which

the service was divided, and would certainly

have placed the whole service on a ma-

terially better footing. Its failure was due

partly to the fact that the session was a very

busy one, and partly, it would appear, to

the objections expressed by certain promi-

nent members of the House at finding the

Deputy Heads of Departments, who two

years ago had received a permanent increase

of $400 to their salaries, or 23 per cent.

—

the rest of the service receiving by way of

bonus only 15—included in the new Bill for

a further increase of equal amount. What-

ever the reason was, there is no doubt the

Bill was coldly received by the House, and

the Government not feeling deeply interested

in it themselves, and, having plenty of im-

portant work on hand, allowed it quietly to

fall through.

There is only too much reason to believe

that the House of Commons does not fully

realize the nature of the tasks which the con-

duct of official business involves, or the im-

possibility of securing the amount of educa-

tion, ability and zeal, absolutely required in

the higher posts of the civil service, without

paying salaries which, compared with those

ordinarily given in commercial employments,

must appear high. A little more or less of

trained judgment, or of attention to duty on

the part of an official may make a very im-

portant difference to public interests. In or-

der that there may be a trained judgment

there must, in the first instance, be a judg-

ment to train, and, in the second place, a

more or less prolonged experience ; and

when a man of superior natural abilities, has

by length of service, acquired a store of spe-

cial knowledge (jualifying him for tiie dis-

charge of important duties, it is only rij;ht

that he should be compensated in proportion

to his usefulness. At best, the emoluments

of such men in the Civil Service fall very far

short of what it is fair to suppose they would

have earned in any other suitable career. A
country barrister in this Province thinks but

poorly of his luck if, after a few years prac-

tice, he does not earn from $2,000 to $2,500

or $3,000 per annum, an income which few

Civil Servants can ever attain, and those only

after an average service of, perhaps, twenty-

five years.

If greater confidence were felt in the ad-

ministration of the service, if the public and

the House of Commons were satisfied that

merit was consistently rewarded, and ineffi-

ciency or idleness treated as they would be

in private establishments, there probably

would be no backwardness in making suffi-

ciently liberal provision for the deserving.

But this confidence is felt nowhere, and the

House of Commons knows only too well the

reason why. Ministers are less to blame in

this matter than their supporters : left to

themselves, they would, for the most part, deal

fairly enough ; for is it not to their interest

to put efficient men into the best positions,

and, generally, to satisfy all reasonable

claims ? The real trouble is that members

of the House want to be able to use their

political influence now and then in securing

appointments, and in forwarding the interests

of their friends ; and knowing this, and

knowing that others are animated by the

same views, and that in consequence of this

interference the Civil Service is not what it

ought to be, they have pious scrfiples as to

establishing too high a scale of salaries. If

their piety would take the form of abstaining

from what, in the eye of the law, is "undue

influence," it would command very much

more respect.

We are strongly of ojMnion that one of the

most important duties which the Govern-

ment has now to perform is to organise the

Civil Service on some sound, rational, and

just basis. The country wants elUcient ser-
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yice more and more, as its population

increases, and as its interests become of

greater magnitude. Thoroughly efficient

service can only be had when ^political in-

fluence has ceased to have anything to do

with the fortunes of public employes, and

each man feels that he has only his own

merit to rely on to push him forward. We
were glad to see Mr. Casey, member for

East Elgin, attempting to grapple with this

subject, in the House. His proposition, that

the competitive system should be introduced

into this country, is one that should receive

early and earnest consideration, and we trust

he will return to the subject next session.

Mr. Mackenzie's resolutions of last Ses-

sion have been answered by a Royal grant

of Amnesty. The only alteration concerns

Riel and Lepine alone, and it takes the

shape of addition, involving forfeiture of civil

rights during their five years' exile. There

is a great objection to this new condition.

In the first place we think the Crown is

hardly justified in depriving any man of his

civil rights, except by sanctioning a bill of

attainder. It has doubtless a right to an-

nex any conditions it pleases to a pardon
;

but these conditions should not be of dubi-

ous constitutionality. Besides, if they are

to absent themselves from the Dominion for

five years, how can they possibly exercise

and enjoy their " civil rights therein V The

enforced exile covers the exercise of every

right, civil or social, within the forbidden

limits, and this new condition is therefore

superfluous verbiage—a crotchet, in fact, of

Earl Carnarvon's.

The question of consolidating our Uni-

versities into one great national University,

worthy of the Province, is too important to

be discussed in a paragraph. We desire,

however, to commend to all our collegiate

institutions the practical suggestion of Mr.

Goldwin Smith. It is evident from the com-

ments which have already appeared that the

plan is opposed, in a great measure, because

it is not understood. The opposition is

based upon a variety of reasons irreconcil-

ablewith one another, and all chiefly founded

upon misapprehension. Now, it is evident

that these misapprehensions ought to be

cleared away as soon as possible. The

longer they exist the more inveterate they

will grow, until they appear unassailable argu-

ments. When they are removed out of the

way, we shall be able to measure intelligibly

the merits of the plan. The legislature has

been far too lavish in bestowing University

powers ; not because they have been un-

worthily bestowed, but because the division

of our intellectual strength into five or six

parts, places it at a disadvantage—trans-

mutes it, in fact, into weakness. Now, in

order that the consolidation may be properly

understood, it is necessary in the first place

that the institutions interested should confer

upon it. The suggestion is that a conven-

tion of representatives from all our Univer-

sities and Colleges should be held, at as

early a date as possible, to consider the

question. There is nothing which commits

any one to the decision arrived at by the

convention which, of course, could claim no

legal status. Indeed it would be merely a

deliberative body of men assembled to ex-

change views, and to gain information on a

most important subject. It could be easily

and speedily organised, and its consultations

would certainly be, in any case, of great ad-

vantage to the interests of higher education.

Moreover, a convention would be, in every

way, more satisfactory than a Parliamentary

Committee or a Governmental Commission,

The man who suggested the Shakspear-

ean ter-centennial of 1864 has much to an-

swer for. He may not have anticipated the

full extent of the evil he was entailing upon

the world, any more than did Pandora, when

a fatal curiosity led her to open the mischief-

bearing box. Of course he did not foresee

it all in its hideous proportions, for even
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now no one can predict the end. Perhaps,

like other fashions, it will pass away and be

succeeded by some more rational and abid-

ing evidence of our appreciation of literary

worth. Be that as it may, it is certain that

ever since that luckless twenty-third of

Aoril we have been fairly pestered witii Cen-

tejinial celebrations, at which men inij)ro-

vise their knowledge of a genius, and work

up a factitious enthusiasm for him, botli of

which endure, like Jonah's gourd, for a

night. Our .American cousin has had no

special mine of Centennial Bnnnmagem to

work ; but in Britain and on the Continent

there is no lack of material, malleable or

ductile to any degree of tenuity. The time

of Brother Jonathan, for which bewailed with

exemplary patience, has now come round,

and if any one can sicken the world of Cen-

tennials, he is the man to do it. The Phila-

delphia celebration of next year, coupled

with an International E.xhibition, is per-

haps an allowable form of the fever. The
American's knowledge of his country's his-

tory, though imperfect and onesided, is

something real, and his patriotic enthusiasm

has the ring of the true metal about it.

Englishmen, who are the only people who
might be supposed to take umbrage at so

ostentatious a glorification of Vorktown or

Saratoga, are quite ])repared to take part

in the Exhibition. They have long since

recognised the truth, that .'Xdanis and Jeffer-

son. Franklin and Washington were in the

right, and that Grenville, North, and George

III. were terribly in the vTong. It is per-

haps hard that the sins of the fathers should

be visited upon the children in the shape of

4th July orations, l)ut they must resignedly

submit themselves to an universal law

without murmur and without grimace.

There is no fear but the Englishman will take

his punishment in good part, he is sure to

" come up smiling " after every round ; it is

the Frenchman, the German, the Russian,

or the Italian who will shrug the shoulder,

.shudder at, and then unmercifully satirize,

the rampant spread-eagleism he is com-

pelled to witness.

At the same time the energy and zeal of

the Americans in urging forward the prepa-

rations for the Exhibition deserve success,

and we hope they will obtain it. It would

be a subject of deep regret everywhere—and

no where to a greater degree than in Britain

and her Colonies, if it should be otherwise.

Though Americans do not always give us

credit for it, we have a real and sincere

attachment to our kinsmen of the American

Union—an honest admiration and pride in

all that is really good and great in their cha-

racter ; and we wish them the highest mea-

sure of national prosperity. Aii rcste, we

can afford to pass lightly over the follies and

foibles of the young giant, who has achieved

so much of which he has a right to be proud

within the narrow limits of a century. Cer-

tainly Canada will cheerfully take her part

in the Centennial, and in doing so will per-

form faithfully, to the extent of her power,

a duty which good neighbourhood and close

intercourse impose upon her.

Now if the Americans would be content

with the great Centennial all would be well
;

but unfortunately there are a lot of little

Centennials. They surround the great one,

as his satellites surround Jupiter ; would,

that like him, they* were content with four.

There are seven years in wliich to workup

a host of Centennials. It may be that the

patient will mend after '76, but for the next

eighteen monthsor so, he issure to suffer from

the hecatostic fever which has laid its heavy

hand upon him. First in the list was the 19th

ultimo, when " the shot heard round the

world " was fired, and the first blood spilt

in the revolutionary struggle. The battle,

or skirmish as we should call it, look place

partly at Concord and jjartly at Lexington,

Mass., and hence has arisen a controversy

which affords the HfraU an oi)ening for a

vast display of erudition. Concord and

Lexington both claim the honours. The

matter seems to stand in this way :—a squad
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of soldiers fired on a group of n:iilitia gathered

at Lexington at one in the morning ; the cru-

cial question is, did the latter return the fire?

If they did not, then Lexington must give

way to Concord. The weight of authority

seems to show that a few did fire at random,

contrary to orders, but " there was nobody

hurt." The real " battle " began at Con-

cord, at half-past nine, when a small body

of troops, passing through the town, sud-

denly encountered a superior force, and had

to endure besides a fusillade fire from the

houses. Finding it impossible to make

headway, the regulars retired " in the same

order as they had advanced," whilst the

Americans advanced in " independent"

form. A series of running skirmishes went

on, the British falling back on their sup-

ports. At Lexington was Lord Hugh

Percy, with two small field-pieces and a

force variously stated. The field-pieces

finished the business and ended the day,

Percy and force retiring to Bunker Hill.

Such was the famous battle of Concord and

Lexington, which is described in a " senti-

ment" for the Centennial, as "like the ma-

jestic Union which it brought into existence,

now and for ever, one and indivisible." It

seems to us, and we have followed the

American authorities, that it is clearly divi-

sible into two parts, of which the latter was

a clear defeat and not a victory. We need

not detail the glories of the Centennial.

How "orations" were delivered, "acres"

of bunting displayed, toasts and sentiments

drunk, bonfires and fireworks consumed,

all in the august presence of Gen. Grant,

Cabinet, and suite.

On the 20th May is to be held another

Centennial at Mecklenburgh, N.C. It arises

from the fact that that State declared its

independence over a year in advance of the

national declaration. Gen. Grant was in-

vited, but ungraciously declined, administer-

ing what the Herald calls an " imperial

snub." 17th June we may be sure

of a Bunker Hill Centennial, and so on ad

libitum. What astonishes us is that our

neighbours did not begin, ten years ago, at

the beginning, by celebrating the Centennial

of the passing of the Grenville Stamp Act.

We observe that even the Spanish residents

in New York have caught the contagion,

although they seem obliged to content them-

selves with a paltry anniversary, that of the

death of Cervantes, which was commemo-
rated suo ??iore wtth religious ceremony.

Great importance was attached to the re-

sult of the Connecticut election, owing to

the defeat of the Democracy in New Hamp-
shire. In the latter State the Republicans

repudiated the idea of a third Presidential

term, and triumphed ; in the former they

approved of it, and have been defeated.

It is generally admitted that this virtually

settles the question. Gen. Grant appears

to be reconstructing his Cabinet in an odd

way. His Attorney-General and one Se-

cretary at least are going out, and it has

been hinted that he purposes, by degrees,

to have an entirely new set. It this be true,

the idea of keeping the politicians anxious

and subservient, by dismissing his advisers

in squads of two, is at least an mgenious

one.

The New York Legislature is extremel)

active at present. Gov. Tilden has cer-

tainly discharged his duty faithfully in the

matter of the canal frauds. What was sup-

posed to be merely a bid for political capi-

tal, has turned out to be an honest eftbrt to

expose and punish a series ofgigantic pecu-^

lations. The investigation is still in pro-

gress, and the exposure of downright

robbery on a grander scale than that of

Tweed & Co., is scarcely credible to an out-

sider. In order to have more effective con-

trol over all the State officers, the Governor

proposed that an Act should be passed

giving him power to remove, for cause, any

official. The Removal Bill passed the As-

sembly, but was amended in the Senate, by
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providing that the Governor should merely

have the power of submitting a complaint

in such cases to the courts. This, of course,

seems the opener and fairer way, particularly

when the inculpated officer has been elected

by the people. But it must not be lost

sight of, that in American courts an accused

person has tremendous advantages, and that

the Governor would be weighted in any

such contest. Besides, he has the best op-

portunity of judging the characters of his

subordinates. There may be many points

taken together, and observed in constant

intercourse, which could hardly be substan-

tiated in court, or might not impress the

judge as they ought. However, the Senate

Bill passed. The attitude of the Governor

has alarmed the municipal rings of New
York, and their trepidation has not been al-

layed by the debates on the City Charter

Bill. The Mayor, with Tammany Hall at

his back, is making open war on Tilden.

All the leading ward-politicians have been

at Albany, including " Boss " Kelly and

e.v-pugilist and gambler Morrissey. They

cannot effect much, however, because the

Assembly supports the Governor ; but it is

possible that a permanent division in tlie

Democracy may occur, such as took place

between Tammany and Mozart Halls, in

the time of Fernando Wood.

All these, and other exciting topics have

been thrown into the shade by theenthrone-

n-.ent of Cardinal McCloskey, on the 27th

ult. The Herald has been unusually active,

and its power of invention taxed to its

utmost limit. The jjublication of the Allocu-

tion before its delivery to the Sacred College;

the page uj)on jiage of dissertation on the

nature of the Cardinal's office, whether he be

Cardinal Bishop, Priest, Deacon, ox in petto

;

the biographiesofCurdinals, past and i^resent;

and all else that could be copied, gleaned, or

invented, must have wearied even one ol the

devout. This went on for some time, and

we thought the theme had been exhausted.

Hut the resources of the Haald are practi-

cally illimitable. It began again a few days

before the " imposing" ceremony, with a full-

page biography of the New York Cardinal,

and went on with perilous ease till, on the

momentous Tuesday, it launched into music,

publishing what it calls selections, in full

score, of a Te Deum specially composed for

the occasion—in its own phrase, " The sub-

lime verses of SS. Ambrose and Augustine,

illustrated by the Divine Art." Of this

" noble paean of triumph," as the Herald

gives it, it is difficult to make out head or tail

—or rather these are the only things we can

make out. In the final invocation, for in-

stance, "/« te Domine speravi &ic., No. 6 ends

with sper, and No. 7 begins with the syllable

ter of (cternufn" '^ne cotifKudar in" being

missing entirely. However, the " selec-

tions" are quite as intelligible as a good deal

of other music that has been performed and

published. All this is very edifying, but the

climax is reached in the publication of an

interview between a Herald reporter and the

Pope. There is of course, a long and tedious

description of the Vatican, and the Vatican

Gardens and of the Pope and Cardinal Anton-

elli, both ofwhom were characteristically affa-

ble. The interview, and all that happened,

expanded by judicious padding, fill a page.

Ah! we have indeed fallen on evil days, when

Infallibility consents to be " interviewed

"

by an agent of James Gordon Bennett. The

dialogue is of the most paltry and jejune

character. We have read many graphic

accounts of the conversational powers and

many pleasing sketches of the benign and

and jiious character of the Pontiff; but this

is a sad falling off. No doubt, both His

Holiness and Mr. Bennett know on which

side their bread is buttered, and have a sub-

stantial reason for cultivating the favour of

large masses of the American population.

But if the former desires to ai)pear in a better

light than a hero is said to appear to his

valet, he ought never again to permit a

Herald reponer to cross the threshold of the

Vatican.
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In Great Britain, Mr. Disraeli's Govern-

ment continues its policy of quiescence,

varied by wearying discussions on half-way

measures. The Premier promised a great

deal, but the performances are sufficient

evidence of the equivocal nature of the pro-

mises. The measures have been introduced,

and nearly all of them will be passed, if

necessary, by sweeping majorities, but they

satisfy no one interested in effective legis-

lation on the various subjects to which they

refer. Perhaps the greatest disappointment of

the Session took place just before the Easter

holidays, when Lord Cairns, suddenly and

for no obvious reason, withdrew the Supreme

Court of Appeal Bill. It was not because

the measure was ill-considered, since it had

been manipulated successively by Lords

Hatherly and Selborne, as well as by Lord

Cairns himself. The Bill pleased the Bench

and the profession, and yet it was burked

without warning, to please the Conservative

committee—a sort of esoteric body, who are

supposed to look after the dignities and priv-

ileges of the Lords. It did not appear ne-

cessary, since the reaction, to give up the

appellate jurisdiction ; they were willing to

surrender it during the Gladstone adminis-

tration, but now, although every one knows

it to be a farce, they found themselves reluc-

tant to part with it, and so the bill went by

the board or rather, was strangled by its

author.

Again Mr. Disraeli promised that his

Government should shine out with unusual

effulgence on social questions. Other gov-

ernments might take pleasure in " harassing

and unsettling questions," it was his function

to look after the poor and socially disabled.

A number of such bills have been intro-

duced, it is true, but none of them touches

the core of its subject-matter. The Tenant-

Right Bill which was to do such great things

for the farmers, and to promote which, Mr.

Clare-Read himself, one of their number,

took office, is repudiated as worse than use-

less. The bill is in fact a bill to grant

tenant compensation for unexhausted im-

provements, if the landlord chooses to give

it him. The Registration of Deeds Bill is

optional in its effect ; all the measures offer

a series of options and unfortunately the

option is always given to the wrong party.

Now this method of legislation may suit the

time, but it will not suit all times ; and the

mischief is that at a season when one party

is nearly annihilated and the other unques-

tionably dominant, and therefore a season pe-

culiarly adapted for considering and ma-

turing effective social legislation, the milk-

and-water policy is deliberately adopted.

Mr. Disraeli's talents we admire, and we are

not very sorrj'that he succeeded as he did, but

his success should be used to some purpose.

As it is, he is enacting in Parliament the

fable of the old man, his son, and the ass

—

trying to please everyone and pleasing none.

A little of the policy of " Thorough " would

not be amiss at present, though not in the

Laudian sense.

On the appearance of Mr. Gladstone in

his place, on two or three occasions, he was

received with sincere applause. Without

assuming his old post as liberal leader—al-

though he virtually did so on one occasion

—he certainly occupied it in the opinion of

the House. Lord Hartington is a respec-

table stop-gap who does very well as leader,

when there is very little to do and nobody

else available to do it. Mr. Lowe, who al-

ways shows to better advantage in Opposi-

tion than in place, because he has no power

to worry anyone or any class, has done well

—much better, though with less brilliancy,

than when he opposed the Liberal Reform

Bill as a member of the Cave. Mr. Bright

does not appear inclined to waste his

strength for nought, and has, therefore, pre-

served an almost unbroken silence. Mr.

Goschen has principally distinguished him-

self by an unsuccessful attempt to take

away the peculiar advantages enjoyed by the

Scotch banks. The rest of the party have
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worked on as best they could under suffici-

ently dispiriting circumstances.

One of the occasions on which Mr. Bright

addressed the House was in opposition to

Dr. Kenealy's ridiculous motion for a Royal

Commission to inquire into the management

of the Tichborne trial. He agreed with

the Government and the Opposition in

concurring with the verdict of the jury and

in opposing the issue of a Commission. It

is difficult to see what object Dr. Kenealy

could have had in occupying three hours of

the House's time, for it was not his, and

keeping up a futile and senseless agitation

out of doors, unless a purely selfish object.

His present position is no doubt a painful

one, but he deliberately chose it for himself.

His "Magna Charta " agitation, though com-

paratively harmless, is none the less crimi-

nal on his part. No man of education has a

right to offer to an ignorant mob the pretext

for noisy assembling with no rational pur-

pose. His mob is not so formidable as the

Chartist mob of 1848, because it is not half

as intelligent The Orton mania, as it is

called, is only one of the safety-valves of

popular passion and unreason, which blow

off steam at intervals, but it is not the less

disgraceful to Dr. Kenealy that he should

have opened it As for his motion, it was

rejected by 433 to i. As the tellers Kenealy

and Whalley would not be counted, there

must be one other mad constituency besides

Stoke and Peterborough.

The affairs of France have been exceed-

ingly dull since the Assembly adjourned.

The quiet may be merely on the surface

;

yet the Republic seems to have got into

partial working order with admirable ease.

Yet the Left are not entirely at rest. The ex-

treme Conservative tone of M. liuffet and the

Imperialist machinations trouble them, and

it is possible that when the elections for the

Senate and the (juestion of dissolution come

up in the Assembly, there may be serious

dissension amongst the allied parlies. The

Due Decazes, Foreign Minister, is one of

the firmest friends of peace, and yet the Ber-

lin Post, in an article sent to London on
good authority as the expression of Bis-

marck's views, insinuates that Marshal Mc-
Mahon and his army, prompted by the

Orleanists, are trying to hurry France into

war. There can be no truth in such a story,

and the article has perhaps been disavowed.

Still it shows that a dangerous and malignant

spirit possesses Germany, which may at any

moment break out in mischief

The visit of the Emperor Francis Joseph

to Venice, as a friend and ally of Victor

Emmanuel, must have gratified both poten-

tates. To the former especially, his enthu-

siastic reception by his former subjects— the

peoplewho so heartily abhorred the Tedeschi

while under their galling yoke—could not

fail to be agreeable, and perhaps affecting.

Whether the visit had any political signifi-

cance, either in relation to Germany or the

Pope, may be doubted. In all probability, it

only indicated a desire on the Emperor's

part, to show that the last drop of bitterness,

left by the memories of Magenta and Sol-

ferino, had evaporated. As for Spain, there

is little to be said, except [that she con-

tinues in a deplorable condition. Alfonso

XII. does not get on as well as he appeared

to promise. The unhappy country is loaded

with debt, harassed by conscriptions and mili-

tary retjuisitions, and yet the Carlists are

I

unconquered. The stories of wholesale deser-

! tion from their camp are probably, to a great

1 extent, invented at Madrid. Moreover,

\

Cabrera, who went over to the young

j

rnonarch, has not done as much as was ex-

i pected of him, principally, no doubt, because

nobody believes in iiini.

Bismarck seems determined to keep Eu-

rope in hot water. The rumour of his

liressure upon Italy to induce her to repeal

the Papal Guarantees Bill, and compel the

PontitT to behave better to Germany, is
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questionable. At the same time, Germany

feels sore at the non-success of her ecclesi-

astical policy, perhaps not the less because

Austria has been equally a sinner, without

bringing the hierarchy down upon her. This

may be what is meant in the Berlin Post^

when it asserts that the friendly relations

existing between Berlin and Vienna will

continue, while Count Andrassy remains in

power at the latter capital, and no longer.

But, not to speak of France, there is a

speck of war in a north-easterly direction.

Bismarck has sent a letter peremptory, if

not positively menacing, to Belgium, and it

is said to the Hague, demanding repressive

legislation, so as to silence Ultramontane

sympathizers, and to protect himself from

;

assassination. Now the pleas urged fori

this course are founded on certain addresses

!

of the Roman Catholic Bishops to the Ger-

'

man Bishops, as far back as the commence-

ment of the struggle between the Pope and

Bismarck ; on another address of sympathy

to the Bishop of Paderborn ; and thirdly, on

the so-called Duchesne plot against the

Chancellor's life. It has been well remarked,

that so far as the addresses are concerned,

Bismarck might, with equal propriety, have

written to England, and, we may add, the

United States on the subject. It surely is

the very madness of an unruly and un-

reasonable nature to entertain the idea that

any State, ruled by constitutional principles,

would yield to the demand made upon Bel-

gium. The assassination plot seems a more

serious matter, but in reality, it affords

much less ground for the imperious letter.

The Duchesne plot, so called, has been un-

der investigation for sometime, and the case

is still pending, so that German interference

was at least indecorous. Besides, it ap-

pears probable that the plot is no plot at

all. An English journal observes that, "it

is pretty certain that the Duchesne plot con-

sisted merely of the ravings of a drunken

artizan, ravings which never grew into any

sort of true conspiracy." Here then are

the paltry pretexts on which Bismarck tried

the bullying system on the little kingdom

of Belgium. The reader will readily call to

mind the celebrated Benedetti treaty of

1870, purporting to be a secret compact

between France and Prussia, by which,

amongst other provisions, it was stipulated

that Prussia should aid France to take pos-

session of Belgium, and to hold it against

any other power. Now, whether Napoleon

drafted the paper, or whether, as France

alleged, it was dictated to Benedetti by

Bismarck, is now of little consequence. The
result of its publication was, that a fresh

guarantee of Belgian independence was en-

tered into by the Powers, which is still

binding. The consequence is that Belgium,

naturally plucky, has felt inspired to greater

boldness, by her knowledge that the big

boys are behind her. The reply was spirited,

dignified, and conclusive. Another case,

that of an Ultramontane editor in Bavaria,

is reported. He was sentenced to ten

months' imprisonment for writing against

Bismarck, but escaped into Austria, and

now his extradition has been demanded,

not by Bavaria, but by Bismarck. Such are

the petty acts, by which the Chancellor is

destroying all confidence in the permanence

of peace. The name of Bismarck will al-

ways be associated with much that is great

and glorious ; for the unification of Germany

would immortalise any name. Let us hope

that it will not also be remembered as that

of " the disturber of the peace of Europe."
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CURRENT LITERATURE,

THE Fortnightly of the month does not

possess its usual interest for Canadian

readers, because several of its articles are on

purely English subjects. The opening paper,

on " The First and Last Catastrophe," by Prof.

Clifford, is a vei7 striking one. The writer's

style is remarkably lucid ; his confidence in his

conclusions always strong ; and his zeal to im-

press them indelibly on his readers' minds
seems to increase in proportion as the prospect

he unfolds to humanity grows drearier. The
object of the lecture, for such it originally was.

is
•' to consider speculations of quite recent days

about the beginning and the end of the world."

The first step is a thorough exposition of the

molecular theory of matter, which is based on

the speculations of Prof. Clerk Maxwell. The
hearer or reader is warned that although De-
mocritus believed in the Atomic theory, it was
a mere guess. As taught by modern science,

on the contrary, it is a theory only to this ex-

tent—that it accounts systematically and con-

sistently for ascertained facts, and that no
other theory does so. It is evident that the

negatives clause of this definition is its weak
point, because we can predicate nothing about

future theories. We have then an elaborate

and interesting description of the molecules,

their properties and their motions, which well

deserve attentive perusal. On one point, Prof.

Clifford is at issue with Prof. Clerk Maxwell,

for whom he entertains the deepest respect.

" Now Prof. Clerk Maxwell argues," says the

writer, "that things which are unalterable, and

are exactly alike, cannot have been fomied by

any natural process. Moreover, being exactly

alike, they cannot have existed forever, and,

therefore, they must have been made. As Sir

John Herschel said, they bear the stamp of

the manufactured article ?
" This, of course in-

volves the idea of creation and consequently the

belief in a Creator. To this, of course. Prof.

Clifford at once demurs, as he is compelled to

do, because in a previous lecture he had de-

clared, " that to assert that mind can influence

matter, is neither true nor untrue, but non-

sense." He, therefore, falls back upon the

evolution theory to account for the existence of

the molecules. The description of the evidence

by which the |)roximate cciu.dity in weight and
rates of vibration of the molecules is established,

affords an excellent example of scientific me-
thod ; but space forbids further reference to it

here. To come to the final catastrophe, here

is the result:
— " In any case, all we know is

that the sun is going out. If we fall into the

sun, we shall be fried ; if we go away from the

sun, or the sun goes out, we shall be frozen . . .

one of these two things must take place in time."

On the whole, the Professor inclines to the

freezing theor>'. We can only give now his

conclucling words. He is referring to the dis-

taste many will feel for his doctrines :

—
" Our

interest, it seems to me, lies with so much of

the past as may seem to guide our actions in

the present, and to intensify our pious alle-

giance to the fathers who have gone before us,

and the brethren who are with us ; and our in-

terest lies with so much of the future, as we may
hope will be apprecial^ly affected by our good
actions now. Beyond that, as it seems to me,
we do not know, and we ought not to care. Do
I seem to say, ' Let us eat and drink, for to-

morrow we die ?
' Far from it ; on the con-

trary, I say, ' Let us take hands and help, for

this day we are alive together.' " And this is

the gospel according to Clifford.

We have dwelt upon this paper at some
length, because the subject is of absorbing in-

terest, especially in these transitional times; our

references to the other portions of the number
must, therefore, be brief. Mr. Morley concludes

his monogram on ''Diderot." As this instalment

occupies twenty pages, any adequate account of

it is out of the question. Of its ability there

can be no question and. we may add, of its va-

lue. To those who shrink from the great En-
cyclopaedist's Atheism, and can feel little of

Mr. Morley's sympathy with him, it is a ser-

viceable record, graphically and faithfully given,

of the successive steps by which a man of dis-

tinguished ability— setting out with hatred for

the Roman Church, may pass through the va-

ried phases of doubt, until he lands at last in

blank Atheism. One sentence iiuoted by the

writer from Meister may be given, " When I

recall Diderot, the immense variety of his ideas,

the amazing multiplicity of his knowledge, the

rapid llight, the warmth, the impetuous tumult

of his imagination, all the charm and all the

disorderof his conversation, 1 venture to liken

his character to Nature herself as he used to

conceive her rich, fertile, abounding in genns
of every sort, gentle and fierce, simple and ma-
jestic, worthy and sublime, without any domi-
nating [principle, without master and without a

God."
Mr. .Swinbvirne's poem, entitled "A Vision

of Spring in Winter," is an exceedingly pleasing

example of its author's peculiar style, but it is

marred occasionally by affected forms of dic-

tion. Mr. Roberts's able paper on " The Poor
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Law and the Peasantry," is a protest against the

present system of out-door relief. He asserts

that it " has had a most potent effect in keeping
down the wages of the farm-labourer, in de-

stroying his self-reliance and independence of

character, in training him in the use of subter-

fuge and deceit, and in deadening, to an appal-

ling extent, his natural affections." All these

assertions are proved by facts of a most aston-

ishing character, arranged in a series of

sketches illustrating the habits, not of the born-
pauper, but of the tolerably well-to-do labourer

during his life from marriage to death
" Isaac Casaubon " is a very flattering criti-

cism of the Rev. Mark Pattison's biography of

the great scholar, the laborious annotator of

Athena?us and Polybius. Mr. Pattison is prin-

cipally, if not entirely, known to the general

public, as the author of one of the ablest, and
at the same time, least alarming of the cele-

brated '' Essays and Reviews," entitled, " Ten-
dencies of Religious Thought in England, 1688-

1750." The controversy over that collection

of papers is almost forgotten; people have got

far beyond their comparatively mild infusion

of German rationalism, and the writer of the

first of them is now Bishop of Exeter. We hear

a great deal more about Mr. Pattison than

Casaubon in Mr. Morison's paper. Perhaps
this is as it should be, since Casaubon seems,

in reality, to be only a peg on which an admira-
ble style and a clear and vigorous insight into

•character and opinion have hung a finely-

wrought product of their own.
Mr. Torrance's paper on " Tenant Right," is

an elaborate account of its character, its divisi-

.ons, and the distinction between them. Clearly

the Duke of Richmond's bill, which leans to the

landlord, and makes the succour permissive,

finds no favour in the writer's eyes. Mr. Thorn-
ton, the well-known economist writes on " The
Economical Definition of Wealth." His prin-

cipal aim is to insist that wealth has two
senses—in one of which it is confined to mater-
ial wealth, and in the other, includes imma-
terial wealth. He shows that national wealth
only consists of the former, and that many falla-

cies such as that national debts are parts of the

national riches, and that an inflated currency

is wealth, have arisen from not observing the

distinction. The paper should be read, perhaps,

more attentively on this side the water than on
the other. We regret that we cannot find room
for a notice of Mr. Lang's striking article on
" Homer and his Critics." It is a fine specimen
of what might be called slashing, but certainly

is not offensive, criticism on Mr. Paley's recent

attempt to out-do Wolf in Homeric criticism.

The paper is well worth attentive perusal, and
we commend it to all classical students.

The Contemporary opens with a contribution

to the Gladstone controversy, entitled, "A
Jesuit Father on Papal Infallibility." The work

, cited is only valuable for the facts and argu-

.6

ments it contains, since its author was expelled
from the Order for its publication. Louis
Maimbourg was a Jesuit, in Louis XIV's reign,

of fifty-six years' standing. He had entered the

order at the age of sixteen, for no other reason
apparently than because his father had endowed
the seminary of his native place. He appears
to have been a theological free-lance, for he
had assailed Calvinists and Jansenists, and then
wound up with a fierce onslaught on the Ultra-

montanes. For writing his work on Papal
Infallibility, Innocent XL expelled him from
the order. Mr. Baverstock, in the paper before
us, adds no arguments of his own, but gives

many copious extracts from Maimbourg's scarce
work. They are extremely valuable for their

strong array of facts against Infallibility, many
of which are new to us, accustomed though we
have been of late to see the precedents arrayed
on both sides of the controversy.

Mr. Peter Bayne's paper on " The Cove-
nanters, Charles II., and Argyle," is lengthy, but
exceedingly interesting. As a matter of course,

because it is a matter of patriotism, the

writer sympathises strongly with " the perse-

cuted remnant." But he is not blind to their

faults, which he exposes freely. He even apo
logises for Charles's breach of his oath in fa-

vour of the Covenant, on the ground of his

youth at the time the oath was taken He eulo-

gises the Westminster Assembly, and regrets

that Presbyterianism was not firmly estab-

lished in England. Perhaps, from a national

bias, of which we do not seriously complain,

he gives more credit to his countrymen in the

fight with the First Charles, than is their due.

He defends the " sale" of the first Charles to

the Parliament on the ground that the money
was a debt which ought to have been paid long

ago, and that it was by chance that its pay-

ment and the giving up of Charles occurred

at the same time. We should like to ask Mr.
Bayne one question, which will shed light on
the matter :—Suppose A owes B a large sum of

money, and B despairs of getting it, finally ac-

cepting a note, which is discounted at a heavy
rate ; does it matter much whether the shave
is a deduction from the face value of the note,

or the surrender of the person of a king .^

Of ProfessorWhitney, of Yale, we have heard
before, as the author of much intemperate cri-

ticism in a work reviewed in our pages more
than a year ago—" Oriental and Linguistic

Studies." In that volume he assailed, with

almost personal rancour, Prof. Max Miiller's

Vedic History and his works on Language, and
also the works of Schleicher and Steinthal.

His present paper, " Are Languages Institu-

tions .'' " is, as far as the first part is concerned,

a tolerably good-tempered argument in favour

of a theory of language. But in the second, he
launches out in the old style of peevish and
petulant criticism against the Oxford professor,

partly because he has ignored the Yale profes-
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sor, and partly because he has opposed his

theory without studyin^j his books.

Mr. Davies's genial and appreciative paper on
" Thomas Love Peacock," chiefly known as a

memorialist of Shelley, will certainly have the

effect he designs of inducing many to read the

now collected edition of that writer's works.

The specimens and general sketches given of
" Headlong Hall," "Crochet Castle," " Night-

mare Abbey," " Maid Marian," and finally

" Gryll Grange," disclose a fund of delicate

humour and a wealth of description, both of

character and scenery, certainly unique of

their kind. The author's classical and fasti-

dious taste had chastened his style to a degree

of refinement we look for in vain, as the writer

says, " in Sterne, in Swift, or even in Fielding."

Mr. St. George Mivart's paper, on "Instinct and
Reason." is another that we regret being unable

to favour with a lengthened notice. Like Dr.

Carpenter, he believes that there is an impassa-

ble gulf fi.ved between instinct and reason, and
this he essays to prove from the side of instinct.

We need not inform those who have read

"The Genesis of Species," that Mr. Mivart is

not a Darwinian.
The Earl of Pembroke contributes a short

paper on "The Bogeys of the Day." They are

such as these: the irreconciliable dit'ference be-

tween the logical doctrine of fatalism and the

conscious conviction of free-will, and between
the hard doctrines of political economy and the

natural instinct of benevolence. He complains
that these " Bogeys " and others are reducing

every thing to uncertainty, paralyzing action

and making life miserable. Mr. Julian Haw-
thorne continues his graphic, but miserably

cynical " Saxon Studies,"—the current instal-

ment being on, " Dresden Diversions." The
sketch on the Dresden Gallery is finely drawn,
but the caricature is too broad. Diogenes
speaks, and we hear the echo of the tub. The
description of the various dancing establish-

ments, and the strange student-duel at the end
are all good, especially the episode of Anna.
What we cannot understand is why Mr. Haw-
thorne should ta.x the Saxons with faults he
may just as well tax the English with, and, to

a much greater degree, his own countrymen.

Such are the inspection of art galleries by the

vulgar and listless; the discomforts of a crowded
and heated ball-room, and strangest of all,

the wearing of evening dress by the solo singers

at an oratorio. He carries us through the

performers in "The Creation," and ridicules

their dress. Surely he would not have Adam
and Eve in the costume of Eden, and as for the

supernatural pcrsonce, they could not be repre

sented adequately by humanity at all, or in any

dress of man's devising.

BOOK REVIEWS.

The Invasion of the Crimea. By A. W.
Kinglake. Vol. IIL New York : Harper
Brothers ; Toronto : Adam, Stevenson & Co.

The day has come —a day which twenty, or

fifteen years ago, not one Englishman in a

thousand but would have thought it disloyal

as well as foolish to expect when the national

mind has succumbed to a pretty general con-

viction that the Russian war was, to say the

least, a mistake. The machinations by which

England was made to pl.iy the c.it for some-

body's else's hot chestnuts, the subtle political

schemes which brought about hostilities, the

mania, carefully fostered and sedulously deve-

loped, which seized upon the I'nglish ])ublic,

the " blood and thunder" declamations of the

press— all these things we have now learnt to

understand, and to sec calmly in the same light

as bystanders saw them, when our own heads

were turned, our wits had strayed far oft', and
our habitual cold prudence was warmed uji

to fever heat. Although, however, we may
not feel perfectly satisfied now with the policy

adopted by our rulers, or the exhibition which,

as a people, we made of ourselves twenty years

ago, our interest in the events of the war is but

little slackened, and the appreciative pride with

which we read and think of the brave deeds of

arms of which the Crimea was the scene, is as

genuine as ever. The third volume, long

waited for, of Mr. Kinglake's " Invasion of the

Crimea," is very welcome, even after so long

an interval as that which separates it from its

predecessor, and from the events »if which it

relates the history.

It is not for us to comment upon the delay

which h.is occurred in sending this volume to

press ; but, whatever the reason may have

been, the result is that we obtain a most gra
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phic description, a most accurate analysis, a

most careful compilation and weighing of the

incidents of that which is at the same time one
of the most wonderful, and one of the most
muddled of modern battles. Inkerman has

always been described as preeminently the

battle of the private soldier ; and Mr. King-
lake makes us fully to understand how singu-

larly appropriate is that definition. If one
rises from the reading of this volume with the

conviction that a French or Prussian General
would probably have adopted tactics very dif-

ferent from the plan of action carried out by
General Pennefather, still we cannot but feel

confident that neither French nor Prussian sol-

diers, nor any other soldiers in the world,

would, considering the odds against them, have
remained in undisputed possession of the In-

kerman height? at two o'clock on the afternoon

of Sunday, November 5th, 1854. Those of us

who followed^ with the intense interest of con-

temporary eye-witnesses, the struggle in the

Crimea necessarily had impressed upon their

minds a more or less vivid and accurate idea

of the lie of those bleak uplands of the Cher-

sonese, on which the attention of Europe was
for so many months riveted ; but we are confi-

dent that the younger generation, whose ac-

quaintance with the battles of 1854-55, is more
general than particular, will be easily able in-

telligently to comphehend all the features of

the most complicated of modern battles, if it

once gets interested in this " Inkerman vol-

ume." Taking up the narrative of the war,

where his previous volumes had left it, Mr.
Kinglake shews us first the danger which still

menaced all the allied right from the sea to the

works opposite the Malakoff, on the morrow of

the fight of Balaclava, and gives us the details

of the attack, sometimes called the battle of

the Lesser Inkerman, for which on the 26th of
October, the Russian leaders utilized the en-

thusiasm which had been evoked in their army
by the somewhat highly drawn accounts, which
had circulated in the garrison, of the losses suf-

fered by the English on the previous day. The
attack which Colonel Federoff led against the
now celebrated Inkerman Heights, was made
partly as a reconnaissance, with a view to fu-

ture movements on the same ground, and partly

to prevent the English from supposing that

their foes were disheartened by the result of

the previous day's fighting. This encounter,
which has been so eclipsed by the greater fight

of ten days later as to have been almost for-

gotten, was exceedingly interesting, theoreti-

cally and practically, both as shewing the
successful carrying out of tactics diametrically

the opposite of those also successfully adopted
in the subsequent battle, and as giving to the

individual English soldier that confidence in

himself, and that contempt for his adversaries

which alone carried him through the " Gun-
powder Day," which was so soon to test his

powers. When the pickets of the 2nd Division

began to give way before the overwhelming
masses which Col. Federoff moved against

them. Sir De Lacy Evans refused to support

them. " Not a man," was his decisive reply to

an urgent appeal by a staff officer for leave to

throw forward a battalion. Knowing the

strength of his own position, and the superiority

of his artillery, he declined to waste his men in

a useless attempt to stop the enemy's advance
;

but when his pickets had fallen back in obe-

dience to orders, and the Russian exultingly

threw forward his columns in support of his

first line, Evans opened upon the masses with

his well-posted artillery, and crushed the ad-

vance at once, and in a few minutes completed
their discomfiture. There was, as Kinglake

says, " an easy and masterful grace in Evans's

way of repulsing his assailants, which could

not but give confidence to his troops ; " but

before Guy Fawkes' day was ushered in by
Russian musketry. Sir De Lacy was invalided

on board ship, and General Pennefather com-
manded on the heights of Inkerman.
Now Pennefather's idea of the best plan for

defending the lines entrusted to him, was the

very reverse of Evans's, and consisted simply in

contesting the ground inch by inch. As depicted

by Kinglake, we see in him the fit leader and
typical representative of the English fighting

soldier. " Being of such temperament as to

become quickly heated in battle by his inborn

passion for fighting, he inclined to dispute with

the enemy for every step of ground, and so to

keep the strife raging, however unequally, on
ground more or less in advance of his own
heights. * * Fired by the sight of the in-

cipient battle) and enchanted with the evident

tenacity of resistance, Pennefather began to

push forward little bodies of troops in order

—

for so he expressed it—to feed the pickets."

And the pursuance of this policy resulted in all

his division, and many other battalions besides,

being scattered over the plateau, fighting inde-

pendent fights, executing charge after charge

with the bayonet, and displaying an amount of

individual prowess and heroism, such as has

rarely been equalled. Whilst delineating and
lovingly dwelling on several of the most con-

spicuous instances of personal bravery and
heroic devotion, which characterized the fight-

ing during the early hours of that raw misty

November morning, Kinglake does not hesi-

tate to expose the mistakes which seem to have

been made. The greater part of our loss was

sustained on the obstinate defence of a spur of

land and a trifling breast-work, the possession

of which was of not the slightest real import-

ance to the issue of the day. The regimental

officers and the men were all impressed with

the belief that the little bank known as the

Sandbag Battery, was a thing to be defended

at all hazards and against all odds, whereas it

really lay out of the dirct line of a^ta-^k and
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defence. It was in this direction that the

Guards drifted ; it was down the ravine on
this side, that they poured in that reckless pur-

suit of the flying enemy, and it was while

watching this fatal little Battery that the Uuke
of Cambridge and the colours were all but cut

off by a Russian column. It is impossible,

without making long extracts, to give a fair

idea of Mr. Kinglake's style, or to bring home
to our readers, his graphic sketches of thrilling

incidents ; nor without going into detailed and
lengthy criticism, can we thoroughly review his

volume. We must content ourselves with ad-

vising every one to read it ; and cold indeed
must that man's temperament be, whose pulse

does not beat more quickly, when he reads of

actions like Lieut. Miller's charge in front of

his guns ; of Hugh Clifford, followed by a score

of men, riding straight at a dense column of

the enemy ; of Burnaby's gallant fight on the

Ledgeway, and of scores of other instances of

personal heroism, with which these pages are

rife. The days are over when it was thought
necessary to sacrifice truth to the exigency of

maintaining international cntcyitc cordiale, and
Kinglake deals very frankly with the short-

comings of the French on that memorable day.
In one or two instances he seems to betray a
little unnecessary feeling, but it cannot be de-
nied that the assistance, valuable as it was,
which was given by Canrobert, was given in a
hesitating and unsatisfactory manner. The
brunt of the fighting fell entirely on the English,
and one cannot but feel that the dearly won
victor}' might have been turned to better ac-

count, had the supreme power been vested in

one man's hands, and that man the English
General.

We will only say in conclusion, that this vo-
lume is plentifully furnished with maps, illus-

trating each phase of the ever-varying contest,
and that as the writing is vigorous, terse and
graphic, so the reading is easy, agreeable, and
intensely exciting.

The Maid of Killeena and othkk Sto-
ries. By William Black. Harper & Bro-
thers.

Although George McDonald and William
Black have some points in common, such as
their power of vivid word-painting, and their
love for the pale glories of northern sea and
sky and the primitive simplicity of northern
life and language, they arc a striking contrast
in some other respects. While George Mac-
donald's works are full of a sense of the pro-
blems that touch the inner, spiritual life of man,
Mr. Black seems ([uilc cunlcntcd with the out-
ward beauty of a transient life, without anv
seeming recognition of its spiritual countcr|)art,
of an unkown goal, or of the spiritual aspira-
tions and yearnings and problems which, in

this age, one would think, could hardly fail to

touch the most careless thinker. To judge by
his late stories, he seems quite satisfied with
the mere sensuous enjoyment of nature and
life, without troubling himself about the pur-

poses which our life here may be working out.

But the volume of stories published under the

above title, is a degeneration even from the not

too highly pitched strain of his other works.

Any one who expects to find in " The Maid of

Killeena"' a repetition of the fascinating and
beautiful story of the " Princess of Thule, " will

be disappointed ; for though it carries us again

to those northern seas and grey islands among
which the steamer Clansman pursues her way
—and we even hear the familiar name of our

friend Sheila Mackenzie—the stoiy which be-

gins well, seems to come to a premature end,

and gives the impression of being fragmentary
and unfinished. One is tempted to think that

it was intended to be worked out on a larger

plan, but for some reason or other, was cut

short. Still, as far as it goes, it is a pretty pas-

toral story of the primitive life of the grey north.

But the other stories of which the volume is

composed are so slight—not to say trashy— as

to be quite unworthy of Mr. Black's reputation.

They are evidently mere miigazine stories

—

pot-

I'oilcrs, as painters call pictures painted merely
for sale. Though some of our old friends of

the " English Ph;cton " are resuscitated to

figure in them, and though the descriptions are

of course pretty, even these merits cannot over-

come the strong sense of defect. They are

barely entertaining^ and sometimes not even
that. And the tendency to exaggeration,

which rather spoils some of his other stories as

pictures from life, grows here absolutely tire-

some. Certainly, unless Mr. Black is more
careful to maintain the success he has already

won, by worthier work than this, even his great

pictorial gifts will not give him a place among
the writers who will live.

English Statesmen is the initial volume of a

series of "Brief Biographies," Edited by Mr. T.

W. Higgin.'^on,(New York: G. P. Pitnam's
SoN.s), which is intended to meet the popular
clamour for biographical and personal gossip

regarding the leaders of political action in Eng-
land and on the Continent. The issue before

us contains the portraiture of a group of promi-
nent English .Statesmen, both Liberals and
Conservatives, presented in a graphic, chatty,

way, and conveying much interesting informa-

tion, useful to political students, and the general

reader. Though the scries will consist largely

of compilations, still the present volume gives

promise of containing many facts which one
cannot easily lay ones hand upon when the

information is wanted, and that in a handy and
popular form. The volume is handsomely issued,
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and is supplied with that indispensable requi-

site, an ample index.

Amongst the most gratifying evidences of the
[

growth of a national spirit and sentiment in

Canada, is the character and variety of the lite-

rature it has recently evoked. True, it has but

found expression in the form of articles written

for the newspapers, in material issued in pamph-
let form, and in contributions to this magazine.

Still, these have been so numerous of late, so

patriotic, and so full of the promise of the future,

that their appearance may be hailed as indicat-

ing the dawn of a new and more robust era in

the national life of the country. Whether,
besides its extent, its tone, and its promise, it

has other acceptable features, we shall not dare

to say. Doubtless much of it is crude theory,

and "vain imaginings." But it is something
gained to have their subjects discussed, and to

find a public opinion formed in regard to them.
Notable among the topics to which attention

has been recently directed, are the questions of

National Defence, and the Relations to the

Mother Country. Both of these topics have
formed the burden of innumerable brochures.

The latest to hand, in the former subject, is a
volume by Capt. R. J. Wicksteed, of Ottawa,
on " The Canadian Militia," and in the latter,

Mr.Wm. Norris's pamphlet on "The Canadian
Question." We have no space at command to

notice either at any length, though their sub-

jects call for much and deliberate thought. The
question of Canadian defence, has always been
governed by considerations of its expense. How
far it may be safe now to allow mere monetary
considerations to have weight with us against

the necessity for organization, preparedness,
and the ability to defend our territory from ag-

gression, may be questioned. Trade and com-
merce, in these material times, it is true, exer-

cise no little influence in favour of international

amity and concord, but, in assuming the res-

ponsibilities, and urging recognition of our
national manhood, is it well that we should
wholly neglect those provisions which best

secure to us the rights and privileges that man-
hood confers ? Capt. Wicksteed deals very ex-

haustively with his subject, though he states

some unpleasant, but we fear credible, facts in

regard to the state of our Militia force which it

will be well for the Government to take cogni-

zance of. There is too much reason to fear that

the amount annually expended on our Militia

—not too much for an effective and adequate
system of defence— is, considering the results

hitherto achieved, a reckless and useless waste

of money. Who may be responsible for this

—

whether, as the author hints, it is the Horse
Guards' appointees to whom we have been too

much in the habit of giving control of our

Militia affairs in the past, or not—is a matter

of no present concern . The subject, however,

should now be actively and intelligibly grappled

with ; and an efficient, yet inexpensive system
should not be above Canadian talent to origin-

ate, or departmental administration to main-

tain. Mr. Norris' subject, on the other hand,

is one, which is not so easy to deal with, though
its present discussion is not so much a matter

of immediate concern to the country. The
author, it must be acknowledged, makes out a

good case for Independence, and his pamphlet
throughout is exhaustive, thoughtful, and able.

No one, whatever may be his own views or

sentiments in regard to the question, should be

deterred from reading those of Mr. Norris.

The perusal of the pamphlet will give him
a more intelligent idea of the arguments in

favour of a separate national existence for

Canada—than he is likely to get from any other

source. But our own conviction is that there is

quite time enough to think of a change in the

direction Mr. Norris indicates; and those who
may be disturbed by agitations on this question,

such as Mr. Norris's, will do well to read Mr.

Drummond's paper in the present number on

our relations with the Empire. Mr. Norris'

contribution to the literature of the subject is

nevertheless a service to the country, for which,

we give him our individual thanks.

MUSIC AND THE DRAMA.

''T^HE performance by the Philharmonic So-

X ciety of the Dramatic Cantata Fridolin
is an incident in the social history of Canada,
which has not been recognised in its full signi-

ficance ; it is clear that the managers of that
body are in advance both of the press and pub-
lic. We have no fear of being corrected in

stating that no musical enterprise was ever en-
tered upon, on this continent, comparable with

this performance, as a test of the executive

ability of a musical society; and that our ama-

teurs passed triumphantly through so severe

an ordeal, is a demonstration that the common
reproach of a colony, defective art culture, can-

not justly be levied against the Western Capi-

tal of the Dominion. We have not space here

to discuss the relation of art to social life,

as an element of " sweetness and light," but we
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may remark, en passant, that in a community
like ours, in which a stronj,' feeling exists in

a large class against the stage, it is a happy
circumstance to find opportunities provided,
such as are the mission of the Philharmonic
Society to create, for those enjoyments which
are at once artistically educating, unobjection-
able, and appreciable by all classes. Music,
even more surely than sleep, " knits up the

ravtl'd sleeve of care," and more, it protects

the religious sentiment, from degenerating into

a morbid, gloomy fanaticism, the strain of which
is so galling on socioty as to tend to excite a vio-

lent detestation of the religion which is carica-

tured by so unsocial a spirit. As a stimulant of

art culture, as a provider of delightful enter-

tainments, the Philharmonic Society is worthy
of most liberal support, but he is a novice in
" social science " who does not recognise in it a
healthy feature in our civilisation. The ren-
dering of Fridolin was then a crucial experi-
ment for such a body, having accomplished
that work, a work wholly new, wholly without
traditions, and to the executants wholly without
memoric aids, the Society may proudly claim
to rank with the choral organizations of the old
country. The Cantata is based on Schiller's well-

known romance " Der Gang nach dem Eisen-
hammer," which has been adapted to musical
forms by Madame Rudersdorff, the eminent
dramatic vocalist. The libretto is a master-
piece of arrangement, while the precision, vari-

ety, and vigour of the versification reveal the
authoress to be as gifted an artist with her pen
as with her voice.

The subject had been already treated by Mr.
Frank Mori and Mr. Romer, but it was re-

served for the author of " Ben e riducolo " and
" I Naviganti," to give the poem a musical in-

terpretation worthy the genius of Schiller.

Fridolin was composed by Signor Randcg-
ger for and produced at the Birmingham Tri-
ennial Festival, on August 28th, 1873. The
audience was the largest ever known at these
Festivals, the number present being 2,425, and
the recepts $8,030 at the one performance. We
commend these facts to those who indulged in

carping and cynical pseudo-criticisms of the can-
tata when given here, and the facts are the more
weighty when it is remembered that these Festi-

val audiences are made up of professional mu-
sicians and connoisseurs from all parts of
Great Britain and the continent, who greeted
the composer at its close " with loud and en-
thusiastic applause, in which the band and
chorus heartily joined." We have had placed
in our hands a copy of every criticism which
has yet appeared on this work, and the verdict

of the first audience is without exce|)tion cor-

dially supported with the exception of our
local ones, which are in the unlucky position

of running counter to the judgment of the most
cultivated musical circles and best critics of

F.urope.

Our readers need not to be reminded that

this story relates how Fridolin and Hubert
are pages to a Countess, the latter being an
lago in nature, who loves his mistress, and
accuses his fellow to the Count, in order to get

him away. The Count arranges for Fridolin's

death, by instructing his peasant-smiths to cast

into their furnace the bearer of a certain mes-
sage, which is carried by Fridolin, but delayed
delivery by his piety leading him to stay on the

road to engage in prayer. His enemy, eager
to hear his fate, passes him on the road and
unwittingly delivers the fatal message and is

cremated, the plot ending with the triumph of

innocence in the person of Fridolin, and the

death of the wicked— Hubert, the lago of the

story, meeting the fate of Haman. The music
ranges from idyllic simplicity, up through the

whole gamut of the passions ; from the delicate

harmony appropriate to a chorus of maidens,
to the boisterous glee of revellers at a village

feast ; and from the roystering shout? of hun-
ters in the chase to the noisier clamour of forge-

men dragging a victim to the flames ; against

all which is set as a contrast, the chanting of

worshippers and the solemn peals of the organ
at vesper service. The solos are beyond the

range of most amateurs, one especially, a lar-

ght'tto, 3-4 in A flat, and andante 9-S in the

same key, demanding a dramatic expression

and delicacy of execution, which can only be
given by artists of the highest culture. That
Mrs. Granger Dow succeeded in this so admir-

ably, as throughout the Cantata, is attributable,

as she herself will allow, to the privilege she

had of Madame Rudersdorffs special assistance

in interpreting the difficult role of the Coun-
tess. The Hunting Chorus, " Hark the horn,

&c.," (in D major) was encored when first

heard, as it was here, a compliment, however,

very rarely granted at the Birmingham Festi-

tivals, and although somewhat reminding in

its character of other descriptive chase scenes,

is arranged with such great skill, and is so bril-

liant in the instrumentation, as to merit the

highest ecomiuins which it has so largely re-

ceived. We were much pleased with a duet

for the Countess and Fridolin, " Above yon
sun," the andante movement of which is a

canon in the octave, written with scholarly

skill and taste, so flowing indeed as not to dis-

play the formality of its construction.

The chorus " Gift of Demons," descriptive of

a smithy where some forgemen are drinking

and shouting, while the anvils of others are

ringing with blows, while the forge fires hiss

and roar, and the pleadings of Hubert, who is

to be cast into the furnace, tip as it were all

this tumult of noises with the glare of a des-

pairing shriek for mercy, is a most able speci-

men of picture music . That it bears some traces

of the conifjoscr's memory of the chorus. " Cottu

7vilh tcri/tes" from the U',i//>un^'^is nii^/it, and
the finale to Lorely, is no depreciation of Sig-
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nor Randegger's work, which is scored with

masterly skill and richness, the whole effect

being highly picturesque and dramatic.

We hope ere long to hear Fridolin again, and
next time we trust it may be in the new Music
Hall, which is projected. The parts of the

Count and Fridolin were taken by Messrs.

Baird and Simpson, of New York, and Hubert
by Mr. Murray Scott, all of whom sang with

the care and zeal of true artists in their res-

pective roles.

The local orchestra was supplemented by the

Beethoven Quintette Club, of Boston, just as

those of the local societies in England are as-

sisted always at Concerts by artists from Lon-
don and elsewhere, the notion that only local

talent must be employed being altogether too

absurd to be entertained for a moment by any
who are experienced in the management of

such organizations. We repeat that the per-

formance of Fridolin is a triumph for the Phil-

harmonic Society, and its skilful and much
esteemed Conductor, Mr. Torrington, who may
boast, with ample reason, that he has a Chorus
without a rival on this side the Atlantic, and
an orchestra certainly without its equal in the

Dominion.

In some respects the advent here of Mrs.

Rousby, following so closely upon that of Miss
Neilson, and appearing in so many of the

characters represented by the latter was un-

fortunate. So great was the triumph of Miss
Neilson, and so thoroughly had she won the

hearts of the people that even a great actress,

which Mrs. Rousby undoubtedly is, placed her-

self at very apparent disadvantage in appearing

when she did. As a consequence of this, critic-

ism was keener, and contrasts were more
readily suggested, and perhaps made a little

more invidious to the new comer than might
otherwise have been the case—though many
of these contrasts were unfairly and thought-

lessly drawn. Comparisons drawn between
the two actresses, in any case, seems to us

futile ; for a dispassionate critic must have
seen, with many parallels of merit, much that

was superior in the one to the other as he must
have seen the reverse.

We do not, of course place Mrs. Rousby
upon the same pedestal of eminence as Miss
Neilson, but we have no sympathy with those

who would decry her abilities and histrionic

talent, and deny her the high place in the dra-

matic firmament which her genius entitles her

to claim. Naturally the two are unlike ; and
Miss Neilson has the advantage of her rival in

the possession of a more lengthened experience

of the stage, and the opportunities for art-edu-

cation which that length of service has given

her. Miss Neilson, too, is more adaptive, more
of the student of her profession, and moreover,

has more of the winning grace and arts that

tell with an audience than her sister artiste is

gifted with. But, on the other hand, Mrs.
Rousby, in our opinion, is the finer type of true

English womanhood ; she has a more rega
presence ; and in some representations, her
ideal of the character is loftier and truer, and
the result more satisfying than that of Miss
Neilson. Her acting, though it has not the

varied scope of Miss Neilson, yet, is equally

painstaking and nearly as perfect. In Histo-
rical pieces, where, as in "' 'Twixt Axe and
Crown," she assumes the role of a Queen, or a

Princess, the representation is superb ; and the

seeming infle.xbility of her manner adds to the
dignity and ei>ipresse»ienf of her acting. In
naturalness, moreover, she has the advantage
of her senior in the profession ; and in such
plays as " The Hunchback " and " The Lady
of Lyons," we cannot imagine a more satisfac-

tory conception of the character she assumes
in these. In comedy, it must be admitted,
however, she falls behind Miss Neilson ; still it

ought not to be forgotten that the representa-

tion of Rosalind, in '' As You Like It," of

that lady is a perfection of acting, which we
conceive to be quite unapproachable.

But Mrs. Rousby achieved a legitimate

triumph here, and though coming a stranger to

Toronto boards, before her short engagement
was half fulfilled she had won a high place in

public favour, and when the closing night

came she was received with such enthusiasm
as not only marked the signal success of her
engagement, but was a proof of the high rank
in her profession with which the lady is

deservedly credited. We have but space at

our disposal to say a word of Mr. Barnes who
acted with Mrs. Rousby as he did with Miss
Neilson. That gentleman's acting gave evi-

dence of much improvement, and was more
finished and impassioned than it had been on
his first appearance. We were glad to notice

the successive extensions of his engagement,
and would be pleased to find him retained

here on the stock company of the Opera House,
if that were possible. The addition of an actor

of his parts, and possessing the bearing and in-

stincts of a gentleman, which characterizes

Mr. Barnes, would be a marked gain to the

house.

The appearance of such actresses as Miss
Neilson and Mrs. Rousby on the boards of a

Toronto theatre, not only marks, as we said

last month with reference to the former of these

artistes, a distinctive phase in the social transi-

tion of the city from a provincial town to a

metropolis, but also indicates the existence of

a recognised intellectual demand for dramatic
performances of the highest class, on the part

of its inhabitants, which is equally gratifying.

The enterprise which has characterised the

management of the Grand Opera House since

its opening night, in procuring such stars as

have appeared on its boards, is as signal as

that enterprise has, on the whole, been whole-
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some and elevating. Mrs. Morrison may,
therefore, at the close of the first winter's sea-

son, felicitate herself upon the result, in so far,

at teast, as having amply satisfied her patrons
;

and we trust that, financially, she is in a posi-

tion to congratulate herself and the stock-

holders that their expectations have been

realized, and satisfactory return netted as the

deser^•ing reward of their labour and invest-

ment. One thing has been achieved, and that

patent to every on-looker, and it is a result

which the management may pride themselves
upon, were there no other feature of success,

and that is that the Cirand Opera House has
thoroughly established itself in the good favour

of the community, and won a distinctive claim
for patronage that will place it, 'both in public

favour and fashion, above that of any competi-
tor, and this is, of itself, a substantial gain in

the past, as it is a hopeful criterion of success
in the future.

LITERARY NOTES.

A cheaper edition, (price $2.00) of the admir-
able '' Histor)- of the English People," by the

Examiner in the School of Modern History,

Oxford, Mr. T. R. Green, M. A., has appeared
and is having an immense sale on both sides

of the Atlantic. The critics are awarding the

work the highest praise. The Pall Mall Gazette

says of it, " We know of no record of the whole
drama of English history to be compared with

it. We know of none that is so distinctly a

work of genius. * * There is a freshness

and originality breathing from one end to the

other, a charm of style, and a power, both nar-

rative and descriptive, which lifts it altogether

out of the class of books to which at first sight

it might seem to belong. The range, too, of

the subject, and the capacity which the writer

shows of dealing with so many different sides

of English history, witness of powers of no
common order. Mr. Green has also made
himself thoroughly master both of original au-

thorities, and of their modern interpreters."

A reprint of Mr. Leslie Stephens's " Hours
in a Librar)' "—a volume of critical essays

upon the novelists, Richardson, De Foe, Scott,

Halzac, and other writers—has appeared. A
re-issue has also been published of Mr. W. F.

Rae's Translations from the Causeries diiLundi
of M. Sainte-Heuve, embracing the following

subjects :— Mary, Queen of Scots, Lord Ches-
terfield, Henjamin Franklin, Edward Gibbon,
Cowper, I'ope, &c.

A volume of reminiscences of Macready,
the actor, with selections from his diaries, has
apfje;irc(l. under the editorial supervision of

Sir Frederick Pollock, Bart., one of his execu-

tors. It is issued from the press of Messrs.
Macniillan & Co., London, who have also pub-
lished a moderate priced reprint for the Ame-
rican and Canadian market. Few more suc-

cessful books of dramatic gossip have been
issued than the delightful memoir of Charles
Mayne Young, issued by the same firm, and
doubtless that of Macready will be as favour-

ably received.

Translations of two works of Prof. Ernst
Ha^ckel are announced,one on "The History of

the Evolution of Man," and the other, his im-

portant work on "The History of Creation."

The latter is a popular account of the develop-

ment of the Earth and its inhabitants, accord-

ing to the theories of Kant, Laplace, Lamarck,
and Darwin.
The forthcoming volume of the International

Scientific Series is announced as—a work on
" Money, and the Mechanism of Exchange,"
by Prof. W. Stanley Jevons. A treatise on
" Fungi ; their nature, influences, uses, &c.,"

by Dr. M. C. Cooke ;
" Optics," by Prof. Lom-

mel ; and " The Chemical Effects of Light and
Photography, in their application to Art, Science
and Industry," by Dr. Herman Vogel, are the

new volumes just issued.

A new novel, by Mrs. Oliphant, entitled,

"The Story of \'alcntine and his Hrother," has

just been reprinted by the Messrs. Harper.

We understand that Messrs. Hunter, Rose &
Co. have just published another recent novel

by the same authoress, bearing the title of
'• Whilcl.idies."
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WITH the year 1874 closed the fiftieth

year of the existence of our Society;

and, therefore, I have thought an appro-

priate theme on which to address you is the

intellectual progress of Canada, and more

especially of the Provinces of Quebec and

Ontario during the last half century. At its

creation, expectations of a very exalted kind

were entertained with regard to the influence

of our Society. In their address to the pub-

lic, its founders said :
" It will raise us in

the moral and intellectual scale of nations.

It will cherish our noblest feelings of honour

and patriotism, by showing that, the more

men become acquainted with the history of

their country, the more they prize both their

country and themselves. In a literary point

of view, it is fair to expect that the forma-

tion of this Society will introduce a lasting

* An address read before the Liteiaiy and His-

torical Society of Quebec, on the 3rJ of March,

1875.

bond of union and correspondence between

men eminent for rank, erudition, and genius,

from one extremity of the British provinces

to another." We can scarcely claim to have

fulfilled these anticipations ; nevertheless,

our Society has doubtless done much to en-

courage and foster a love of literature in this

city, and in its publications it has distributed

to historical students the world over docu-

ments to which they have acknowledged

their indebtedness. The Society has always

afibrded its members access to a good

library, and, in addition, has tried in various

ways to stimulate literary activity and to en-

courage investigation in physical science
;

but the results have not been encouraging.

Yet, when we look to see what success sim-

ilar endeavours, made by kindred societies,

have met with, we find that the disappoint-

ment has been general. We are, therefore,

led to seek for influences operating every-

where in Canada, which are detrimental to

literary culture and literary production \ and
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for such influences we shall not search far

ere we find them.

Though leisure cannot be accounted

necessary to the cultivation of literature,

few men absorbed in the toil and busi-

ness of life will be found willing to spend

their spare moments in what, for a time

at least, will be arduous occupation—the

thorough understanding and appropriation

of good books. The taste for reading has

to be acquired in most cases, and the acqui-

sition is not always easily made ; and, there-

fore, in a population where few have enjoyed

the training of a University, and there learnt

to love learning for its own sake, and where

nearly all have either passed from school to

the drudgery of a commercial house, or the

hardly less elevating influences of strictly

professional study, it is not to be wondered

at should there be but little inclination for

any other than merely amusing reading. It

is a pity that it should be so, but the educa-

tion of the mass of our people must be car-

ried beyond the elementary stage where it

usually stops, before much improvement in

this respect can be looked for. In this new

land of ours, every man is struggling for a

living ; or, if that has been secured, for a

competency; or, if this has been gained, for

wealth. A very small class has inherited

wealth and the culture which, across the

Atlantic, so often accompanies it—a culture

derived from generations of highly-educated

well-bred ancestors. So few in fact have

been born to wealth and leisure, that all

may be said to be straining every nerve to

acquire them. Unfortunately it usually hap-

pens that those who succeed in attaining

the former have, in the process, so dwarfed

their higher faculties as to have become un-

fit to appreciate the advantages of and

rightly use the latter.

When our Society was founded in 1824,

the ])opulation of the Canadas was about

574,600, and that of our large cities some-

what as follows :—Quebec, 26,000 ; Mon-

treal, 22,000; Kingston, 2,849; Toronto,

under 3,000. Since then, by natural in-

crease and by immigration, the population

ofQuebec and Ontario has swelled to 2.812,-

367. How the energies 6f this growing

population have been expanded is apparent

in some of the older hamlets having sprung

up into spacious and handsomely built

towns, and the older towns having as-

sumed the proportions of influential cities

in thousands and thousands of square miles

of wild land cleared and converted into

arable fields ; in an annual exportation of

$90,610,573, instead of $7,237,425. as in

1829, and in an annual importation of $126,-

500,000, instead of $6, 169,500, as in 1S29
;

in over 218 miles of canal dug and 3,669

miles of railway built ; and in the country

having risen from comparative comiiiercial

insignificance to the position of the sixth

maritime nation of the world. The result

and object of such activity, displayed by so

comparatively small a population, is de-

cidedly hostile to, if not incompatible ^nth,

literary culture. It has been brought about

only by every man employing himself al-

most uninterruptedly in manual labour or

commercial pursuits or purely professional

services. It does not necessarily follow

that these employments should exclude tlie

cultivation of letters, for the hardest-worked

farmer or artisan can find many an hour,

usually spent in apathy, which, if devoted to

intellectual culture, would prove the best

spent hours of all the year, and the most

pecuniarily profitable too : and the mercan .

tile man has a still larger store of spare time

at his command. But the fact remains that,

amongst us, these classes read very little,

and that the mental and physical toil to

which their occupations exj)o<;c them, offers

a fair explanation of the Jact, thougli not a

justification of it.

In proof of the fact that we are not a re.ui

ing people, the smallncss and fewness of our

public libraries bear humiliating testimony.

In Montreal, the commercial capital of the

Dominion, and a city whose corporation and
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whose citizens are ostentatious in the ex-

penditure of wealth for purposes of outward

show, there is not a pubHc Hbjary worthy of

the name, none at all of any kind to compare

even with our own of 8,000 volumes. To-

ronto has a large University Library open

to the public for reference only, but no free

library of any pretensions ; and all our other

large cities are as badly or worse off. Even

the Parliamentary Library at Ottawa, which

has on its shelves 75,000 volumes, is small

when compared with the Boston City Library,

which circulates freely among the public

270,000 volumes. Boston possesses, more-

over, in the Athenaeum Library another col-

lection of books of equal size ; and in New
York, Jacob Astor bestowed freely on the

public a magnificent library of almost as

many volumes. Our own library and the

small collection of the Montreal Natural

History Society, the Library of the Canadian

Institute of Toronto, the Law Library of

Osgoode Hall, our various College and Par-

liamentary libraries, are none of them acces-

sible to the public, and are not, therefore,

correctly speaking, public libraries, which it

is a crying disgrace to Canada that she

should be almost entirely deficient in. I

was strongly impressed with the immense

benefit which may accrue from such benefac-

tions, by noticing lately the class ofmen who
frequented the free reading room and library

of the Cooper Institute of New York on a

Sunday afternoon. There were in it not less

than 600 men, principally mechanics and

labourers, reading in hushed silence, men
who, from their appearance, had they not

been there, would have been, that cold win-

ter afternoon, warming themselves in far

different resorts.

Now, if we are not a reading people, we
are sure not to be a literature-producing

people. For writing is an art only to be

acquired by a long and painstaking appren-

ticeship, and an art practised therefore only

where there are readers to appreciate and

reward it. Even when there is genius in

the writer to suggest thought, unless he

possess also skill in the use of words, which

shall enable him to express his thoughts

clearly in language, and the art of arranging

his thoughts thus expressed, so that they

shall impress and not confuse the mind of

his reader, his genius will be of little avail

to him ; and these qualifications are the

product usually of long practice only.

Proofs of this are many. Very able men,

for instance, have always written for the

leading American magazines, but till of late

their articles have been crude and unin-

teresting as compared with similar produc-

tions in Great Britain ; for, though good
thinkers, these writers had not learnt that

necessary art of putting just enough and no
more thought into an article, of beginninc^

it with an attractive paragraph, and round-
ing it oflf with that finish which gives it the

appearance of completeness. A thoroughly

well-written magazine article, from a pro-

fessional pen, is worth studying for its style
;

but still more artistic is often an editorial

from a leading English newspaper. The
art displayed in introducing the subject by
an appropriate metaphor or aphorism, the

skill with which a multitude of facts are

described in a few words, but so combined,
that the mind passes without effort from the

facts to the conclusion which the writer

wishes to draw from them, and the unhesi-

tating confidence with which he clinches the

argument, are all qualities which practice,

and not native talent alone, confers on a
writer. And the same is equally true of

book-making. A mere chronological string-

ing together of historical facts, for instance,

is not writing history. The annalist is the

historian's drudge. It is the part of the

historian so to weave together facts, and so

to identify them with persons and places as

to give life and reality to the period he is

describing. To do this well he must pos-

sess the power of combination which makes
the dramatist, and the vivid imagination of

the poet ; and these faculties must be con-
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trolled and guided by logic and a severe

regard to truth. Now, writing history is

supposed to be that demanding least genius

and least skill ; but, if I have correctly de-

fined the qualifications of the historian, it is

evident that he who is to succeed in that

branch of literature must possess, not only a

large stock of mental endowments, but have

learnt by long practice how to make best

use of them. The wide disparity there ex-

ists between annals and history any one will

immediately feel who will read together the

volume our Society has published on Jacques

Cartier's Voyages, and Mr. Parkman's Chap-

ters on the same subject, in his " Pioneers

of France in the New World." Any accu-

rate observer can write a book of annals, but

a life has to be devoted to literature ere such

masterpieces are produced as Macaulay's

"History of England" or Prescott's " Ferdi-

nand and Isabella." The charm of such

books depends as much on their style as on

the information they convey, and such style

is not so much the gift of nature as the pro-

duct of art. and not therefore to be looked

for in the writings of men who are wearied

with physical toil, or immersed in the sordid

cares of business.

Writing is a profession, and good writing

seldom comes from any but those who prac-

tise it as such, and whose whole thoughts

are set on literary pursuits. There are, no

doubt, notable instances of men who have

attained high rank in literature, and who

yet followed other avocations. Roscoe was

a Liverpool merchant, but he failed ignomi-

niously in business. Charles I^amb was a

clerk in the India House. John Stuart

Mill and his father held similar posts. Ar-

thur Hel]>s was Secretary to the Privy Coun-

cil. Anthony Trollnpc has or had an

appointment in the Post Oflicc Department.

Greg is in the English Civil Service. And
yet all these men have written most excel-

lent books. Ikit they arc or were men

whose avocations simply absorbed so many

hours of the day without filling their minds

at all times with cares and with thoughts

hostile to calm reflection.

There is another class of writers in old

countries which is wanting here—men of

highest culture and wealtH, and who, if they

chose, could devote all their leisure to

literature, but often prefer to unite literature

with politics. We find three notable in-

stances of this class in the late Lord Derby,

Mr. Gladstone, and Mr. Disraeli. All these

have written books which would be account-

ed good, even if not the productions of

British Prime Ministers. We, in Canada,

have had Premiers and public officers of no

mean talent or literary skill, but I fear the

claims of political life are more exacting

and harassing here than in Great Britain
;

and in the class of men who possess both

culture and wealth we are lamentably de-

ficient.

But, though literature is sometimes seri-

ously followed as a pastime, it is generally

pursued as a trade by men who earn their

bread by it. Such a class, however, can

exist only where there is a market for their

wares, and such a market there certainly is

not in Canada. The newspaper editor is

paid ; and his lieutenants, who scour the

streets to pick up scraps of gossip, are paid

also ; and our magazines do their best to

pay a pittance to their contributors ; but in

Canada no man could live on the money
product of other literary work than that of

the newspaper press. A colonial publisher

knows his own interest too well to give any-

thing worth while for a manuscript which,

if he publish it, will be likely not to meet

with sale enough to cover cost of print

ing. A Canadian book is sure, with the

stigma of a colonial imprimatur upon it, not

to circulate bcj'ond the confines of the

Dominion ; and, tlioreforo. when a Canadian

writes a meritorious book, like " Todd's

Parliamentary Govornmcnl," or Hcavysegc's

" Jephthah's Daughter." he seeks a pub-

lisher abroad.

It is not, therefore, bct.uisc we have nm
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had men of talent in Canada that our litera-

ture is so scanty, but because remuneration

for literary labour is not great enough to

withdraw talent from more lucrative walks

of life, and because our society is without

that large class of men, inheriting both

wealth and culture, who, in the old world

compose the powerful body of literary

volunteers that so ably supports the army of

professional writers.

I would not be understood to imply that

Canada has not produced some literary work.

Mr. Morgan's carefully compiled dictionary

of Canadian authors is a large volume, and

shows what a host of writers in all depart-

ments of hterature Canada has produced;

and M. Edmond Lareau's " Histoire de la

Litterature Canadienne," gives further evi-

dence of the fact. But while we are thus

surprised at the number of men who have

resorted to the press in order to circulate

their thoughts, we are the more surprised

that so little of this vast mass of printed

matter should have possessed sufficient value

to survive.

Fifty years ago there had been hardly a

book pubhshed in Canada. Political

pamphlets had streamed from the press, and

nineteen newspapers (the number existing

at that date) gave a meagre outline of home
and foreign news ; but the leading spirits of

the country were too immersed in political

strife to devote time and thought to literature.

Of intellectual activity displayed by men of

great intellectual power there was no lack,

but the activity found vent in only one

direction. Neither before nor since has

Canada possessed a band of men of greater

power than those who, on both sides, fought

the battle of the Constitution in the House
of Assembly, and, unfortunately, out of it

too. There were B^dard, Papineau, Lafon-

taine, Jules Quesnel, John Neilson, Sir

James Stuart, Andrew Stuart, Chief Justice

Sewell, and a multitude of others, men of

lofty talent and wide acquirements, but who
could spare no time from their all-absorbing

occupations to write aught more pretentious

or enduring than political or professional

pamphlets. In 1823, however, a magazine

was started in Montreal, "The Canadian

Magazine and Literary Repository/' and

in 1824, a rival appeared in the same city,

" The Canadian Review and Literary and

Historical Journal," both conducted with

considerable ability, though written in a

painfully stilted style, and displaying too

strong a political bias to circulate beyond

the limits of the Montreal English party.

In 1824, moreover, appeared in Kingston the

first two-volumed novel issued from a Cana-

dian press, with the ominous title " St.

Ursula's Convent, or the Nun of Canada,

containing scenes from real life." But it

was not till political quiet succeeded the

turmoil of nearly half a century, and liberty

of the press allowed our newspapers to ex-

pand from shabby semi-weekly sheets into

daily journals, which were usually so short of

matter that the aspirant after literary fame

could be pretty sure of being allowed a

comer for his pet production in prose or

verse, that we began to produce belles lettres.

The sum total of what has been published

since in brochure or in book form is really

very considerable. Of course most of it

possesses no value, but it is not in Canada

only that measures of quantity and quality

as applied to literature are not convertible

terms. And out of the mass some shelves

full of really good books can be picked. It

is not fair to call John Gait a native author,

but Judge Haliburton was born, bred, and

educated in Nova Scotia, and, therefore, we

may claim the author of " Sam Slick," as

altogether our own. Mrs. Moodie \vrote

before she emigrated to Canada, but she

was fully naturalised when she published

"Roughing it in the Bush," and Mrs.

Leprohon is by birth and at heart a Cana-

dian. Other English ladies have wTitten

good stories with considerable skill ; and

more cannot be expected, considering how

few anywhere succeed in doing better.
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French Canadian litterateurs, however, pro-

duce upon the whole better romances and

novelettes than the English. " Charles

Guerin," "Jacques et Marie," "Jean Ri-

vard," possess style as well as plot ; and the

stories of our associate, M. Faucher de St.

Maurice, are picturesque, and so well con-

structed that the interest of the narrative

rises in intensity to the climax.

A good poem is the product of an age,

and it is, therefore, no disgrace if Canada

has not been the fortunate home of its

author. The only work of imjjortance which

has issued from the Canadian press is

Heavysege's "Saul," a dramatic poem,

which, despite the dowdy dress in which it

appeared, called forth loud praises from the

organs of criticism in England. Many
other poets, notably Mr. Sangster, have

written harmonious verse. In such compo-

sitions, however, our French Canadian

writers excel, and to one or two of them is

due the high honour of adding to the reper-

toire of Old France.

But it is in the domain of history and

political economy that we might have ex-

pected much work would have been done

;

but even here comparatively little has been

effected. Garneau's " Histoire du Canada,"

as a comprehensive history of the country,

from its discovery to the date of the Union,

is a work beyond all praise ; for, although

written with strong party and national feel-

ing, it displays immense research and a

philosophical spirit : but a first attempt must

necessarily be faulty. Dr. Miles's compi-

lations are excellent manuals ; and Mr.

Lemoine's sketches of history and topo-

graphy are not only graphic but add

largely to our store of facts ; and from both

French and English pens have proceeded

many good historical essays. But what

we might have looked for are extend-

ed monographs on different cjjochs in our

history, in which the whole of the rich

material, even now at the disposal of the

student, would have been digested, and a

rational connection of the period with the

past, and its bearing on the future explain-

ed. Short as our history is, it teems with

dramatic incidents and complications, any

one of which is a worthy theme for a histori-

cal treatise. Every one will be glad to hear

that Mr. Lemoine is now engaged on a more

elaborate work than he has yet undertaken.

What we want are vivid, and, at the same

time, full descriptions of the past, not

merely lofty eulogies on people or periods,

about which the panegyrist generally tells

too little for us to form an opmion for our-

selves. Political economy likewise is a

subject, on which, had there been much in-

tellectual life among us, treatises would

have been written ; for, by a people trying

to create a new nationality and to avoid the

errors of the old, the subjects of the tenure

of land, the treatment of poverty, and the

regulation of the currency deserve much

attention.

Good work has been done in Canada,

and by Canadians, in science. Mr. Bou-

chette's topographical works are models of

accuracy and completeness. Sir William

Logan was born in Montreal, and, though he

studied geology in England, it is on Canadian

rocks that he exercised the skill which has

made him one of the most eminent strati-

graphical geologists living. Aided by his

collaborateur, Dr. Hunt, he won for the sur-

vey of Canada and for Canada through its

survey, fame, when Canadian politicians

were doing their best to bestow on her only

an unenviable notoriety. Dr. Hunt was

born in the United States, and to the

United States he has, to our disgrace, been

allowed to return ; but Canada can never

repay the debt she owes him, not only for

the faithful services of twenty-five years, but

for allowing her to share in the honour which

foreign nations have bestowed on his genius

and labours. Then, again, Dawson is a

name known wherever and in whatever lan-

guage geology is studied ; and l^illings,and

Murray, and Bell, and Bailey are men who
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have earned laurels from judges who never

distribute their praises too lavishly. The

professors of Toronto University, Wilson,

Chapman, Croft, Cherriman, and McCaul,

are all men whose connection with our

country has given us a good repute abroad
;

but we cannot claim them as products of

Canadian soil.

As I said, therefore, work, and good work

has been done in every department of litera-

ture in Canada, but it has been small in

quantity and but ill-requited at home.

What, then, do the three and a half

millions who inhabit Canada read ? Im-

ported books and home-made newspapers.

Since the 5 per cent, duty has been le-

vied, that is since 1868, the following is the

customs' return of imports and exports of

books, kindly furnished me by Mr. Duns-

comb :

—

Years.

1868

1869

1870

1871

1872

1873

1874

Thus, in 1874, a balance was sold in the

country of $921,491, or at the rate of 26

cents per head of the population. The duty

collected last yearfrom this source amounted

to $47,941.86.

As to the classes to which these imported

books belong, Mr. McGee told us in 1867,

in his lecture on the " Mental Outfit of the

New Dominion," on the authority of Mr.

Samuel Dawson, of Montreal, that the sales

might then be divided somewhat in the fol-

lowing proportions :

—

Total Value



47« THE CANADIAN MONTHLY.

our table with a profusion of periodicals,

nearly all of which, even the organ of ad-

vanced realism, the Fortnightly Review^ are

issuing serial fictions, and these periodicals

when bound are the most read of all our

books. Appearances, therefore, may be de-

ceptive, and I fear are in this instance.

Our home publishing trade, it will be in-

ferred from my previous remarks, is not large.

Besides the few Canadian books, there are

reprinted some popular English novels ; but

since Confederation, the number of articles

copyrighted, including books, pamphlets,

music, and photographs, has reached only

625.

In the department of newspaper literature.

there has been wondrous growth ; but here,

more than elsewhere, (juantiiy and ([uality are

in inverse ratio to each other. From a note

to the "Canadian Review" for July, 1824,

I find that there were then published nine-

teen newspapers in Upper and Lower Canada,

of which only six were even semi-weekly :

4 were published in Quebec
; 7 in Mon-

treal ; I in Brockville ; 2 in Kingston ; 2 in

York ; i in Niagara ; i in Queenston ; i in

Stanstead, Lower Canada.

From Rowell's "Newspaper Directory"for

1874, I gather that there are now published

in Canada and Newfoundland 470 newspa-

pers and periodicals of all descriptions,

distributed as follows :

—
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ponsibilities of journalism. But even more

repulsive to taste are the faceizce, consisting

of diluted wit and stale jokes, with which

even leading American newspapers fill the

gaps in their columns ; and the interviewers'

reports of conversations with crowned heads

and condemned felons, who, through some

strange fascination, are induced to unbosom

their secrets more freely to the correspon-

dent than the one class do to their ministers,

or the other to their attorneys. The reports

of proceedings in the courts are told in

language travestied from Dickens, and the

most ordinary incidents of news are narrated

in a grandiloquent style, and with a profuse

use of bombastic words utterly bad under

any circumstances, and ridiculously inap-

propriate to the trifling subjects under nar-

ration. As purveyors of news, the American

papers altogether outstrip the English, and

their proprietors shew a degree of enterprise

and a liberality towards their employees

worthy of all commendation ; but in pander-

ing to the low tastes of the multitude for

horrors, in their inquisitorial prying into do-

mestic affairs, and the prominence and sen-

sational colouring they give to every revela-

tion of vice, the American newspapers,

generally speaking, diffuse harm, not good,

among their readers ; while the English lan-

guage is suffering from the slang and the

exaggeration which characterize their style

of writing. We cannot claim for any class

of British newspaper complete exemption

from the same faults in matter and manner,

and there is an evident tendency in the more

recently established British journals to copy

the United States rather than the older Eng-

lish models. Nevertheless, as a rule, EngHsh

newspapers discuss the topics of the day

more fully and more calmly than do the

American ; they do not indulge in such un-

disguised personalities; they do not flaunt

the instances of immorality they may be

obliged to chronicle, in such gaudy colours

before their readers, and, in the older jour-

nals, the style of writing is not disfigured by

such glaring departures from the standards

of good composition as we must all have

been annoyed with in the American news-

papers.

It is to be regretted that our own papers

have imitated the American rather than the

English type. When we consider the posi-

tion of a newspaper in a small community,

we readily see that it labours under peculiar

disadvantages. It can with difficulty be in-

dependent. Therefore too generally our

newspapers, out of fear or friendship, lavish

praise where no praise is due, and refrain

from censure and exposure where grave

abuses call for blame. The power of a single

man or a powerful corporation is enough to

blunt the pen of the most valiant editor of

a local journal, which, dependent for mere

existence on a handful of subscribers, can

afford to offend none. A recent trial in Eng-

land, which exposed the relations between the

city editor of the Times and the great com-

pany-monger. Baron Grant, proves what was

already currently believed, that even the

writers of the greatest English journal are

not proof against mercenary considerations
;

if so, we can hardly expect that a provincial

paper, which would be almost ruined by the

withdrawal of the support and advertisements

of a single patron, should take an unbiassed

view of, and fully expose, the deeds and mis-

deeds of friend and foe alike. Moreover,

our newspapers cannot pay lavishly for news

or liberally for matter. The cost of sup-

porting a staff of home and foreign writers,

and of printing a large paper, can only be

sustained by a circulation of scores of

thousands. Our papers are fortunate when

their subscription lists contain some thousand

names ; and, therefore, it is unreasonable

to demand such writing as is found in news-

papers with a world-wide circulation, or that

there should be such a profusion of recent

intelligence and telegraphic news as the New
York papers boast of offering their readers.

But while these advantages must be confined

to journals published at the centres of intel-
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lectual and commercial wealth, it does not

follow that what our journals can offer,

should not be good of its kind ; which, as a

rule, it is not. Public events are discussed

in a narrow party spirit, the same spirit

which unhappily has diffused itself through

our politics, and makes our public men on

the alert to detect and magnify new points

ofdifference, instead of aiming at reconciling

the few that really exist. When any impor-

tant subject occupies the public mind—such

as the Pacific Railway complication of last

year—the evils of party journalism appear

very prominently in an utter contempt of

honour and fair-play, and a supreme disre-

gard for the sanctity of private character.

Nor is the style of our editorials better than

their matter. Simplicity and a use of Anglo-

Saxon words seem to be sedulously avoided.

In the extracts from foreign journals, as

little taste is shewn as in the original com-

munications ; and one is therefore driven

to admit, that, if the intellectuality of the

country is to be gauged by the character of

its newspapers, it is low indeed. There are

journalists of talent and education and re-

finement, who write for both the English

and Canadian press. It would be invidious

to mention them. But I am sure that none

would be more ready than they to admit

that what I have said is substantially true.

Attempt after attempt has been made to

sustain a monthly magazine in Canada, but

not, as yet, with complete success. At the

commencement of the period we are re-

viewing, two very respectable monthlies, as

already mentioned, were publislicd in Mon-
treal—" The Canadian Magazine and Lite-

rary Repository," and the " Canadian Re-

view and Literary and Historical Journal."

Neither lived long ; and, since their decease,

there have been started and discontinued

the " Literary Garland," of Montreal, the

" Victoria Magazine," in Belleville, the

" Anglo-American Magazine," in Toronto,

the " Briti.sh-American Magazine," in To-

ronto, and probably others of which I have

no knowledge. These all languished and

died for want of support. As literary pro-

ductions they were, of course, far inferior to

British Magazines ; and, though they all

aimed at discussing home questions from a

broader point of view than the newspaper

press, they did not always succeed in doing

so. At present there are two monthly pe-

riodicals printed in English, the " Dominion

Monthly," in Montreal, and the " Canadian

Monthly," in Toronto. The former has

already enjoyed the unusually long existence

of seven years ; the latter has passed through

grave vicissitudes, though only three years

old, and heretofore supported, if not edited,

by one of the most brilliant political writers

of Britain, Prof. Goldwin Smith. It is un-

doubtedly the best literary periodical which

has yet been published in Canada, and it

would be surprising were it not so, consider-

ing its greater command of writers, owing

to our increase in population, and to our

colleges having drawn from abroad men of

talent and even eminence in their several

branches. Though the serial novels it brings

out, and its other purely literary articles,

may not come up to the standard of the best

English magazines, yet, when compared

with all similar previous productions, they

show that Canadian writers are cultivating a

better style than heretofore. It is more-

over printed as well as any foreign period-

ical. The support accorded to it has not as

yet made its publication remunerative. If

it must share the fate of its predecessors, its

stoppage will be only another i)roof of the

lack of a public national feeling among the

English-speaking population of the Domi-

nion, and of any real desire to foster and en-

courage a native literature.

The French Canadian Reviews, though,

perhaps, conducted with more spirit than

the English, have not been pecuniarily more

successful ; and, seeing how small is the

circle of readers they address, it cannot well

be otherwise.

The "Canadian Naturalist,"the " Canadian
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Journal," the "Antiquarian," and the "Trans-

actions '^ of our own and other Societies, as

they depend for support on the contributions,

literary and pecuniary, of the members of

various associations devoted to literary and

scientific pursuits, have continued to be

issued, whether the public read them or not.

Of course, growth in the intellectuality of

a population as a whole is to be measured

rather by the increase in the education of

the masses than by the intellectual feats of

the few. What this increase really is, how-

ever, cannot be determined by the number

of schools or the number of scholars, but by

the system of education adopted and by its

result, not only in imparting knowledge, but

in stimulating the intellectual faculties of the

people, and teaching them to observe and

think for themselves. Different observers

will adopt different standards of comparison,

and as the product is not a quantity capable

of exact measurement, it follows that very

different opinions as to the result will be

arrived at. Into such a complicated and

vexed subject I have little inclination now

to enter ; but I think it fair to take as an-

other gauge of our progress in intellectuality

the rate of attendance at our Universities.

McGill College, although founded in 182 1,

made little progress, owing to the sectarian

character of its administration and other

causes, till the charter was amended in 1852,

and its board of governors acquired control

of the High School in 1854. In that year

it had 97 students in the three faculties of

arts, medicine, and law.

In 1855. 1856. 1857. 1859. i860. 1861.

Arts,
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Scotch of Eastern and Central Ontario ; who,

however, seem out here to vaUie less than the

same class does in Scotland a liberal educa-

tion for their sons.

The University of Toronto, with the ad-

vantages of a rich endowment, and of profes-

sors of eminence, attracts only 225 students

to the faculty of arts.

Nor is the record of the French Universi-

ties more favourable. In Laval University,

with so large a population to draw from, with

the advantage of the Seminary as a source of

supply, and though requiring of the students

of Theology and Medicine, that they shall

have passed the arts course, enrolled last

year only 103 students in that faculty.

I think all these considerations make it

clear that ou. intellectual acquirements have

not kept pace with the growth in material

wealth of our country. Canada has now
nearly one-seventh of the population of Great

Britain, and though I have pointed out good

reasons why there should be proportionately

less culture and less devotion to literary pur-

suits here than there, the disproportion is

greater than it ought to be ; for rapidly there

is springing up in Canada a class of wealthy

men, who, with their children, enjoy both

wealth and leisure. Did they rightly esti-

mate the advantages these bestow, and did

they use them for study and for the cultiva-

tion of their higher faculties, it would be well

for themselves and well for the country. We
should then have a class of men 'educated

and well-read, from whom we could draw

legislators, men who could judge of what

would be good or ill for the country from

their knowledge of what has happened in the

past, and what is taking place now in the

world, and who, from the possession of

wealth, would be less likely to be influenced

in the formation of their opinions and in their

decisions on political subjects, by consider-

ations of pecuniary interest. It would not be

well that our legislatures should be filled by

men of any one class, but it certainly would

be well if there were more men in them of

the class I have indicated. Such men like-

wise, sensible of the advantage and pleasure

they derive from intellectual pursuits, would

be eager and active in diffusing their own

spirit, and sharing their enjoyment with

others ; and thus through the foundation of

public libraries and the endowment of Uni-

versity chairs, and still more through the

example of hard, honest, intellectual work,

done without a hope of sordid reward, edu-

cation would be encouraged among the

masses.
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A REMINISCENCE.

I'LL tell thee now what sighs have told

When life was only purple mist,

When Youth could peacefully subsist

On dreams that yet are scarcely old.

It was life's spring-time, when—above

The world—the soul hath freer scope.

And the delights of even Hope
Are lost in the one joy of love.

The time when thy sweet eyes of blue,

Abashed at their own softness, caught

The mute expression of a thought

That came from eyes mayhap as true
;

When laughing words like music cheered,

And frowns, like cloud-drifts of the sky,

Were by the serious wond'ring eye,

Looked at as something to be feared

;

When modest virtue spurned the vile,

And grief was short as joy was long.

When the rude impress of a wrong
Was softened by a word or smile

;

The palmy days of sweet content.

When hours of bliss were hours of thought,

When passing pleasures surely taught

A rich and broader sentiment
;

The time while still with fancy strong.

Earth's vernal hues mine eye surveyed.

And charmed, as in a dream, I paid

The simple tribute of this song :

Evangeline ! Evangeline !

No longer I forbear

To ask thee to recall a scene,

In memory ever fair,

When first upon the shaded green

We dreamed—but not of care
;

Though lips moved not in warmer speech,"^

Though tender eyes were coy,

To our young hearts they chanced to teach

Of love witiiout alloy,

Until our pleasures seemed to reach

Beyond the sphere of joy.

Evangeline, might I recite

What oft mine eyes confessed.

Perchance some recollection might

Awake within thv breast,
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Of days that Youth made ever bright,

And Hope made ever blest

;

But not in vain, ah ! not in vain

I send this simple line.

Though music can inspire no strain

With sweetness such as thine,

Yet love, sweetheart, is the refrain

Of aught that may be mine.

And what is left to me at last,

As years are melting in that tomb
Of shifting light and shifting gloom,

Into the vague receding past ?

It may be that, as they have flown,

Some traces left upon the sand
Have been unnoticed at my hand,

Andlie with moss and weeds o'ergrown
;

That the dust-covered, faded note
Lies by in some neglected nook,
That spake when wayward fancy took

My footsteps into scenes remote.

It may be that some tender voice.

Unheard has died upon the air.

Or faint has grown some image fair

That might have made this heart rejoice.

it may be there has been estranged.

Through careless word or languid mood.
Some friend who only saw the good

That had been, when the dream was changed.

Thus links betimes may pass away.
From one however wise he live

;

Some are the price that friendships give,

.^nd some the debt that love must pay.

As blade of withered grass is found
At morn replaced by yet another,

So may we find some willing brother

Preserving friendship's golden round.

Perchance the light the future throws,

Shall make life's last the fairest links,

And life be as the sun that smks
In richer splendour than it rose.

^'et what I fain would now impart,

Is only what my sighs have told :

'J'he dearest memories of the old,

Old days revert to thee, Sweetheart.

Toronto. W. T. I
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LOST AND WON :

A STORY OF CANADIAN LIFE.

By the author of " For King and Cotuitry."

CHAPTER XIV.

THE ARNOLDS.

" But she must be courteous, she must be holy,

Pure in her spirit, the maiden I love
;

Whether her birth be high or lowly,

I care no more than the angels above."

FOR the next month Alan found plenty

to keep his time and his thoughts

pretty fully occupied in mastering the details

of his new avocations—in finding out what

really devolved upon him, and in trying to

accomplish it satisfactorily. Mr. Arnold

was a prompt, shrewd business man, but his

time and strength were over-taxed, and he

was rather impatient of giving explanations.

George Arnold was frank and affable enough,

but he was often away on some shooting or

pleasure excursion, and when he was there

Alan suspected that he had not a very clear

idea of the business himself.

Alan studied up the timber question pretty

thoroughly, getting all the information he

could from the men who had been longest

m the business, as well as from his own ob-

servation. It was a congenial subject, har-

monising well with his own tastes and pur-

suits ; and his daily work gave him often

long healthful walks and exciting slides on

the cribs down the white foaming rapids
\

sometimes a long drive with George Arnold

up the river to look after small rafts coming

down from above.

He was not so home-sick, therefore, as he

had feared he should be, though many a

time his mind flew off on a reverie to Brae-

burn Farm or to Mapleford, and Lottie was

never far from his sleeping or waking

thoughts. Sandy McAlpine had been mode-

rately kind, and profuse in his expressions

of hospitality, and Mrs. McAlpine had in-

vited him to a party, where he felt shy and

ill at ease, and from which he was very glad

to get away ; nor did he at all desire a re-

currence of the festivity. Mr. McAlpine,

however, had helped him to a boarding-

house, kept by a Mrs. O'Donohue, a talka-

tive little Irishwoman, with a couple of lum-

bering and rather idle Irish sons—where

Alan was as comfortable as he could expect

to be in his new circumstances, though it

was long before he got accustomed to his

caged town existence, to the want of his

animal charges, and to the constant pacing

of feet in the street outside. Ponto, how-

ever, followed faithfully at his heels wherever

he went, finding favour and toleration in

Mrs. O'Donohue's eyes, as well as in those of

Mr. George Arnold, who had given Alan an

invitation to go duck-shooting with him,

chiefly in order that the well-trained retriever

might go too.

In Philip Dunbar, Alan had found a

friend kinder than he could have expected.

His interest in Allan increased as he knew

more of his fresh, warm-hearted nature, and

he cordially invited him to come to his house

whenever he felt lonely, and placed at his

disposal both his counsel and his books
;

putting him in the way, moreover, of a com-

petent instructor in book-keeping, so that

he might make up his deficiences in that

respect.

One day, more than a fortnight after his
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coming to Carrington—a wild October day,

when the wind was driving the grey clouds

in whirling masses across the sky, and toss-

ing the red leaves in showers from the trees

—Alan was standing superintending the

piling of a quantity of newly-sawn lumber,

and the despatch of a waggon-load of the

great heavy oars used by raftsmen, to a

])oint up the river, where they were wanted.

Suddenly to his surprise, Ponto dashed off

excitedly, and sprang, with every demon-

stration of delight, across to a lad who was

approaching at some distance.

"Why Ben, is it you !" Alan exclaimed,

delighted to see the first home face he had

encounteied since his new life began.

Ben smiled his grave smile and nodded.

" Want you to get me work here with you,

Mr. Alan," he said, " Tired of that work up

there, too hard ! Here's letters."

And he produced from his pocket a little

parcel, from which Alan eagerly drew the

precious home packet. There was a letter

in it from Dan.

" When did this come, Ben ? " asked he,

as he eagerly opened it.

"Yesterday evening. Hurried to bring

it to you;" said Ben. Dan's letter seemed

to be ^vritten in good spirits, but showed an

effort to seem so, Alan thought. He and

Ned had reached head-quarters, had been

assigned to a troop of cavalry, and were

busy being drilled into all the movements
;

pretty hard work, Dan wrote. However,

in a few days, he expected to have some

real work, as a skirmish at least, was ex-

pected to take place. " That would be

si)lendid" he wrote, but his mother was not

to be alarmed. Such things were hardly

ever serious for the cavalry, who had most

of the fun, and very little of the danger.

Beauty was well, but after the first few-

days, she had been taken possession of by

his officer, who, however, let Dan have her

someiimes, and he had, at least, the satis-

faction of groomingand tending iiL-r, because

no one else did it half so well. The leller

concluded with requests to be soon written

to, and a great many affectionate messages.

"Poor Dan!" thought Alan. Me had

chosen his own path, and there was no help

for it now. If only he might be preserved

from all the dangers, moral and physical, of

the new career, so congenial to his adven-

turous, reckless spirit

!

As for Ben, he went with him to Mr. Ar-

nold, and succeeded in getting him on to the

slide work, a post which delighted Ben,

being infinitely more congenial to his tastes

than the tamer, plodding farm work he had

been doing for a somewhat hard and exact-

ing master. And then he was near Alan,

towards whom he had a faithful humble

affection, somewhat akin to Ponto's. And
Alan found in the presence of these two

home friends, no small amount of solace.

A day or two after that, Alan got his first

letter from Lottie. He had himself written

twice, but knowing Lottie's disinclination to

writing, was not very much surprised at her

delay in replying. The letter was a little

blotted, and written in the very cramped,

very angular hand shehad acquired at school.

It did not, however, take very long to read.

It ran thus :

"Mv Dear Alan— I now take up my pen

to write to you, which I would have done

before but we have been very busy. I am
glad you like your work. I have missed you

a great deal. We have had some very rainy,

windy weather since you left. Father has

been at a ' logging-bee' at the Turner's. He
has got in all his fall wheat. I was at Ma-

pleford the other day and saw Jeanie. She

was looking very well. I want you to get

me six yards of velvet ribbon, the same

colour as enclosed pattern, and send it by

the next stage. It must be the same width

and the same shade as the [)atlcrn. Also,

two more yards lustre, like sample, and three

yards of elastic. I think that's all now.

There isn't any news. CiOod-bye,

" Your's afTeclionalely,

" LoTrn: Waru.
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" P. S. I have been reading such a lovely

book ; the 'Woman in White' it is called.

Kate Lindsay lent it to me. She is to be

married in January. L. W."

It was a very different letter from those

Alan had sent, and he sighed a little half-

sigh of disappointment after his first eager

reading ; though he would not admit to him-

self that he was disappointed. He had

always known better than to expect from

Lottie either a long letter or anything like

his own affectionate epistles. Still when the

reality came, he felt he had hoped for some-

thing a little different. Then the letter,

>vritten in such sharp characters, in such pale

ink, with various slight mistakes here and

there, seemed very much less charming

than Lottie herself did, and it was not easy

for him to identify her as the writer. How-

ever he went and faithfully discharged her

commissions that afternoon—visiting nearly

all the shops in Carrington to find the ribbon

of the precise shade and width, that she

wished ; and he added to the parcel a pretty

little trifle not included in the commissions.

He had an engagement to dine with

Philip Dunbar that evening, and had made

an appointment to meet him at his office,

and take a walk with him first. After his

shopping was over, therefore, he walked

down to Mr. Dunbar's office. George Arnold

was on duty that day and there was nothing

going on at the mills which required his

presence, so he could, without difficulty,

get away an hour or two earlier.

Mr. Dunbar and he walked briskly up the

road which led out of the town along the

banks of the larger river that flowed past

Carrington, sweeping away into the distance

in grand blue curves, flecked here and there

by snowy rapids. Far away in the horizon

a faint, blue light told of distant hills—

a

not very common adjunct to a Canadian

landscape. The woods along the river banks

still wore their autumn liveries, though the

high winds had already very much thinned

the brilliant foliage.

They extended their walk for some miles

up the river, the road sometimes leading

beside it, and then again receding from it to

make a straighter line. It was a bright,

bracing afternoon, with the keen air, clear

atmosphere, and bright sky of fine October

days. At a turn in the road they saw a

small equestrian party approaching them,

some of them ladies. " How Dan would have

been enjoying a gallop such an afternoon

as this," thought Alan, when he saw them.

" There, the lady in front is Miss Arnold,

one of our Carrington belles," said Mr.

Dunbar.

Alan looked eagerly, for the name natu-

rally interested him, and he expected to see

his former acquaintance, the original of the

photograph. But this at any rate was not

she. He saw a tall, fine-looking girl, of

full, handsome figure, and rather florid com-

plexion, a flattering female likeness, in fact,

of his friend George, looking the very pic-

ture of a horsewoman as she cantered by

managing her steed with perfect grace, and

bowing courteously to Mr. Dunbar as she

passed him, while she was also evidently

keeping up a lively conversation with the

gentleman at her side.

Next came another gentleman and lady,

and a little behind them, apparently ab-

sorbed in watching the changing beauty of

the sky, rode a small, slight figure, her black

riding-habit making her look still smaller.

Ah, there was the face of the photograph

now ; there was no mistaking those large

wistful eyes, and the delicate face, into which

the exercise had brought a flush of unusual

colour. As she caught sight of Mr. Dunbar,

she reigned in her grey pony for a moment,

in order to speak to him, courteously bow-

ing to Alan, who, from the unceremonious

nature of their acquaintance, had scarcely

ventured to expect a recognition.

" I am glad to see you looking so well,

Miss Lenore," said Mr. Dunbar, the cynic-

ism all dropping out of his voice, as it only

did when he spoke to his favourites."
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" Thank you, I am a great deal better ; so

much so that I think they might let me stay

at home, but \"ix. Wilmot says I must go

next week. I wanted to ask if you knew

how poor Joseph Morgan is these last two

or three days."

" Wasting away
;
going fast. He has not

been able to touch anything except your

grapes and jelly."

" Poor boy ; and Helen ?

"

" Looking like a shadow, and trying to

keep on working, though her heart is break-

ing."

"Thank you. I've been so busy the last

few days, as we have visitors, that I haven't

been able to get into towTi to see them.

But I must before I go. Good afternoon."

And seeing her companions, now some-

what in advance, looking round to see what

had become of her, she put her pony into a

canter, and dashed fleetly away.

" I didn't know you were acquainted with

Miss Lenore Arnold," said the all-observant

Mr. Dunbar, who had noticed her salutation.

" I can hardly say I am," replied Alan,

and he briefly explained the circumstances

uoder which they had met before. " But I

hardly expected her to recollect me," he

added.
" Oh, Lenore Arnold isn't a girl to forget

a kindness or neglect a courtesy. She hasn't

any of the silly punctiliousness some girls

have about not bowing unless they are for-

mally introduced, and sometimes not then,

if the acquaintance doesn't please them, or

isn't in their set. If she recognises a person

she doesn't think it hurts her to bow politely,

even if it be to one of her father's workmen.

In fact, she's one of the few women I've

met who have no humbug about A\im."

Alan smiled, and wondered whether he

wouldn't say the .same of his sister, Jeanie,

if he knew her, and then involuntarily came

the wonder what he would say of Lottie.

" I should think her a great deal prettier

than her sister," he said, rather warmly.

" So do I, entre nous ; but the style doesn't

suit everybody's taste. The other is much

more dashing and showy, and all that. And

then she goes a great deal more into society,

while Lenore keeps very much in the shade.

They've had their life very much as they

chose to make it — those girls. Their

mother was a French Canadian, daughter of

a seigneur below Montreal, a pretty little

dark-eyed creature, very like Lenore. She

died when the youngest of the family, little

Pauline, was a baby ; and these two girls

were sent to a convent for their education
;

it was their mother's wish, I believe. Lenore

is an enthusiastic little creature, and she fell

in love with some of the nuns, and with all

the romance of the quiet conventual life,

and so on ; and I really believe she would

have stayed there, only she's so devotedly

fond of her father and brothers, that she

thought it was her duty to come home and

help to fill her mother's place. And it's just

as well she did, for Mademoiselle Ren<$e,

the eldest, is so fond of gaiety, and so often

away, that I don't know how they would get

on without Lenore. She doesn't care for

gaiety at all. She has an ideal of her own

of life, and since she can't be a sister of

mercy in a convent, she does a good deal

better in being one out of it. Those people

we were speaking about, now ; I couldn't

tell you how kind she's been to them."

"Who are they?" asked Alan, much in-

terested.

" A brother and sister whose family came

out from England some years ago, and who

have lost one relative after another, till they

are left alone now, with a bed-ridden mother.

The lad was working in my office, doing all

he could to make something by writing.

But he's consumptive, and took a cold that

settled on his lungs, and now he's dying

fast, i)Oor fellow, and his sister, a mere girl,

nurses the others, and works morning, noon,

and night for a dress maker, to earn what

little they need. I told Miss Lenore about

them some time ago, and ever since then she

has been to see them as ufien as slie is able,
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and sends them fruit and delicacies, and

more substantial help too. I don't know

what they would have done without her. I

think she feels a special interest in them,

because she has been threatened with con-

sumption herself, and, indeed, a short time

ago she was so ill with a severe cold that the

doctor has ordered her to go and spend the

winter in Indiana, where an aunt of her's re-

sides, and where the climate is particularly

favourable."

" So that is where she is going then. I

was afraid she would take cold, that rainy

evening ; she looked so delicate," said Alan.

" Yes, she's always been a fragile, delicate

little creature, just as her mother was, but

with an amount of spirit that is always going

beyond her strength. They're all so fond

of her at home, that it's a wonder she isn't

spoiled. She can do anything she likes

with her father. But don't you think we'd

better turn now ; we shall find it getting dark

before we know where we are."

It was quite dark, and the stars were

shining brilliantly in a very frosty looking

sky, in which a few white streamers of the

aurora were glittering, northwards, when

they reached the town once more, and sat

down to dinner in Mr. Dunbar's snug little

dining-roon, where a bright coal fire, his

favourite luxury, was blazing brightly in the

grate, throwing its warm light on the neatly

set table, and the crimson-papered walls,

hung with some photographs of foreign

places, which were the only adornment of

the bachelor apartment, except two small

pictures above the mantelpiece ; one a pretty

large, coloured photograph of a lady, in a

widow's cap—Mr. Dunbar's mother, Allan

thought rightly \ the other, a rather unfin-

ished but spirited water-colour sketch of a

young female head, with blue eyes and sunny

curls—his sister, Alan thought again ; but

here he was wrong. There had been a lit-

tle romance, unknow,n to most people, in

Mr. Dunbar's student life in Scotland 3 but

it had been closed and sealed up long ago
;

and this slight picture, a lock of sunny hair,

and a grave in the Dean's cemetery in Edin-

burgh, were all that were left of it now, ex-

cept a memory in Philip Dunbar's heart,

which no living woman he had since met

had been able to displace. And this was

why he was a bachelor still. There was a

well-filled book-case, too, in one corner, filled,

not with law books—those he kept in his

office—but, in addition to a few old stand-

ards, with the best modern works on histori-

cal, philosophical, and scientific subjects,

which he got as they came out, for he liked

to keep himself " posted up " in most things,

not only because it was in accordance with

his natural tastes, but also because, as he

said, " there's hardly anything that it isn't of

use to a lawyer to know."

Ponto, who was an invited guest, stretched

himself luxuriously on the rug, as if he had

been used to coal fires all his days, whereas

they never burned anything but wood in

Radnor, and, indeed, little else in Carring-

ton. It was Alan's first experience of a late

dinner, and it was a pleasant novelty, ac-

companied as it was with the little formali-

ties that Mr. Dunbar liked to keep up, and

with his host's entertaining, well-informed

conversation. Mr. Dunbar had some good

wine, too, as well as ale. Alan would not

have touched the whiskey that he hated with

such good cause ; but this was different, he

thought. He enjoyed the flavour and the

stimulatiag effect, and the influence of the

unaccustomed beverage, combined with that

of the brisk walk in the bracing air, threw

off" his shyness, and made him unusually

talkative, and Mr. Dunbar drew from him a

pretty full account of his old home, and of

the family struggles, always excepting his

father's fatal tendency, which, however, Mr.

Dunbar already knew pretty well from Sandy

McAlpine.

Alan was learning more and more, all the

time, how many things there were which the

limited range of his studies had never even

touched, and was beginning to feel his com-
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parative ignorance, almost painfully, under

the stimulating influence of his new friend's

varied knowledge, an effect of which Mr.

Dunbar was wholly unconscious. But as he

noticed how eagerly Alan listened to every

new fact or series of facts that came in his

way, he enjoyed the interest he had excited,

and recommended to Alan one book after

another on the subjects that most interested

him, placing them cordially at his service,

so that he soon had marked out for him

enough solid reading to give him profitable

occupation for his evenings all through the

winter. Alan's original taste for reading was

increasing with the time and the means for

gratifying it, and he looked over the books

that Mr. Dunbar placed before him with

great satisfaction, his only perplexity being

which to begin first. But in this, too, his

kind friend gave him judicious advice.

While they were awaiting tea, and discuss-

ing the books, with which Mr. Dunbar had

littered the table, the door bell rang, and the

next minute George Arnold walked in, seem-

ing to carry an atmosphere of gay good

humour about him, and his usual colour

heightened by the sharp night air.

" Good evening, Dunbar
;
good evening,

Campbell ; why you seem to be very literary

here ! Don't let me disturb your studies, I

beg. I just came in with these papers, Dun-

bar, as I was passing. They're all ready to

be copied now, I think. You can look them

over at your leisure, and go on with the busi-

ness as soon as possible. Oh, and here's a

note Nora told me to be sure not to forget

to give you, and I was just going to forget.

Wouldn't I have caught it when I got home."

And bidding them a gay " good evening,"

he was off again, humming to himself a lively

opera air.

" He's in such specially good spirits to-

night, and so well got up, that it's easy to

tell where he's going !" remarked Mr. Dun-

bar, lighting a cigar, after having offered one

to Alan, which was declined, for Alan did

not smoke ; and throwing himself back in

his easy chair in a luxurious attitude, he

proceeded to open Miss Lenore Arnold's

note.

Alan looked up, puzzled, whiclj Mr. Dun-

bar perceived ; he could see everything, no

matter what he might be doing.

" What ! don't you know that little secret

yet ? Well, it isn't much of a secret, for all

Carrington knows it. I only wonder that

loquacious landlady of yours hasn't informed

you before now. Well, everybody except

yourself knows that l^lr. George Arnold is

engaged to his cousin, Miss Adelaide Junor,

and the marriage will, I suppose, come off

in spring or summer. She's a pretty little

blonde, very gay, and very much to Miss

Arnold's taste, I should fancy. .\s for

Lenore, that is another matter."

Alan suddenly recollected the fair hair

and blue draperies he had seen beside Miss

Lenore in the pony carriage the day he had

caught the reins.

" Is she his cousin, did you say ? " he

asked, following Mr. George in thought as

he went on his pleasant errand, and think-

ing with a momentary pang of envy how far

he was from Lottie.

" Yes, his own cousin. Mrs. Junor is

Mr. Arnold's sister. Her husband was a

partner of Mr. Arnold's once, but she has

been a widow for many years. Mr. Arnold

objected to the marriage for a good while on

the ground of the cousinship ; but Mr.

George is a pretty wilful young man, and

dreadfully passionate when his will is

crossed, so I suppose his father had to give

in."

•* Is he passionate?" Alan asked, sur-

prised. " I shouldn't have thought it
"

I

" No
;
you wouldn't think the sea could

I

ever be savage when you see it lying calm

I

and rippling and sparkling on a summer day.

I

But it can—savage and cruel too, and so

can George Arnold ! I only hope you may

I

never see him in a passion. To do him

I

justice, he doesn't get into one often. When
he does, I believe Lenore is the only one
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who can soothe him. There's her note for

you to read. It's just Hke herself."

Alan took the dainty little note—just the

faintest odour of violets steaUng from the

white satiny sheet—and read,

" My dear Mr. Dunbar,—As I am afraid

that the Morgans may really be in want of

necessaries, for I am sure poor Helen's work

cannot bring in much now, may I place the

enclosed sum in your hands, and ask you

to take the trouble of applying it to their

needs as you may see fit ? Please give it

anonymously, for I think they would feel less

in taking it from an unknown source. Should

you see that they need more when this is

used up, you may draw on my brother in my
absence, at your own discretion. I will try

to see them once more before I go. Please

excuse my giving you this trouble, but I

know you can do it better than any one

else.

"Very truly yours,

" Lenore a. Arnold.
*' Ivystone, Thursday."

Alan could not help admiring the daintily

folded note, and the free, graceful hand-

wTiting, nearly as much as the generous

heart of the writer, for the " enclosed sum "

was by no means a small one. And, in

spite of himself, it suggested, by contrast,

the other letter he had been reading that

afternoon, though he was indignant with him-

self for allowing any thought to arise which

could in the slightest degree disparage

Lottie, even in comparison with Miss Lenore

Arnold. Of course Lottie had not had her

advantages, and how could he expect her

to write as good a letter ? What were his

that he should complain of hers ? But for

all that, he could not help feeling the differ-

ence.

" Poor Helen Morgan," said Mr. Dunbar,

" it will be a load off her mind when I

tell her that I shall have for her weekly for

so long a time a sum she can depend upon

to eke out her earnings. Well, for some

reasons, it's a nice thing to be rich. I never

feel inclined to alter my course and lay my-

self out for money-making except when I

think what a luxury it would be to give all

the help I see needed. Only all the rich

people don't use their money as Miss Lenore

does. If they did there wouldn't be much

want in this " Canada of ours !

"

And then Mr. Dunbar launched out into

one of his favourite disquisitions—half poli-

tical, half philosophical—as to the relative

duties of wealth to poverty, of capital to

labour, which was more interesting to him-

self, and to Alan as far as he could follow

it, than it would be in these pages. He
wound it up by saying

—

" When I get into Parhament, those are

the views I shall advocate."

" Then I suppose my cousin Sandy was

right when he said he thought he should see

you in Parliament some day," rejoined Alan.

" Yes ; some day, perhaps he will," said

Mr. Dunbar, with a peculiar smile, " but he

will have to live a good while first, and so

shall I. A man holding my particular opin-

ions doesn't get in so easily."

That evening was the first of a good many

pleasant ones spent by Alan in Mr. Dunbar's

dining-room that winter—indeed it was the

only place to which he cared to go. Not

that he had a large choice, however, for as

yet he had very few acquaintances in Car-

rington. To Ivystone he was not invited

—

natural as it might seem to be. Mr. Arnold,

in his failing health, did not trouble himself

much about inviting people, and George and

Ren6e had their hands and minds full of

more important people. Lenore, the only

one who would have thought of inviting a

lonely stranger because he was a lonely

stranger, was away ; and so Alan was appa-

rently ignored, socially, by the family of his

employer.

Then he did not fancy Mrs. McAlpine,

nor enjoy the new rustling grandeur of her

house, nor indeed his cousin's somewhat

oppressive hospitality. But at Mr. Dunbar's,

and with him, Alan felt more at home on
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each visit. There he always found a cordial

welcome, and talk that stimulated and drew

forth his own powers, and urged him to go on

iu his self-appointed course of study ; and

Mr. Dunbar had, perhaps, quite as much
pleasure in the visits as Alan. He felt

strongly drawn to Alan's honest, genuine

nature, and notwithstanding his youth and

inexperience could talk to him more freely

than he did to most people, and would some-

times unfold to him plans and projects of

which he had never spoken to any one else

before. In fact a strong friendship was

growing up between them. And Mr. Dun-

bar heard from Alan all about Hugh and

his ambition, and he began to form a plan

for taking him into his own office as soon

as there should be an opening, and help him

to make his own way by giving him a small

salary.

But one thing—or rather one person

—

Alan never spoke to Philip Dunbar about,

and that was Lottie. It was jjartly from shy-

ness, partly from the feeling of uncertainty

regarding the result which had sprung up of

late in his mind, but, as much as from either

of these causes, it proceeded from an in-

stinctive feeling that Mr. Dunbar would not

admire Lottie, and he could not have spoken

of her to any one who did not see her with

his own eyes. All the more that at the

bottom of his heart there was a little doubt

of his own eyes, but no change of feeling

for Lottie.

He had letters from her occasionally, rare

enough, and not warmer than the first one.

Hut as warmth was not a characteristic of

I^ottie's manner, when they were together, he

could not expect it to characterize her letters.

From home he had warm loving epistles, and
Dan's tolerably regular letters to the family

in general, though they always began, " My
dear Motker," were always forwarded imme-

diately to Alan. He seemed to be very well

contented, on the whole ; wrote of the adven-

tures of camj; life, (he had joined the army

of ihe Potomac), as the greatest fim in the

world, and only longed, he said for an en-

gagement, and for a scratch, at least, to show

that he had " seen service." Alan sent him

kind, elder-brotherly letters, full of wise coun-

sels to keep out of harm of all kinds, and

especially of the destroyer against which he

had warned him when they were together.

And many a prayer for the young soldier's

well-being by night and by day, went up

from the little household in MissHoneydew's

cottage at Mapleford.

From Miss Hepzibah, too, Alan got kind

bright letters occasionally, giving him lively

accounts of her experiences in the big bust-

ling Boston, which was a very different

Boston from the quiet puritan town that she

used to visit when she was a girl. ''The

folks here put me almost frantic," she wrote,

" with their airs, and their fineries, and their

ridiculous fashions, and their turning of night

into day—and the girls !—why they havn't

got the least notion of work—nothing but

lounging round, chatting, and shopping, and

dressing themselves into popinjays, and

wasting away of all their precious time, with

their operas and theatres that they go to

when they ought to be going to bed ? I tell

them they aint like the grandchildren of the

people I remember, and that it's enough to

make their grandmothers turn in theirgraves,

the way they go on ! Why, one of our

Canadian girls, like your sister, or Mary
Burridge, is worth them all put together. And
so I tell 'em !"

November came and passed away, with its

cheerless days of pouring rain, and muddy
streets, and wailing winds that tore the last

remaining leaves from the naked trees.

Towards the end of the month, just before

the severe frosts came on, .Mr. Dunbar went

with George Arnold and one or two Knglish-

men—his visitors—on a deer-lumtinu expe-

dition into the woods, some distance beyond

Heron Hay. Mr. Dunbar took a small

packet to Mapleford for Alan in passing,

where he met with a most grateful reception

from the Campbells, they and he parting
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mutually pleased with the new acquaintance-

ship. The evening after he came home,

Alan went over to see him.

"Well, how many deer did you get?"

asked Alan, after Mr. Dunbar had told him

the home news, and had delighted him by

his praises of his mother and Jeanie, and of

Hugh's cleverness and diligence.

"Two or three pretty big fellows," Mr.

Dunbar replied. But the hard frost that set

in two or three nights ago, played the mis-

chief with our hunting. I got nearly frozen,

waiting for hours under a rock, watching for

a deer to pass that way, which it never did.

However, I got a little bit of information

thereby, which you will take some interest

in. I only wish I could have got it sooner.

"What is that?" asked Alan.

" Well, I must tell you how it happened

first. When we saw the frost was likely to

last, we gave up the idea of staying out

longer, and betook ourselves to the nearest

tavern—close to Heron Bay, you know—to

get warmed and fed. On the \vay back, we

fell in with the surveying party, who, it seems

are already making out the course of the pro-

posed railway, though they don't say much

about it till they are sure of the Government

aid. I saw the chart of it that they had made

out, and it struck me, from what I had seen

of the lie of the land in going out, that it

struck pretty close to your father's old farm.

I copied out a little bit of it roughly for you,

and here it is. You, of course, can tell better

than I can."

Alan looked at the rough copy, his brow

contracting with eagerness. There it was,

sure enough \ the black line indicating the

proposed railway, running right along the

piece of marsh land that had been consi-

dered so useless an appendage to Braeburn

Farm.

"Well, am I right?" enquired Mr. Dun-

bar, watching Alan's excited face.

" Yes, of course, that's just it ;" said Alan,

answering rather his own thoughts than Mr.

Dunbar's question, as there flashed back

upon his mind with the vividness of yester-

day, Ben's remark as to Mr. Sharpley's pri-

vate survey of the marsh.

" Yes, I conclude that explains the man-

oeuvres of Messrs. Leggatt and Sharpley.

Leggatt's had a chief hand in this railway all

through, so far, and of course he had his

eyes open, and knew where it was likely to

come through ; at least Sharpley and he toge-

ther would know. They evidently bad

determined from the beginning to get your

father's land into their hands for the least

possible sum—and this explains I.eggatt's

trying to throw your father off his guard with

his deceitful assurances of waiting till it was

convenient, and then bringing him up sud-

denly when he wasn't expecting it."

" Yes, and the obscure way in which they

advertised it, or didn't advertise it !" Alan

intermpted,

" Of course ! It's easy to see it all now. I

always thought Sharpley must have some end

of his own to serve, though it didn't strike

me about the railway. I only wish it had a

little sooner. Some effort might have been

made to hold the land till better value could

be got for it. I'm quite sure Leggatt and

Sharpley really hold it now, for I put the

question to Hollingsby as I came along, and

I could see from the way he tried to evade

it, that I was right. Of course nothing can

be done now. It's one of those cases in

which the letter of the law has been kept,

and a gross injustice perpetrated."

Alan did not reply. All his latent hatred

of Sharpley, whom he rarely encountered in

Carrington, partly perhaps because the

lawyer rather avoided meeting him, had been

roused into vehement life by this new reve-

lation, and he dared not trust himself to

speak, lest his friend should see the pas-

sionate anger that thrilled through him.

Perhaps Philip Dunbar did guess something

of it, calm as his own nature was, for he said,

as Alan, after sitting for a few minutes,

moodily gazing into the fire, rose to go.

" Don't let it worry you now, Campbell,



488 THE CAA/ADIAN MONTHLY

there's no use in fretting over what can't be

mended. Perhaps I shouldn't have told you,

but I wanted to make sure about the matter.

Sharjileyhas always managed hitherto to keep

within the letter of the law in his sharp prac-

tice. If I could only catch him outside it,

once, wouldn't I give it to him ! But be

sure and don't let your father hear anything

of this, for though I thought him looking

wonderfully well for a man who had had a

stroke of paralysis, still any painful emotion

or e.xcitement might be very injurious."

" Oh no, of course not," Alan replied,

thinking that the injunction was hardly ne-

cessar)-. And then he bade his friend good

night, and went out to walk off, in the cold

November night air, the fever of resentment

that was flowing in a fierce tide through his

veins.

CHAPTER XV.

A CHRISTMAS VISIT.

" Vet she did know my story, knew my life

Was wrought to hers with bindings many and

strong.

That I, like Israel, served for a wife,

And for the love I bare her, thought not long."

DECEMBER came, and Alan was

counting the days till Christmas,

when he was to pay his first visit to his

home. The frosts were growing intense

now, though, as yet, only a few sprinklings

of snow had fallen on the hard iron-bound

ground, that felt like cast metal under foot.

All the little ponds and runnels were frozen,

and little boys with their skates were mak-

ing use of every sjjot where they could find

a few feet of glare ice. The Arqua was so

rapid, and so full of falls, that it was hardly

ever thoroughly frozen, even in the depth

of winter ; but the larger, stiller river, after

steaming profusely fur a couple of days, had
"taken ," and presented an expanse of glit-

tering ice, safe for the most part, except

where, here and there, the current of a

" rapid," prevented the ice from forming

firmly.

Just below the lower edge of Carrington,

there was a wide still bay, where^ in a cove,

deeply fringed with sombre pines, was the fa-

vourite skating grounds of the Carringtonians

—the spot earliest frozen, and in winter kept

clear of snow, so as to form an open-air riiik.

Thither the greater portion of Carrington re

paired with their skates one fine afternoon

about the middle of December, the first day

that the ice had been reported really safe, and

among the rest Alan Campbell and Philip

Dunbar. Alan had an easy time of it just

now, for the frost had, of course, suspended

lumbering operations, and even in the saw-

mills there was not very much doing, so that

he had a good deal of time to himself, espe-

cially as from his growing experience, he

was able to get through business much more

quickly than he did at first.

It was one of those lovely afternoons

which sometimes come even in December,

and partially redeem it from the bitter, un-

genial character it is wont to bear—the air

cold, but not too cold to be pleasant to brisk

pedestrians muffled in warm winter wrap-

pings ; the atmosphere of a pure translucent

clearness ; and the western sky bright with

soft rich blending tints of delicate green, and

opal and rose, which the gleaming ice caught

and reflected back in even lovelier tones.

The ice, with its crowds of eager skaters,

presented a most animated scene; the bright

draperies of the girls, who in high glee were

skimming gaily over its surface, contrasting

prettily with the soberer dress, only enlivened

by gay mufflers, oftheir brothers and friends.

Alan's eye was caught at once by the

party from Ivystonc—Miss Arnold, her cou-

sin. Miss Junor, one or two visitors, and

little Pauline, with two or three of the

younger brothers. Ren^e glided regally

about, looking imposing in the purple velvet

skating costmne which had often graced the

Victoria Rink during her visits to Montreal.

Addie Junor, in a black velvet suit, with
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grebe trimmings and hat, which well set off

her fair beauty and slender figure, circled

round and round, performing the most com-

plicated evolutions with a graceful ease,

which excited at once Alan's admiration and

envy • for though a tolerably good, he was

by no means an accomplished, skater, and

could neither waltz on the ice nor perform

the "Dutch Roll," at which Miss Junor was

quite aufait. Little Pauline, too, skimmed

around in emulation of the others, with a

fairy-like grace of her own, looking very

pretty in a fanciful Red-Riding-hood sort of

costume, her bright auburn " mane" floating

in the breeze, and her cheeks rose-red with

the brisk exercise in the cold, clear air.

Mr. Dunbar and Alan, skated in wide

sweeps down the river, and back again ; the

former exchanging a word or too of greeting

with almost every one he met. He joined

the Ivystone party for a few minutes, and

Alan, who was not far off, heard him ask for

Miss Lenore.

" Oh, she was very well when we heard

last," replied the rather high-pitched voice

of Miss Arnold. " She seemed to be en-

joying herself very much, and you know the

ladies there have all caught the 'war fever ;'

they do nothing, almost, but scrape lint and

make bandages, and attend hospitals, and

you know that just suits Lenore. Her let-

ters are all full of the war, too full we think
;

it would be pleasanter if she would say less

about it
!"

" Yes ; it's a pity such unpleasant things

as wars ever have to be—read about !" said

Mr. Dunbar.
" Now Mr. Dunbar, I know you're laugh-

ing at me. You always are ! But we girls

aren't so strong-minded as you are, except

Nora, she's awfully strong-minded ! She

tied up Harry's finger when it was nearly cut

oft', when I couldn't so much as look at it
!"

" I've no doubt of it
!

" responded Mr.

Dunbar, quietly.

" Oh yes ! I know what you mean
;
you

satirical creature ! You think none of us fit

to hold a candle to Lenore. Well, she is a

darling ! Come Pauhne, we must be going

home."

But Miss PauUne was by no means ready

to go. She wanted to skate till it was quite

dusk, and Mr. Dunbar would take care of

her—wouldn't he—and take her to Papa's

office in time to go home with him ?

Mr. Dunbar said he would be most happy,

and Pauline had her way, as she generally

had. The others took off their skates and

left the ice, and PauUne, supremely happy,

holding a hand of Mr. Dunbar and Alan,

whose acquaintance she had made one day

at the mills, skated between them away

down the river, letting herself glide along,

and almost shouting with delight and excite-

ment.

But suddenly one of Mr, Dunbar's skate

straps broke. They stopped, and Alan

bent down to try to fasten it again, while

Pauline was told to keep close by them.

But the child was too excited to remain still,

and while they were both occupied, she

skated off by herself in the direction of the

shore.

"Alan !" exclaimed Mr. Dunbar, sud-

denly, "never mind the strap ! Go after

Pauline and bring her back. There's an

eddy just in there where she's going, and the

ice is always weak !

"

Alan was off in a moment, pursuing Pau-

line. It was no easy matter to come up

with her, for the light wind that had risen

caught her dress, and blew her along like a

little ice-boat. However, he reached her

at last, and just in time, for as he caught

one of her hands and whirled her round in

the opposite direction, the ice cracked be-

neath their feet in great curves. A minute

more and they would have been through.

Pauline was not at all scared by her nar-

row escape, but only looked up at Alan and

laughed as the ice crackled, and gave way

behind them. " Did you come after me, for

that ? " she asked, as Alan and she skated

rapidly up to Mr. Dunbar.
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"Yes, or you would have been in !" Alan

replied.

" No, I should'nt ! I skated so fiist the ice

would'nt have had time to let me down,"

she replied coolly.

"Well, Miss Pauline," said Mr. Dunbar,

"I hope you'll do as you're bid next time !''

" Do you do as you're bid ?" she returned

saucily, "and if you do, who bids you ?"

" Too many people, I'm sorry to say,"

Mr. Dunbar replied.

•' Grown up people never have to do as

they're bid," pursued Pauline sententiously.

"O how I wish I was grown up ! I'd never

do anything I did'nt like. None of them do,

only Lenore."

" Then I hope you will be like your sister

Lenore," said Mr. Dunbar. " That is why

everybody loves her ; because she does so

many things that she doesn't like herself,

for other people." By this time the broken

strap had been temporarily repaired, and

they skated homewards. Pauline insisting

that they should give her another skate like

that, next day.

But next day there came a fall of snow,

and then there came some soft slushy wea-

ther that took it away again, and there were

many theories and speculations as to whe-

ther there would be sleighing for Christmas.

But a day or two before it, came another

rather heavy fall, which set the sleighs going

to the merry music of the bells, and the

horses held up their heads, and went twice

as briskly, in response to the inspiriting

sound.

It was the day before Christmas at last,

a bright, clear winter day, and a busy day

in Carrington. It was the day of the Christ-

mas market, and the country waggons

crowded the market-place, cranuned with

fat geese, turkeys, chickens, joints of beef

and mutton, and vegetables. Then the

streets were full of busy jjcoplc running in

and out of shops, buying Christmas dainties

and Christmas presents. It was a pleasant day

for the cloaked and furred ladies who drove

about in their sleighs, tucked in under the

warm buffalo robes, for the muffled pedes-

trians with their warm fleecy " clouds " or

bright mutflers pulled up about their ears
;

a pleasant day, too, for the children who,

well-shielded from the cold, trotted past the

gay toy-shojjs and confectioners' windows,

speculating as to which of the good things

they saw would find their way into their

suspended stockings when " Santa Claus "

made his rounds that night. But it was not so

pleasant a day for those who, like poor Helen

Morgan, walked along in garments thin and

worn, with no Christmas presents to buy or

expect, " no good time " in prospect, and

only the bitter memory of former happy

Christmases to make this one sadder by

contrast.

Alan walked briskly along the street to

make his purchases, enjoying the bright sun-

lit snow, and the merry sleigh-bells, and the

sharp creaking sound of his feet on the

snowy sidewalk. It all made him realize

that it was Christmas time, and that he was

going home ! He was not going empty-

handed either ; he had received his first

quarter's salary from Mr. Arnold, who was

always punctual in his payments : and he

felt himself quite rich with this money, the

first he had ever earned on his own separate,

l)rivate account ; for in managing the farm

he had always felt himself merely his father's

agent.

He bought for his mother a su:i warm

shawl of the (luiet colours he knew she

liked. It was a long time since she had had

a new one. For Hugh he got a good Greek

lexicon, which he had long wauted, his old

one being a good deal the worse for wear,

and rather unsatisfactory. For Jcanie he

selected a pretty little brooch—she had

hardly any ornaments, poor girl—and this

one was made of Scotch pebbles, and would

please his father's and mother's eye. And
for Lottie. .Alan had planned a present that

he hoped she would like better than any-

thing else, a large-sized photograph of
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himself in a handsome frame, of which he

also took a copy in a plainer frame to his

father. It was the same size as the one

Lottie had had taken for him, which hung

in his room and was often fondly looked at,

and perhaps Alan felt as if Lottie would re-

member him the better for having it to look

at. But besides that, remembering her per-

sonal tastes, he bought for her a pretty little

ornament for the hair, which he thought

would look well on her brown tresses.

And so provided, and muffled in his stout

old plaid that had seen a good deal of ser-

vice, he took his seat in the capacious sleigh

of a farmer from near Mapleford, who had

invited him to drive out with him. Soon

they had left the houses and busy streets

far behind them as they struck out into the

open snow-clad country, with only the black

rail fences and the dark masses of woods

to break the white monotony. The after-

noon grew colder still, as the bright blue sky

clouded over a little and a wind got up ; and,

by the time they were approaching Black-

water Mill, Alan had got so chilled as to give

him a fair excuse for telling his companions

that he would walk the rest of the way if

they would kindly carry on his little luggage

to Mapleford. Of course the farmer and

his wife saw through the little stratagem

quite well, and smiled and nodded to each

other, and talked of the time when they were

" courting." For it is unnecessary to remark

that Allan intended to stop and warm him-

self at the Mill.

Mrs. Ward was busy in her ample store-

closet, which always smelt so deliciously of

apples and spices and many other good

things, and where her numerous winter

stores were arranged with housewifely pre-

cision. She had just set out on the wide

white-scoured shelf the array of mince pies

and pumpkin pies, and fruit cakes, which

she had been busy for the last day or two in

preparing ; for they had family gatherings

at Christmas time and both the miller and

she liked to have their table well supplied

with good things. But Mrs. Ward never

thought of bestowing any of these good

things on her poorer neighbouts. All these

fat turkeys and geese that were hanging up

stiffly frozen in a cellar, and all these tempt-

ing pies and cakes were intended solely for

home consumption. None of them were to

go, in the true spirit of Christmas keeping,

to those who were not fortunate enough to

have fat turkeys and tempting pies of their

own. Had such an idea been proposed to

Mrs. Ward she would have elevated her

black eyebrows in surprise, and said that she

didn't see why she should slave for other peo-

ple ; let every one take care of themselves

—that was her motto.

" Now Lottie, I guess that's all that's got

to be done to-day ; it's such a comfort al-

ways to have things through in good time,

and then you can sit down and feel comfort-

able ! It 'd put me frantic to be like Mrs.

Simpkins, always slaving away with those

eight children round ; I guess they hain't got

any mince pies ready, nor plum-puddin'

either. Everything's all ready for the plum-

puddin', too, so I can mix it up in the even-

ing and let it stand overnight. That's what

makes my puddin's so good."

From which it will be seen that Mrs.

Ward was careful to observe Christmas in

due form, so far at least as having good

things to eat was concerned. Just then

came Alan's knock at the door.

" Well, now, if Alan Campbell was here,

I'd say that was his knock," exclaimed Mrs.

Ward, hurrying to open it. Lottie knew

well enough that it was his knock. She

knew from his letter that he was coming to-

day, and was looking very handsome in her

dark green winter dress and bright ribbons.

But for all that she did not hurry, but went

and stood by the kitchen window while her

mother let Alan in. She was glad to see

him, however ; indeed, both of them were.

It had been rather dull of late about the mill,

and Alan's entrance seemed to bring with it

a certain stir and animation, and even a sort
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of waft of town life. He had plenty to tell

them, and told it well, excited as he was by

the meeting. Then, too, Alan had decid-

edly improved in manner, seemed more
" wide awake," as Mrs. \Vard afterwards ob-

served, and had lately treated himself to a

new suit of clothes in Carrington. All

which things raised him a good deal in

Lottie's estimation as well as in that of her

mother, who inwardly thought what a pity

it was that the young man wag not " better

situated with regard to worldly matters."

Lottie received the photograph very graci-

ously, and felt a little proud of it, for it

showed Alan at his best, and was a very fine

picture. But the pleasure the ornament

gave was of a decidedly keener nature, and

she could hardly wait till Alan was gone to

try its etTect in her hair. Alan had brought

a little remembrancer for Mrs. Ward also,

which she declared was " very nice of him."

But Alan had to hurry away, for the short

December evening was already closing in,

and he knew that his mother would be

anxiously looking out for him. So, promis-

ing to walk over to see Lottie the day after

Christmas—for Christmas Day itself must,

of course, be spent at home—Alan set off

on his walk to Mapleford, over the frozen

snowy roads, and under the glittering stars,

which gleamed as brightly through the

clear frosty air as they had done in an east-

ern sky, on a Christmas eve, many hun-

dred years ago. But how many were the

human hearts that were open to receive the

message of love and good will which they

might have conveyed to them.

Alan found the family in a state of eager

expectation, for not only had his valise been
left, with the announcement that he was on
the way, but Ben, who had come by the

stage, had also arrived, accomjjanied by
Ponto, who came in for his share of delighted

greeting.

It is easier to imagine than describe the

little fever of excitement that Alan's arrival

created—how many things everybody had

to say, all at once ; how proudly Mrs. Camp-
bell noted her son's improved appearance

and bearing ; how happily they all sat down

to tea, with one thought of -regret in the

minds of all for the one who was absent
;

how, after tea, the presents Alan, and Ben

too, had brought, instead of being ortho-

doxically kept till next day, were dragged

forth and presented to their respective

owners, thereby causing another little tumult

of excitement and gratitude ; how home-

gifts in turn were prematurely produced
;

and how they all sat till near midnight

around the bright log-fire that was blazing

in Miss Hepzibah's sitting-room in honour

of the arrivals.

Alan thought that his mother looked less

anxious and harassed than he had been

accustomed to see her look ; and, in truth,

one cause of her anxiety had been almost

entirely removed in the compulsory with-

drawal from her husband, by means of his

illness, of the temptations which had for-

merly so beset him. He was no longer

constantly meeting inducements to drink

with others, and to do him justice, Archi-

bald Campbell had never sunk quite to the

level of " soaking," as it was expressively

called by the Radnor people, /. e., loving to

drink alone for its own sake. Now and

then, when an old friend came in to see

him, he would still demand a " brew " of

whiskey toddy, as he did to-night, to cele-

brate his son's arrival ; and at such times his

wife had not the heart to refuse him, but, by

the exercise of her watchful care and tact;

was able to keep the "brew " within bounds,

not exceeding the second tumbler, always

interposing a gentle " Archie, you know

what the doctor says," which usually had its

eflfect. It was probably as much owing to

this cause as any other that he had recov-

ered as far as he had, and was able now to

walk shakily about the house, and even to

lake exercise on fine days in the verandah
;

and the pleasurable excitement of seeing his

son made him look considerably better than
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he usually did. But he would never again

be what he had been.

Jeanie was looking somewhat paler and

thinner. She had been studying very hard,

for she was ambitious of taking a first-class

certificate in Spring, and then she could

command a larger salary than if she limited

her ambition, as she had first thought of do-

ing, to a second-class one. And after the

active life she had always led, a compara-

tively sedentary one of close study told upon

both her strength and her looks. More-

over, besides her study and her house-work,

Jeanie had all the sewing and mending of

the family to do, that her mother might

have her time to apply more uninterrupt-

edly to the plain sewing which she did so

well, and of which she got from the Maple-

ford people as much as she was able to un-

dertake, the proceeds of which went a good

way to help their modest housekeeping.

Moreover, Jeanie was the family correspond-

ent, and wrote to Alan and Dan the long

" newsy " letters which kept them so vividly

au conrmtt with all the home and the Radnor

affairs. Dan had had himselfphotographed

too, and Jeanie had that very morning got

in his Christmas letter the much-prized carte,

which represented Dan as a dashing young

soldier in full uniform. It had been duly ad-

mired by the family, and now they enjoyed

it all over again, in the admiration of Alan

and of Ben, whose pride in Dan's imposing

appearance was not exceeded by that of any

of his own family. Alan's photograph, too,

gave intense satisfaction, and poor Ben was

beset, to his own great bewilderment, with

entreaties to get his picture taken too, to

complete the collection of absent ones.

Hugh was eager to show Alan how far he

had been getting on with his studies under

Mr. Abernethy's kind tuition, and Jeanie

had a little modest pride in her own pro-

gress. They found, however, somewhat to

their surprise, that, thanks to Mr. Dunbar's

society and Alan's own studies, he was

really ahead of them in knowledge of things

in general, though, of course, still far be-

hind them in their special studies. But he

had taken a look out into the great efferves-

cing world of mind which had formerly been

to him a terra incognita, and his ideas had

taken flight far beyond the narrow sphere to

which they had formerly been restricted.

He had plenty, of course, to say about his

new friend, Mr. Dunbar, and found that all

he had to say was eagerly listened to, for

Mr. Dunbar had made an easy conquest of

them all during his short visit, and must

have been, Alan thought, more genial and

accessible than he usually was to strangers.

But Mr. Dunbar had gained from Alan's

conversation a considerable insight into the

character of the Campbell family before he

had seen them.

They had a pleasant, quiet Christmas to-

gether. Alan and Jeanie went to the little

English church, looking bright with its

Christmas garniture of pine boughs and

rowan berries, and then they had a long walk

together, visiting Mr. and Mrs. Abernethy

and some others of their friends in the

neighbourhood. The frost of the two or

three days previous had suddenly given

place to unusual mildness, and the soft air

and blue sky, with its pale grey clouds,

seemed almost to bear about them a breath-

ing of the Spring, still so far away, beyond

a dreary extent of frost and snow. But,

as Jeanie said, they would enjoy it while

it lasted, like Alan's visit ; although Alan

looked with some concern at the fast-melt-

ing snow, and wondered how he was to get

home. He might have spared himself his

anxiety, however, for he had hardly time

to get back from Blackwater Mill next day,

bearing an invitation to Jeanie and Hugh
for an apple-paring party that Mrs. Ward

meant to have on New Year's Eve, when a

snow-storm set in with whirling snow-drifts,

which lasted with scarcely any diminution

for two or three days, and made locomotion

on the country roads almost an impossibi-

lity. Alan had to content himself without
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seeing Lottie for several days, which was

rather a serious disappointment, though his

mother and sister did their best to make his

visit as pleasant as they could, and suc-

ceeded pretty well in doing so. Then he

had to spend an evening at Mr. Abernethy's,

and there were various other little hospita-

lities from neighbours not too far off to be

got at through the snow-drifts, and so the

days passed both swiftly and pleasantly.

At last the weather cleared up, to Mrs.

Ward's great satisfaction, for she was begin-

ning to fear lest her i)arty should be an im-

possibility, which would have defeated not

only her hospitable, but her housewifely in-

entions as well. For, by this apple-paring

party, she hoped to combine pleasure to her

guests, with profit to herself, and to get a

good stock of apples pared, cut up and

strung on cord to be hung up to dry. "Folks

liked it just as well, if you gave 'em some-

thing to do," she said, ''and then you got

the good of it
!" So her mind was greatly

relieved when the day before her party, the

heavy grey clouds broke up, and the blue

sky appeared, and the sun shone out, bright

and dazzling, on the pure untrodden snow,

which g4ittered in the sunbeams as if it were

encrusted with diamonds, and hung in great

heavy masses on the long sweeping branches

of the pines, and collected in little sponta-

neous snow-balls round the red clusters of

rowan-berries on the mountain ash. The

^Tcat heavy wood-sleds went about on the

drifted roads, drawn by strong horses, to

make a passable way for lighter vehicles, and

the stage prepared to go through to Car-

rington, for the first time since the storm

began.

Alan got out his snow-shoes, and set out

on a tramp across country to the mill.

The snow was still so soft and powdery,

that even his snow-shoes sank in it a little,

and jjoor Ponto, who tried to follow, floun-

dered about, making a succession of large

liuks in token of his progress, and at

la.sl, tired out, and discomfited, was fain to

return. But the walk—though slower than

it would otherwise have been—was a delight-

ful one, in the e.vhilarating air, under an

intensely blue sky, and over the dazzling

white expanse, whose surface was only varied

by the gentle rise of the soft snow wreaths, or

through the deep dark woods, their heavily

laden boughs constantly dropping little

showers of snow on the ground beneath. As

he came across the bridge by the mill-dam,

and looked down upon the rocks below, he

stopped for a few minutes to admire the

fantastic forms into which the snow-wreaths

had tossed themselves around the rocky wall

that hemmed in the little water-fall—all

white and frozen now. It seemed a minia-

ture bit of Alpine scenery, full of sngwy

peaks and " horns," which wanted only the

element of size to make it really grand,

instead of only beautiful and curious. Then

the icicles along the edge of the waterfall

glittered in the sunshine, adding to the

general brilliamcy of the effect. Not satisfied

with admiring it himself, Alan went in to get

Lottie to come and admire it with him,

somewhat to the discontent of Mrs. Ward,

who was over head and ears in the prepa-

rations for her party, rubbing up her best

china, iS:c., &c., in which she found plenty of

need for Lottie's assistance. Indeed, she

found work for Alan too, and had a long list

of commissions for him to e.xecute in Maple-

ford. As he walked home in the moonlight,

he took another look at the snow-wreaths

round the water-fall, which in the pure cold

with its solemn lights and ethereal shadowy

moonlight were idealtsed, and looked even

majestic.

Jeanie, Hugh and he had a merry sleigh

ride ne.\t day to the mill, with some of their

young friends from Majjleford. They did

not care much about Mrs. Ward's parties,

and Alan, of course, would far rather have

had a (juiet evening with Lottie ; but the

excursion put them in mind of old times,

when nothing was so delightful as to get into

a large sleigh, tucked in among the warm
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buffalo robes, and glide to the music of jing-

ling bells along the smooth roads, with many

a gleeful shout and merry laugh, as the brisk

motion and the frosty air put them all into

the highest spirits. The sleighing was de-

lightful ; the runners of the large sleigh

glided smoothly along in the bluish shiny

groove left for it by its predecessors, and

almost before they had begun to think them-

selves half-way, they were turning through

the wide gate, into the road that led past the

mill, to the miller's house.

They found a good many of the party

already at work, and merrily busy at the long

tables where piles of apples, green, yellow,

rosy, and deep crimson, were waiting to be

pared, quartered, and hung up in long fes-

toons.

There was the usual amount of gossip

talked among the good-wives and spinsters,

and the usual amount of joking, spoken and

practical among the young people, as the

hours woFe on, and the piles of apples grew

less. Alan hovered as near Lottie as he

could, only retreating when Kate Lindsay

carme up and took possession of her. Kate

was in high glee and conscious import-

ance. Her fiance was coming to join the

party in the evening, and the other girls were

half enviously " chaffing " her about it, to

her pretended annoyance, though it was easy

to see how thoroughly she enjoyed it.

'

'J eanie
!

" said she and Lottie, coming up to

her with a half-mischievous air :
" Do look at

Robert Warwick ! He isn't going to break his

heart because you won't look at him. Just

look at him down there by Mary Burridge.

He's never moved from beside her for the

last hour. You'll see, that's a case !

"

" Well, so much the better if it is !
" re-

turned Jeanie, stealing a sly look at Alan.

" He'll get a very good wife and she'll get a

good husband." And Jeanie's heart leaped

up at the thought that if Mary Burridge got

married, she might get her school, and live

at home instead of going away and "board-

ina; round."

At last the apples were all done, and the

young men had hung them in long rows of

festoons around the kitchen, and then came

the tea, which had to be spread on long

tables in the kitchen as well as in the best

parlour. The seniors of the party had their

tea there, as the place of honour, but the

young people had the kitchen, and the best

of the " fun," making, indeed, a rather noisy

party. The " spread " was a bountiful one,

comprising substantial as well as lighter fare,

and Mrs. Ward delighted in the opportunity

of displaying the resources of her house-

keeping. There were hams and rounds of

beef, and potted meats, and cold turkey, and

mince pies, and pumpkin pies, and custard

pies, and cakes of every variety ; and the

good fare was by no means unappreciated

by the guests. After tea was over, the room

was cleared as soon as possible, for the more

festive portion of the evening's entertain-

ment. Just as the dancing was beginning,

to the tune of a Mapleford fiddle, an arrival

was heard, and after a little commotion in

the entry, and stamping of snow off feet and

garments, for it was snowing slightly again,

the miller threw open the door and intro-

duced Kate Lindsay's betrothed, Mr. Mar-

shall, from Carrington, accompanied by Mr.

Sharpley. As it may be supposed, Alan

did not welcome the sight of the unexpected

guest, but Mrs. Ward, and even Lotti,e, re-

ceived him with evident pleasure. This,

however, Alan could have borne, if it had

not been that Mr. Sharpley immediately be-

came conspicuously assiduous in his atten-

tions to Lottie, who was looking radiant in

an elaborate toilette. In fact, he almost

monopolised her for the rest of the evening,

nor did she in the least resist being mono-

polised. Alan was stung with pain, and in-

wardly boiling over with impatient indigna-

tion. If he could only go to the interloper

and tell him that Lottie was engaged to him,

and that his attentions were unwelcome.

But he could not ; Lottie was not formally

engaged to him now, and it was only too
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evident that to her, at least, his attentions

were not unwelcome. So he had to bear it,

and knowing that watching eyes were upon

hinn, to see how he took it, he endeavoured,

with questionable success, to make him-

self agreeable, as in duty bound, to some of

the other girls. It was a great relief to him

when Jeanie, seeing very well how matters

stood, proposed an early departure, and

when he at last got away from the sight

of the smiling and assiduous Sharpley,

who kept repeating how " glad he was that

his friend Marshall had persuaded him to

come ; these little country gatherings were

so agreeable !

"

Even the sleigh-ride home through the

still moonlight, misty with light-falling snow,

did not suffice to cool the fever in Alan's

blood, and when at last he fell asleep, after

tossing for wakeful hours, it was to dream

one of those dreams which sometimes em-

body in our nightly visions, fears that in our

waking thoughts we strive to hide away even

from our own consciousness. He dreamed

that Lottie and he were peacefully floating

down a summer stream, that the current

suddenly rose and swelled, and the tossing

white-crested waves drifted her away from

his eager grasp. In vain he struggled, the

waves and the current were too strong. She

had disappeared, and he found himself float-

ing alone among buffeting, raging waves,

and in a horror of great darkness which

awoke him, to find the first faint light of a

New Year's morning stealing into his room.

{To be continued.
)

The following lines were suggested by reading what George Macdonald says of the word sad. thai it formerly

meant settled, thoughtful.

OSWEf:T sad face,

Where dwells thy charm ?

Lurks it in thy waving hair ?

Or in thy form of grace so rare ?

Come whisper to me, whisper, where ?

In many a scene

Of brilliant throng,

I've watched the ma/y dance, and gay,

Full many a sprightlier form I've seen,

In costlier array

;

liul scarcely have I

Found that look,

(Too sweet for nature oft to trace)

As if of thought and sorrow joined.

And both so deep, and so combined,
One dare not say of which, tlie mind.

•

And ever thus it seems to be.

That thouglit and woe together dwell,

And mingled, weave a charm.

The mind that speaks of firmest faith,

Tile heart, that tells a tender soul.

Have wrought such calm in thy dear face.

That beauty in an empty shell,

Might seek in vain thy witching spell.

Montreal. (lowAN Lea.
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THE LATE HON. JOSEPH HOWE.

By the Rev. G. M. Grant,

Author of
'' Ocean to Ocean."

PART II.

WHEN Howe, in 1828, became the

owner and editor of a weekly

newspaper, the step determirted his des-

tiny. In happier days and circumstances

he might have been a poet, and he

certainly could have been a litterateur of

the first class. But at that time in the

history of the world it was almost impos-

sible to be an editor without being a poli-

tician also, not to mention the fact that,

having bought a paper, he had to work hard

at hack work in order to pay the price. It

was the beginning of a transition period in

the mother country and in the colonies. All

the great questions .connected with the re-

moval of religious disabilities, with popular

rights generally, with the relief of industry

and commerce from the shackles of what

was and is oddly enough called "Protection,"

were being discussed in the British Press.

These questions were involved in still larger

currents of thought and action that were

disturbing all Europe, and they affected

the colonies intimately. An editor had to

follow the ebbing and flowing of the fight-

ing all along the line, to form his own

opinions, and to strike in Donnybrook or

Inkerman fashion, "wherever he saw a

head." Poetry had to be laid aside for odd

minutes, or for other and quieter years.

But though we may " cultivate the Muses

on a little oatmeal," they cannot be culti-

vated with a divided heart. He that would

be a poet must make up his mind to be

nothing else. Like Mahomet, he must

turn away from the gate of Damascus,

scarcely allowing himself to sigh that man
is allowed only one paradise.

3

At first it seemed as if Howe's connec-

tion with the press would develop rather

than repress the poetic heart that was be-

ginning to awake in him, by affording it a

wider range, and supplying it with food

convenient. Previous to 1828 he knew
little even of his own Province outside of

the peninsula of Halifax ; but now he had

to travel all over and outside it to estab-

lish agencies and transact other necessary

business. In long walks and rides to the

seaport towns and inland districts he was

thrown into close companionship with na-

ture. He saw her in all her varied moods
and aspects. He became well acquainted

with the whole face of the Province, and that

love for his natal soil which was in him as

patriot and as poet was nurtured into a pas-

sion. As he rode through the silent woods,

or by river, lake, or seashore, crooning

over some auld Scot's sonnet, or those old

English ballads that have been well-springs

to successive generations, or humming verses

of Campbell, Mrs. Hemans, Burns, or By-

ron, his own impressions and feelings would

shape themselves after the mould of the

numbers that occupied his mind at the time,

and song would flow naturally from his lips.

In the evening, perhaps, by the firelight of

some settler, he would jot down his effu-

sions on scraps of paper, or on the back of

an old envelope, with the hope that he

might some day be able to weave them into

a worthy whole. Thus it is that you cannot

read his little volume of poems without

being continually reminded of the greater

masters of song. He was no plagiarist.

His thoughts were his own ; so were his
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words ; but they ran instinctively into the

moulds that were most familiar to him, be-

cause never having given his strength to poe-

try, he had not attained to a style that he

could call his own. Sometimes his verses

limp : oftener they are overburdened with ad-

jectives and expletives, brought in to fill up

the line—a liberty that the improvisatoremay

take, but not the poet ; for as Emerson truly

says in his latest book, " Poetry teaches the

enormous force of a few words, and in pro-

portion to the inspiration checks loquacity.

It requires that splendour of expresssion

which carries with it the proof of great

thoughts. Great thoughts ensure musical

expressions. Ever}' word should be the

right word." But all the fused, condensed

passion of a great nature is needed to give

birth to such great thoughts, and to wed

them to verse that neatly matches and ex-

presses them. We find little trace of such

spiritual white heat in Howe's poetry.

There is actually more of it in not a few of

his innumerable speeches, pamphlets, and

state papers ; so that his poetic reputation

would have been higher had he not written

verses. Is not Thomas Carlyle a poet,

though he has always said in prose what he

had to say ? In reading Howe's poems you

come upon easy flowing lines in abundance,

with here and there a felicitous expression

that sticks in your memory, or a diamond

drop of sentiment " of purest ray serene ;

"

but taken as a whole they are the produc-

tions of a young man who himself is as yet

only in the outer courts of the temple.

And he never penetrated much farther, and

thus can scarcely be said to have caught

more than a glimpse of

" The li|,'ht tliat never w.xs on sea or shore."

Still he had in him the poetic heart, and he

never wholly lost it. " Poetry was my first

love, but politics was the harridan I mar-

ried," he writes in his newspaper, with a half

pathetic, wistful glance bark at what might

have been, when in the midst of one of his

fiercest party conflicts. And his first love

did not in anger give him up, although he

in his youth had deliberately turned his

back on her, and afterwards used her to do

the menial work of mere political squib writ-

ing. She solaced many a weary hour for

him ; she inspired him with true literary

taste and appreciation of all literary effort
;

and dictated a few stanzas and not a few

lines that may survive when his political

works shall have been wholly forgotten.

Surely he was a poet who wrote the ode to

' Our Fathers." It was written as his con-

tribution to the first Provincial Industrial

Exhibition of Nova Scotia, held in October,

1854. As he looks on all that the Province

can show as memorials of genius and indus-

try, on the products of the field, the forest,

and the mine, his thoughts revert to those

who first took possession of the land, and

left it as a fair inheritance to their children,

and he claims tribute

" For those, and for their works, who are not here.

" Not here ? Oh ! yes, our hearts their presence feel.

Viewless not voiceless, from the deepest shells

On memory's shore harmonious echoes steal,

And names, which in the days gone by were

spells,

Are blent with that soft music.''

" Verses on Sable Island," Lines to his

Wife and Sister, and his " Centenary

Song " are of this same quality.

Had he given himself to poetry, he would

not have been a poet after the fashion of

some of our most modern schools—neither

of the love-lorn extreme who spend their

strength in " spinning their own bowek into

cobwebs," nor of that other extreme who

mistake the rage of fever for strength. He

would have given us liealtiiy, hearty poetry

that the common i)eople could understand ;

songs, ringing ballads, faithful descriptions

of scenery, lessons from nature, and sketches

woven with a fireside glow. What he has

given us is evidently healthy. Home and

country are to him as to every true i)oct. re-
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alities supremely loved. He writes of father

and mother, of wife, sister, "children, and

loved ones. His thoughts go back from the

present—so all engrossing with most of us

—

to the past, and not to a past of romance or

cloudland but to the actual past of Nova

Scotia. His heart ever goes out with his

countrymen in all their labours ; with the

settler breaking with his axe the deep spells

of woodland solitude, or contending with

the savage ; with the farmer, winning fruit-

ful fields from the forest ; with the fisher-

man mending his nets in his lowly cabin, or

spelling out to wife and family a letter from

their absent boy ; with the " coaster " saihng

through the storm and sleet of winter;

" every harbour from Sable to Canso a

home." The pines, the wild-cherry tree,

the mayflower, the firefly, the pleasant

streams, everything in his native land is dear

to him. The sight of a moose in bondage

in the Jardin des Plantes is enough to recall

all Nova Scotia to him and set him rhym-

ing. On the banks of the Rhine he thinks

not so much of its legends and historic inte-

rest as of the gentle streams three thousand

miles away that are dearer far to him.

'

' I see them winding through the vales

The clover's breath perfumes,

Where, fluttering in the summer gales

The scented Wild Rose blooms
;

And v?here the elms with graceful ease,

Their fringed branches droop ;

And where the tasselled alder trees

To kiss their waters stoop ;

While guttering in the rosy light

At day's serene decline,

They murmur onwards, calm and bright,

Those pleasant streams of mine.

" I see them from the mountain gush,

Where wave the ancient woods,

O'er rock and steeps impetuous rush

To blend their sparkling floods.

Now wandering through the forest glade.

To sylvan lakes expand
;

In every form of beauty made,

To bless the pleasant land.

And midst the charms that greet me here

Beside the swelling Rhine, >

Their voices steal upon my ear,

Those far-off streams of mine."

But he could not give himself to poetry.

Other thoughts engrossed him in his rides

and rambles through the Province. In a

new country all men have to be practical.

Howe had a wife to support, and his news-

paper to establish. He had to fight with his

own hand, and to fight single-handed. When
he commenced '' there was not a single indi-

vidual, with one exception, capable of writ-

ing a paragraph upon whom he could fall

back." He had to do all himself; to report

the debates in the House of Assembly and

important trials in the courts, to write the

local items as well as the editorials, to pre-

pare digests of British, Foreign, and Colo-

nial news ; in a word, to " run the whole

machine." He wrote voluminous descrip-

tions of every part of the Province that he

visited, under the title of "Eastern and West-

ern Ramblings." Those rambles laid the

foundation of much of his future political

power and popularity. He became familiar

not only with the Province and the charac-

ter and extent of its resources, but also with

every nook and corner of the popular heart,

our ways of looking at things, our feelings,

prejudices, idioms, till at length he was able

to play on every string in our hearts as it

suited him. He graduated with honours at

the only college he ever attended—what he

called " the best of colleges—a farmer's fire-

side." He was admirably qualified physi-

cally and socially for this kind of Ufe. He
didn't know that he had a stomach ; was

ready to eat anything and to sleep anywhere.

These were strong points in his favour ; for

in our hospitable country, if a visitor does

not eat a Benjamin's portion, the good

woman of the house suspects that he does

not like the food, and that he is pining for

the dainties of the city. He would talk

farm, fish, or horse with the people as

readily as politics or religion. He made

himself, or rather he really felt, equally at
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home in the fisherman's cabin or the log

house of the new settler, as with the substan-

tial fanner or well to do merchant ; would

kiss the women, remember all about the last

sickness of the baby, share the jokes and

thoughts of the men, and be popular with

all alike. In those days when there were

few roads ia the Province, or when bridle

paths were dignified with the name of roads
;

when the fishermen and farmers along the

coast did their business with Halifax by

semi-annual visits in their boats or smacks ;

when the postman carried Her Majesty's

mail to Annapolis in a queer little gig that

cou/d accommodate one passenger ; when

the mail to Pictou and the Gulf of St. Law-

rence was stowed away in one of the great-

coat pockets of a sturdy pedestrian who kept

the other pocket free for the partridges he

shot on the way, we can fancy what an event

in almost any part of the Province the ap-

pearance of Joe Howe must have been. He
came along fresh, hearty, full of sunlight,

brimming over with news, fresh from contact

with the great people in Halifax—yet one of

themselves, hailing them Tom and Jack,

and as happy with them as if in the king's

palace. " Joe Howe came to our house

last night," bragged a little girl as she skip-

ped along to school next morning, " he

kissed mamma and kissed me too." The

familiarity was seldom rebuked, for his

heartiness was contagious. He was as full

of jokes as a pedlar, and had as few airs. A
brusqueness of manner and a coarseness of

speech which was partly natural became

thus ingrained in him. His manners never

had

'

' that repose

Which stamps the caste of Vere de Vere ;''

and his cultivation of the hail-fellow-well-

met style did not tend to give that refine-

ment which some strange people fancy to

be incompatible with strength. There was

a lack of perception of the fitting that flowed

from this absence of refinement that often

made him speak loosely, even when men

and women were by to whom such a style

gave positive pain. No doubt much of his

coarseness, like that of Montaigne and every

humourist, was based on honesty and hatred

of shams. When he saw silly peacocks

strutting about and trying to fill the horizon

with their tails, he could not help ruffling

their feathers, and making them scream,

were it only to let the world know how

unmelodious their voices were. It was gen-

erally in the presence of prudes that he re-

ferred to unnameable things ; and he aftected

low phrases most when he tdMced to very

superfine people. Still, the vein of coarse-

ness was in him, like the baser stuffs in the

ores of precious metals ; but his literary taste

kept his wTitings— especially those thr.t he

revised—pure.

From his 23rd to his 31st year, his educa-

tion went on in connection with his editorial

and other professional work. He became inti-

mate wath the leading men in the city. He
had trusty friends all over the country. His

paper and he were identified as paper and

editor have seldom been. All correspond-

ence was addressed, not to an unknown

figure of vast, because ill-defined, propor-

tions called Mr. Editor, but simply to Joseph

Howe. Even when it was known that he

was absent in Europe, the country corres-

pondence always came, and was published

in the old way : " Mr. Joseph Howe, Sir."

He cordially welcomed literary talent of all

kinds, giving every man full swing on his

own hobby, and changing rapidly from grave

to gay, from lively to severe. He cultivated

from the first that true journalistic spirit of

giving fair play, in his columns, to both

sides, even when one of the sides was the

editor or the proprietor. The speeches of

opponents were as fully and promptly re-

ported as his own, after he entered the House

of A.ssembly. Able men—and the Province

could boast then of an extraordinary number

of really able men—gathered round him or

sent contributions to the paper, while fron>
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all parts of the countrycame correspondence,

telling Mr. Howe what was going on. As

he began to feel his powers, and to know

that he had power in reserve ; to hold his

own with older and better educated men
;

and to take the sweets of popular applause,

that fame which he, like all young poets,

had affected to despise, appeared beautiful

and beckoned him onwards. He loved his

country from the first, and as it responded

to him that love increased, and it became

one of his chief objects to excite in the

bosoms of the people that attachment to

the soil that gave them birth, which is the

fruitful parent of the virtues of every great

people.

To promote this object he made many

sacrifices. He published, between 1828

and 1839, ten volumes, connected with the

histor)', the law, and the literature of the

province, some of them at his own risk.

There was no such thing as a History of

Nova Scotia till he published, at pecuniary

loss to himself, Haliburton's work. He in-

troduced to the world, through his columns,

that " fellow of infinite jest," Mr. Samuel

Slick, who made all creation acquainted with

the natural resources of Nova Scotia, while

seemingly only " making everlastin' fun " of

everybody. Before this. Nova Scotia had

been known abroad only as " the misshapen

brat " of Burke ; or from the racy denun-

ciations of its soil and climate by Cobbett,

who had served as a soldier in Halifax ; or

from the Indian bead-work and snow-shoes

that officers would send home as the pro-

ductions of the natives ; or from the ac-

counts of its fogs, that captains of the old

ten gun brigs gave when explaining why the

voyages extended over fifty or sixty days.

" Good harbours in Nova Scotia ! " was their

ory. " Yes, if the fog would only let you see

them." But now the goodwork that Agricola's

letters had commenced in 1819 was carried

on, till abroad Nova Scotia became known

more truly, and something like a patriotic

spirit became strong in Nova Scotians. This

object of making them fond of their country,

Howe adhered to with the utmost tenacity;

and this deep-seated spirit in him, and the

corresponding feeling it excited in them,

helps to explain some otherwise puzzling

facts in his and their history. He would at

times speak of Nova Scotia as if it could

stand against the world like ancient Greece.

" You don't need a big field to raise a big

turnip," he would proudly say. When, in

1838, he first visited England, he wrote back

glowing descriptions of its marvellous culti-

vation, its verdure, ivy-mantled trees, walls,

and vines ; the wondrous gardens, with

their flowers grouped as in pictures ; the

summer-houses ; the elaborate iron railings,

and the perfection of everything ; but he

breaks off" to go back in thought, and to

vow unshaken fealty to " that small spot

of earth between Cape Sable and Cape

North that is our own," and to exhort his

fellow-countrymen to visit other lands only

that they may be able to improve and adorn

their own.

Perhaps the great lesson that Howe's

earlier years teaches is the one so hard to

learn, that there is no royal road to suc-

cess. When a man wakes up some fine

morning to find himself famous, we may be

sure that he has earned the success by years

of previous toil, of which the world knew

nothing, or if the fame has grown in the

night, it will perish at mid-day. Howe
must have been a very glutton for work in

those early years. He was editor, pub-

lisher, reporter, and 'our own correspondent

'

rolled into one. He carried his load, as a

true Englishman takes even his punishment,

smiling, and many, therefore, supposed that

to him it was not a load. And the light

heart does lighten the load, but this is one

of the open secrets. Under all his press

of work, he was as jolly as if he did not

own or owe a farthing. Yet, as every man

must be who has many irons in the fire,

he was thoroughly methodical, and never neg-

lected business, being especially thor:> igi
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wth his political campaigns, and careful in

seeing that election bills were paid. He
never failed to answer a letter, nor put off

till to-morrow what could be done to-day.

His firm, precise handwriting was an index

of the real man. His copy was clean, legi-

ble, without blots or erasures. And, like

every man who has found out by experience

how much it is possible to do, he never al-

lowed the excuse to be put in that a thing

could not be done, A journeyman in his

office once said, half grumblingly, " he'll tell

us some evening to Set up a new edition of

the Bible, and have it struck off by the

morning." Word was sent him from the

Gazette office; on one occasion when he was

head of the Government, that it was impos-

sible to exeaite a certain order in the time

allowed. " Impossible !" said he ;
" go and

say that if it is not done, we'll very soon find

another Queen's Printer." It was done.

Like Napoleon, he hated that '' biie" of a

word, impossible.

When he had any special work to do,

he did it with all his might. In after years,

in order to be free from interruptions, he

would go up into the country and shut him-

self in a quiet little room somewhere or

another, and prepare his State papers, great

speeches, or public letters, sparing no pains

to make them effective. He took pains,

knowing that easy writing is very hard read-

ing. His style is simply delightful, and so

uniformly good that justice is not done to it

by quotations. "Saxon, by the soul of

Hengist," a modern Cedric is forced to cry

out with delight. John Bright does not give

us purer English. It is so luxurious that we
see without effort the idea he would convey,

and so easy and rythmical, that we are never

tired. We think as we read, not of the style,

but of the subject ; fancying, i)erhaps, like

the sour old nurse concerning Burns's " Cot-

ter's .Saturday Night: "why, what else could

he have said ; it's just what he saw every

night in his own father's house." But if

any one imagines that such a style comes by

the light of nature, as a gift of the gods, they

are as much mistaken as the old dame, who,

doubtless, believed that she could have

written Burns's poem as well as the poet.

Only as the result of days and hights of toil

continued for years, only as the outcome of

a disciplined mind, is the art that conceals

art attained.

Thus far I have spoken of Howe's earlier

years, the stock he came of, the education

he had or had not, his appearance, manners,

aims, work, and character. Considering his

poetic nature and brilliant social qualities
;

considering also that his occupation led to

late and irregular hours, and that in those

days hard drinking was ranked as a virtue,

and men were advised to make their heads

when young, the way in which the amor-

ous, impulsive, strong-willed boy-poet had

settled down to hard work and a regular life

is to me wonderful. There seemed no reason

why he should not continue to lead a quiet

life. The arena in which he moved was

contracted, and he had got into a comfort-

able groove. All that he had to do was to

leave well alone.

Exactly ! And thus sober friends advised

him. " Keep out of politics," they urged,

" and you are sure to do well. Meddle with

politics and you will be in perpetual hot

water. You will ruin yourself and do no

good ?" Excellent advice, could it only have

been taken. But fancy a number of judicious

hens earnestly advising a young duck not to

go into a lovely i)ond beside the poultry

yard !

Here it is necessary to speak a little of

the political condition of the Province in

those days, Slid of the social order of things

in Halifax. Nova Scotia had essentially the

same kind of political constitution as the

other colonies before the days of the Re-

form Bill. Whatever its merits, it was not

British, and every colony with a population

of British descent, or nurtured on British

traditions, has repudiated it so unanimously

that it is dUfuult, and pcrhai)s unnecessary.
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to attempt to make people understand what

kind of a thing it was. Briefly stated, it

was the result of an effort to combine re-

presentative and irresponsible government.

The people had votes, and they sent their

representatives to a House of Assembly.

Assembled there, the representatives could

talk, but that was about all they could do.

They did not control the revenue, and could

neither make nor unmake the ministry.

There was a second house, called the

Council, consisting of twelve gentlemen

appointed by the King, and practically hold-

ing their offices for life, in whom all real

power was vested. The Council sat with

closed doors, because it acknowledged no

responsibility to the people. Yet it was a dis-

tinct branch of the legislature. No bill could

pass without its consent. The Council was

also a judicial body. As a Court of Di-

vorce it exercised supreme judicial func-

tions. The Council was also the Execu-

tive. All the functions of Government were

discharged by it ; all patronage was vested

in it ; all honours flowed from it ; though

its administration was condemned by every

one of the representatives of the people, the

Council remained unaffected. Its policy,

like itself, remained unchanged. Repre-

sentatives came and went every seven years
;

but the Council held on for ever.

The pendulum has swung to the other

extreme in our days. We should now think

it intolerable to have an Executive removed

from popular influence for four years or four

days. We are too democratic to think of

annexation. We can hardly conceive a man

to be sane who would defend the old order

of things. Yet it rs little more than thirty

years since Responsible Government was

called in Nova Scotia by very intelligent

men, " responsible nonsense." It seemed

to be considered, as Howe put it in his first

letter to Lord John Russell, " that the selec-

tion of an Executive Council, who upon

most points of domestic policy would differ

from the great body of the people and the

majority of their representatives, was indis-

pensable to the very existence of Colonial

institutions ; and that if it were otherwise,

the colony would fly off, by the operation of

some latent principle of mischief. By those

who entertain this view it is assumed that

Great Britain is indebted for the preserva-

tion of her colonies \ not to the natural affec-

tion of their inhabitants, to their pride in

her history, to their participation in the

benefit of her warlike, scientific, or literary

achievements, but to the disinterested pa-

triotism of a dozen or two of persons, who

are remarkable for nothing above their

neighbours in the colony, except perhaps

the enjoyment of offices too richly endowed."

In Halifax, as in Toronto, this official and

ruling class was designated as " the Family

Compact;" though what Lord Durham, in his

celebrated Report, said of the name in the

one case would apply to the other—that it

was " not much more appropriate than party

designations usually are, inasmuch as there

is, in truth, very little of family connection

among the persons thus united." At the

same time there were special features about

the constitution of the Council in Nova

Scotia that made it specially obnoxious and

specially strong.

The presence in the Council of the heads

of Departments appointed from Britain, the

most influential of them being the Collector

of Customs, was perhaps necessary, owing

to the old commercial policy of the Empire,

a policy which denied commercial freedom

to the Colonies, in their own interest, it was

supposed, as well as in the interest of the

Mother Country. As Earl Grey points out

in his " Colonial Policy of the Administra-

tion of Lord John Russell," European na-

tions formerly desired to have colonies

simply because of the gain supposed to

accrue from the monopoly of their com-

merce. The relation was not meant, how-

ever, to be selfish ; it was paternal. The

Mother Country gave to Colonial produce,

in return, a preference in its own markets.
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And when Free Trade became the policy of

the Empire, it was argued that to extend it to

the Colonies was equivalent to abandoning

them. In Britain, the Manchester School

argued that the country had no interest in

keeping colonies, as it desired no special

commercial privileges from them ; and a

similar class of persons in every colony

argued that there was no benefit in continu-

ing the connection when colonists were not

allowed their old privileges in the markets

of the Mother Country'. Because we see it

right to strike off the gilded shackles that in

love we bound round each other, therefore

we must cease to be the same Empire, was

an extraordinary uon scquiiur; but it imposed

on people who considered that the whole

duty of man was to buy in the cheapest and

to sell in the dearest market, and who
thought that the idea of nationality could

be destroyed and the world reconstructed

on a commercial hobby. However, the

crotchets of the Manchester School have

been consigned to the tomb of all the Ca^)u-

lets; and we can well afford now to think

only of the good its leaders accomplished as

economists. At any rate, "while it was

British policy to maintain a monopoly of

the trade of the Colonies, it was necessary

for the Home Government to exercise a con-

siderable control over their internal adminis-

tration, because, otherwise, this monopoly

would certainly have been evaded . . .
;

and accordingly the interference of the ser-

vants of the Crown in their internal affairs,

ajid the differences which that interference

occasioned, arose almost entirely from the

endeavour to uphold the commercial system

then in force." A radical change from this

system to its opposite was dreaded by the

Colonists generally ; not only by the officials

whose bread depended on it, but by most

I)ersons actually engaged in trade, by those

who had made their money, and who be-

lieved that monopoly was an excellent thing

for the country because it had done well for

them.

But the Council was by no means com-

posed exclusively of Heads of Departments,

whose presence might be considered a ne-

cessary evil. Another member was the

Bishop of the Anglican Church. 'Bishops sat

in the House of Lords ; therefore a Colonial

Bishop ought to be a member of the Cabinet.

The Chief Justice also had a seat. As a

member of the Legislature he made the law

;

as one of the Executive he administered the

law ; and as Judge he interpreted the law.

But perhaps the most potent element in

the Council was that of the bankers. After

all, the Council was only a plutocracy. When
there was no bank in Nova Scotia, the Pro-

vince had issued notes, for the redemption of

which the revenues of the Province were

pledged ; and of course these notes floated

readily. Some wise men in Halifax there-

upon started a bank, and issued notes pay-

able in gold, silver, or Provincial paper. Five

out of the eight co-partners in this bank were

members of the Council. \Vhat a paradisai-

cal state of things for bankers ! Only one

bank in Nova Scotia, its notes not redeem-

able in specie, and whenever there was a run

on the bank, get the Province to issue some

more of its paper, until on a great strain the

Province paper itself became depreciated.

Just think of it ! A poor man in need— say

of_;^ioo, paid the bank 6 per cent, or a trifle

more for the notes he received, and those

notes cost the bank only the paper on which

they were printed. What a Mogul a Bank

Director must have been in Halifax in thai

golden age ! If he refused you accommo-

dation, you were helpless. There was no

other shoj) to go to. How thankful you were

when he took your securities ; yet all the

time he was giving you pajjcr and you were

giving him hard money ! But language fails

to ex])ress the indignation that was felt when

Mr. Howe and others contended that pa]K'r

money should be issued only on the assur-

ance that it would be redeemed with coin,

and when they contended that there should

be com])Ctition in banking. They were told
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that no bank could do business in Halifax

on such principles, because the balance of

trade was against us, and as for a second

bank—why, it would bring universal ruin on

the merchants. It may be noted here as a

beautiful illustration of a well-known trait in

human nature, that not a few of those who

fought with him for a second bank, on the

pleas of the advantages of competition and

of securing some independence for those

who needed accommodation, were among

the fiercest opponents of a proposed third

bank. "A third, you know, will only do mis-

chief. The thing ought to be put down !"

I have referred to the constitution of the

Council to indicate the large questions and

interests that were involved in the political

contests of Howe's youth. Mere agitation

would never have effected a Reform, though

it could have injured the Province. The

Colonial and Commercial policy of the Em-

pire was a vast and complicated machine.

Rash, unskilful hands could indeed damage

it and themselves too ; but only men who

understood and loved the machine could

mend, change, and adapt it to the times.

The political constitution of all the British

American Colonies was modelled on the same

pattern ; in all of them, about this time, dis-.

content was becoming general, and in each

of them there was something special to ag-

gravate the political dissatisfaction. In New
Brunswick the edifice seemed strong, but it

was really weak, and its downfall was brought

about with little effort and accompanied with

but little noise. In Lower Canada, the

struggle of races dwarfed and almost extin-

guished the struggle of political principles.

The problem was complicated in Upper

Canada, by such local causes as its rapid

growth, the enormous number of emigrants

who poured into it between 1826 and 1837,

by the Clergy Reserve Question, and the fact

that it had one Sir Francis Head as Governor.

What it cost to demolish the unseemly edifice

of Government by favouritism in these two

Colonies, we all know.

Nowhere was the old system so strong as

in Nova Scotia, because nowhere else had it

existed so long ; nowhere else had it been

administered with so much real efficiency

and honesty, and consequently in none of

the sister Colonies was there so little popular

discontent ; and nowhere else was it but-

tressed and beautified by so many local and

accidental facts and associations. Halifax,

then was not only the nominal, but the real

Capital of the Province ; in fact it was the

Province. The only other port in Nova

Scotia proper that vessels could enter with

foreign produce was Pictou. A few Halifax

merchants did all the trade of the Province.

Halifax was an old city, as Colonial cities

count. It was near Great Britain as com-

pared with Quebec, Kingston, or Toronto
;

of course much nearer relatively then than

now. The harbour was open all the year

round. There was unbroken communication

thus with the mother-country. Halifax had

a large garrison, and it was summer head-

quarters of the North American fleet. On
all these and other accounts, it seemed to be

the most desirable place for a British gentle-

man to settle in, and many accordingly did

setde in it. Their children as they grew up

entered the army, or navy, or civil service,

and many ofthem highlydistinguished them-

selves, and all this strengthened the conser-

vatism of Halifax society. From this class

the Council was recruited, and the leading

office holders appointed. " Society " in

Halifax meant a distinct class, a charmed

circle the entrance to which was guarded

jealously. In no German capital were

the lines drawn more distinctly. In no

hall of Highland Chief was the distinction

between those who sat above and those who

sat below the salt better known. If a young

girl not of the privileged class were seen

walking with an officer, her character was

ruined, for marriage between the two was

considered out of the question. " It was

something to go to a ball in Halifax in those

days," sighed an old lady to me lately; "there
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were people then that one could look up to.

Why, I remember," continued she with in-

spiring eloquence, " how the Bishop's lady

once swept out of the ball-room with her

daughters, because she saw the wife of a

baker, who had made money, coming in at

the door."

Political and social causes combined to

make the Council strong ; and in addition,

civil, ecclesiastical, and educational forces

were all rallied round it. He who objected

to the existing order of things was an enemy

of Halifax. Eleven out of the twelve members

of the Council were from the city. From

eight to ten were members of the Church of

England. The only College in the Pro-

vince was King's College, Windsor, fairly

well endowed with money and land by the

Province. There most of the privileged

class had received the education and man-

ners of gentlemen, and while there the

statutes forbade them "to frequent the

Romish Mass, or the meeting houses of

Presbyterians, Baptists, Methodists, or the

Conventicles of any other dissenters from

the Church of England." All these elements

combined to form and build up an aristo-

cracy in Halifax ; and, as the actual result,

in no other city in British America was

there an aristocracy that combined such

undoubted power, such refinement of man-

ners, such social prestige, and so much real

ability. The bench and bar, the church,

the college, the city, the banking and great

mercantile interests, the influences of the

army and navy, all contributed to form

or strengthen the edifice ; and it was fitly

crowned by the stately figure of a Governor,

who was the direct representative of the

Crown, and whose power no one questioned.

The edifice looked well ; and as the people

of Nova Scotia were loyal, rather prosperous,

and generally contented, there seemed no

reason why it should not endure, even

though changes were made elsewhere. iSo

its advocates pleaded. They tossed the

other i'rovinces to the wolf of Reform, but

they cried, spare Nova Scotia. New Bruns-

wick is Yankee, Lower Canada is French,

Upper Canada is democratic, let them go
;

but leave us alone. They scouted the very

mention of Union with the other Provinces.

In 1839, the Council promptly and vehe-

mently attacked Lord Durham's report,

chiefly on the ground that in the last para-

graphs his lordship had briefly recommended

such an Union. The edifice, I say, looked

well, but it had two grand defects. First, it

was not broad-based on the will of the peo-

ple ; that is, it was Anti-British. Secondly,

it was not based upon justice ; it did not

give equal rights to all. It was attacked by

one whom his opponents called a printer's

boy. It was defended by men who, com-

pared to him, seemed giants. It was taken,

and—just because the printer's boy was a

statesman and not a demagogue— taken

without the expenditure of blood and trea-

sure, without the wide-spread ruin and con-

fiscation that attended and followed the

agitations of a Papineau and a L)T)n Mac-

kenzie. It was taken and levelled with the

ground so completely, that it is almost as

difficult to find a trace of it, as to find the

ruins of Carthage. I may be accused of

using extravagant language ; but the fact is

that the present generation in Nova Scotia

have no conception of what the old order of

things was. From a secret and irresponsible

body of twelve men, all honours and emol-

uments flowed. Sheritts, prothonotaries,

judges of probate, deputy registrars of

deeds, coroners, school commissioners, ma-

gistrates, clerks of the peace, militia officers,

and all other officials were appointed by

them. No man who had not faithfully

done Koto7(.i to the Council need apply.

Pertinent ciuestions were ijuietly asked con-

cerning him ; "what are his politics 1 " "what

pa|ier does he take," " what church does he

attend," " who was his father," " who is he

likely to marry ? " The answers determined

whether he got or did not get the appoint-

ment. A councillor openly made the re-
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mark on an occasion when there was a

vacancy on the Bench, and an eminent law-

yer had applied for it, that " he wondered

how the gentleman could have the impu-

dence -to apply, after his opposition to the

Council whilst a member of the Assembly."

A member of the House of Assembly was

nobody, even in his own county, unless he

sympathised with the Council \ and when he

did sympathise with it he was not much.

In that case he got the crumbs.

How came it about that the Joe Howe I

have described, should have been the man

to attack this august, all-powerful Council ?

In this wise. During the years in which he

reported for his paper the debates of the

House of Assembly, he became gradually

familiarized with the working of the Consti-

tution and its radical defects. In those

days there were men of extraordinary ability

in the House. The leaders of the minority,

or party in sympathy with the Council, had

been educated at Windsor, and most of the

leaders of the popular party were men of

University Education. The reporters' gal-

lery was one of Howe's colleges. Important

questions were discussed in the Assembly,

he could not hear without taking sides,

and he leaned more and more to the popular

side. About the same time he became both

a Reformer and a Free Trader. At a time

when most men were deceived by the plau-

sible arguments that can always be urged

in favour of Protection, he saw clearly what

a cheat the whole thing is and ever must be,

untenable in theory, vicious in practice
\

the fruitful parent of rings, lobbying and

bribery about Legislatures, the robbery of

the community at large for special classes,

and the pauperising of mechanics and manu-

facturers ; for how else shall you define

paupers than as a class that have to be sus-

tained by a tax on the whole community ?

He was a Free Tpader from principle
;

doubly so, as the native of a Province whose

ships sail on every sea, take freights to and

from every port, and bring home wealth

from every shore. He would allow only

those limitations on Free Trade that all Free

Traders allow ; first, the artificial encourage-

ment of what the safety of a country imper-

atively demanded ; secondly, that as a

revenue must be raised, all the industries of

countries must bear their fair share of the

burden. As he became more decided in

his political views, his paper gave forth a

more certain sound ; and naturally enough

he offended many who would have patted

him on the head had he stuck to poetry

and descriptions of country scenery. He
had to take his choice ; to do his duty like

a man and make enemies ; or, as not a few

religions people seem to think a more excel-

lent way, to shirk his duty like a good Chris-

tian for the sake of peace. Bankers whose

interests were attacked would blackball the

paper, and call the editor a low fellow
;

public officers whose emoluments were

threatened would send none of their print-

ing to his office ; merchants under obligations

to either of these classes would not advertise

in his columns. All such opposition, or

intimidation of a more downright kind, did

not amount to much in his eyes. He was

constitutionally combative, and it was rather

a relish—sometimes, it may be, a kind of red

rag— to him. Thus things went on for a

few years. His paper increased in circula-

tion, and he became well known in town

and country to all young Nova Scotia out-

side of the official and ruHng class. That

he was to be a politician and a reformer was

now certain ; but according to all the indi-

cations so far, he was to do service with his

pen and not with his voice. An apparent

accident decided otherwise, and pointed out

his tijie vocation.

On the ist of January, 1835, a letter ap-

peared in the Nova Scotian, accusing the

magistrates of Halifax of neglect, mismanage-

ment, and corruption, in the government of

the city. The letter now would be con-

sidered mild : no names were mentiened,

the tone was playful rather than indignant,
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but the magistrates were sensitive and pro-

secuted Howe for libel. " At this time

there was not an incorporated city in any

part of the Province. All were governed by

magistrates who held their commission from

the Crown."* When Howe received the

Attorney-General's notice of trial he went to

two or three lawyers in succession, and asked

their opinion. They told him that he had

no case, as no considerations were allowed

to mitigate the severe i)rinciples of those

days, that " the greater the truth the greater

the libel." He resolved to defend himself

The ne.xt two weeks he gave up wholly to

mastering the law of libel and the princi-

ples upon which it was based, and to

selecting his facts and documents. With

his head full of the subject, and only the two

opening paragraphs of his speech \vritten

out and committed to memory, he faced the

jury. He had spoken before, but only to

small meetings, and on no subjects that

touched him keenly. Now the Court House

was crowded
;

popular sympathy entirely

on his side, and the real subject himself.

That magic in the tone that sends a mag-

netic thrill through an audience sounded for

* So says Mr. Annand in his introduction to

" Howe's Letters and Speeches." But Mr. Hannay,

of St. John, N.U., informs me that " St. John was

incorporated by Koyal Charter fifty years before,

and that Charter was confirmed by Act of Assembly

that same year."

the first time in his voice. All eyes turned to

him ; all faces gleamed on him ; he noticed

the tears trickling down one old gentleman's

cheeks ; he received the sym])athy of the

crowd, and without knowing, gave it back

in eloquence. He spoke for six hours and

a quarter, and though the Chief Justice ad-

journed the Court to the ne.xt day, the spell

was unbroken. He was not only acquitted,

but borne home in triumph on the shoulders

of the crowd, the first, but by no means the

last, time that such an extremely inconven-

ient and ridiculous honour was paid him

by the Halifax populace. When he got

inside his own house, he rushed to his room

and, throwing himself on his bed, burst into

passionate weeping, tears of pride, joy, and

overwrought emotion—the tears of one who
has discovered new founts of feeling, and

new forces in himself

A word here to my young friends who

would be orators and wield at will the fierce

democracy. Demosthenes' orations smelled

of the lamp. So do all orations that move
men. Easy speaking is hard hearing. Joe

Howe was in his thirty-first year when he

made what might be called his first speech.

He had spent twelve previous years of

assiduous labour in the practice of composi-

tion. He gave up the previous fortnight to

thoroughly master the subject on hand,

and he slej)! soundly the night before he

spoke.
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MARGUERITE'S HYMN TO THE MATER DOLOROSA.

From Goethe's " Faust.
'^

A niche in the wall in which stands the image of the Virgin. Gretchen places fresh Jlowers before it

BEND thou down
Whom sorrows crown,

With mercy in thy face for me !

The pangs are fierce

Thy heart that pierce

To see thy Son's great agony
;

As to the Father, kneeHng
And tearfully appealing.

Thy groans ascend, for Him and thee

!

Who can feel

Or heal

The anguish I have known ?

Why this poor heart so trembleth here,

What its desire, and what its fear

Thou knowest—thou alone.

Wherever I may go
Nought will this woe—this woe

—

From out my bosom take !

Scarce can I be alone,

But weep, must I, and moan,.

My very heart will break !

The pots before my window
This morn did I bedew

With tears, alas ! in plucking

The flowers that here I strew.

When early in my chamber
The sun its brightness shed,

Long since had I been sitting

In sorrow on my bed.

For help in shame I kneel to thee

—

Bend thou down
Whom sorrows crown.

With mercy in thy face for me !

Halifax, N. S. A. W. Gundry^
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MESSRS. MOODY AND SANKEY AND REVIVALISM."

BY LAON.

TWV. evangelizing labours of Messrs.
|

Moody and Sankey have furnished
j

almost the chief topic of interest and of

discussion in the mother-country during the
|

past two months. It cannot be expected that,
|

on such a subject, there will be anything
i

like unanimity of opinion ; and it is decid-

edly better that each writer should frankly

state his own view, whatever it may be,

than that he should endeavour, by string-

ing together a number of doubtful and eva-

sive phrases, to give a measure of satisfac-

tion to all classes of minds, or at least

to avoid offending any. Never is the

press more seriously recreant to its duty

than when, instead of putting the best

thoughts of its best writers before the pub-

lic, it seeks and strives merely to echo what

is being said in the streets, and so to flatter

the masses with the notion of their own

infallibility. With regard to the preaching

of Messrs. Moody and Sankey, we have

had only too many non-committal judg-

ments from the press ; but we have had,

on the other hand, some honest and dis-

tinct expressions of opinion. In dealing

with this subject everything, it seems to us,

depends upon the answer each one for him-

self is i)repared to give to the following

question :—Are the views of these men

in the main true ?

It is impossible, in fact, to take one

satisfactory stcj) until this point is de-

cided. Now the case stands simply

thus : if Messrs, Moody and Sankey have

a true theory of the universe, or man's

destiny, of his obligations, of the means by

which his highest interests are to be se-

cured, then all that wc dignify by the name

of "modern culture" is a damnable illu-

sion and fraud. The whole current of

thought for the last generation or two has

been setting in an altogether false direction,

carrying people away from, instead of to-

wards, that which is their only hope, and

training them in all kinds of mental habits

wholly unfiivourable to the reception of

what on this theory we must regard as, in

the highest sense, the truth. The best

thing, therefore, for us to do, if it were in

our power, would be to destroy by far the

greater portion of all that we have held

most valuable in the literature of the cen-

tury, and establish ourselves once more

upon the ideas of our grandfathers. There

is no exaggeration whatever in this language,

for what concord can there possibly be be-

tween the teachings of the revivalists and

those of our Carlyles, Tennysons, and Ar-

nolds ? According to the views of the for-

mer, man is by nature ruined and lost, and

only by availing himself of a special machin-

ery devised for the purpose can he hope

to redeem himself from eventual and irre-

mediable destruction. They do not dwell

much, we are told, on the terrors of future

punishment ; but their vast audiences know

full well what is the ultima ratio of every

argument and appeal ; every " uncon-

verted " person in these assemblies is made

thoroughly to understand that he is sus-

pended by only the frailest and most un-

certain of cords over the abyss. From this

terrible position the only rescue possible is

by an act of faith. .Ml natural striving after

goodness and tnith is of no avail. We can

do nothing for ourselves or by ourselves ;

let us purify our motives and moralize our

lives to the utmost of our jiowcr, and we

only succeed in clothing ourselves in "filthy
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rags." Human knowledge is as vain as

human goodness ; there is only one thing

worth knowing, and that is what Paul re-

solved to know exclusively while labour-

ing amongst the Corinthians. As know-

ledge is no advantage, ignorance is no

drawback ; in fact, according to these

authorities, the more ignorant a man is,

the more contracted his mental horizon,

the more likely it is that God has given

him a mission to enlighten his neigh-

bours and the world. Their faith is so

strong that nothing staggers it. Eminent

scholars and theologians may have their

doubts about Noah's Ark, or the falling

down of the walls of Jericho at the blow-

ing of Israelitish horns ; but Messrs. Moody
and Sankey have the same comfortable as-

surance about these marvels as they have

with respect to the best-attested of contem-

porary facts.

We are perfectly willing to admit that

the revivalists may be right. It may
be that people are dropping into eternal

fire every hour of every day, and that

the smoke of the torment of untold

millions of our fellow-creatures in past gene-

rations has been ceaselessly ascending for

ages, and will continue to ascend, augmented

by that of millions yet to be lost, through

absolutely limitless time. It may be that

all scientific and historical objections to any

portion whatever of the Bible are as idle as

human folly and presumption can make
them ; but, if so, then surely the most edu-

cated classes of the present day have many,

many steps to retrace. If these things are

true, then the books and magazines that

are received with complacency and dis-

cussed with perfect coolness and self-posses-

sion by thousands of persons who call

themselves Christians, should be shunned

as containing the most virulent of moral

poisons. The novelists who challenge our

admiration and sympathy for natural good-

ness, and who make us feel that the best

qualities any one can possess are heroism,

honour, and disinterestedness, and that

these are spontaneously developed in cer-

tain natures—the Scotts, the Dickenses, the

Thackerays—should be treated as spreaders

of the rankest heresy, and classed, in the

most decided and profoundest sense, as im-

moral writers. The poet who hints that

" good may somehow be the final goal of

ill," and that some virtue may reside in

" honest doubt,"—what terms of execration

can be too strong for him ? The essayist

who, instead of warning us to flee from

the wrath to come, insists on the para-

mount importance of culture; the philoso-

pher whose theory of the origin of things

is at complete variance with the book of

Genesis ; the accomplished journalist who
wants to know everything among men ex-

cept the theological "plan of salvation"

—

what shall we say of these, where shall they

appear >

There are few persons we think, compara-

tively speaking, who like to bring important

questions to definite issues ; and many will

object to having the contrast drawn clear

and sharp between the intellectual system

of the revivalists (who, apparently, are "doing

so much good " in England) and modern

culture. Still there is no reconciling the two,

and the question is which is really based on

truth. If the system of the revivalists, then

there is a vast work of undoing and of demoli-

tion before us. There are names now in

honour that must be consigned to disgrace,

and ideas now regarded as salutary and

ennobling that we must recognise as so

many exhalations from the pit. . ^(In fact,

the very foundations of modern thought will

have to be re-laid. On the contrary if

modern culture is right in its tendencies, if

its science and criticism are, in the main,

right in their methods, if a disbelief in the

eternity of evil and suffering is the offspring

of a true instinct, if an unwillingness to view

the miracles recorded] in Jewish history in

any different light from those recorded in

Roman, Grecian or Indian history is the
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result of a true rectification of our standards

of judgment, then Messrs. Moody and San-

key, whatever good they may do on the one

hand, by rousing sluggish natures into some-

thing like moral life, must, on the other, be

doing evil on no small scale by fortifying in

the minds of thousands the most irrational

beliefs, and thus exposing those whom they

influence to subsequent moral shipwreck

whenever they are brought to recognise the

untenableness of the ideas bound up with

their spiritual experiences.

We know there is a cynical idea abroad

that culture is for the favoured few and

superstition for the masses, but that idea we
most earnestly repudiate. \Ve do not in the

least see what can be gained by depraving the

reason of any human being ; on the contrary,

it appears to us the most unassailable of

truths, that nothing would so conduce to the

good of society as the cultivation among all

classes, of sober accurate and rational habits

of thought. It is by no means so clear as

some people seem to believe that society is

held together chiefly by the popular belief

in heaven and hell ; but it is as clear as

noon-day that the confusion of thought and

the logical contradictions which are regarded

as perfectly in place in the theological region

overflow into other regions, to the great de-

triment of common sense and common
honesty. If it is a solemn duty to sum up

two and two, and find the product five in

theology, is it any wonder if people do simi-

lar sums to their own advantage in the ordin-

ary transactions of life ? If an argument

that seems to have resistless force may be

met with a smile of derision or a frown of

condemnation in theology, why, in other

matters, should greater respect be shown to

any arguments one does not like ? We hold

that it is simply impossible that candour and

intellectual honesty should he common vir-

tues so long as there is one whole depart-

ment of thought from which ihey are all but

totally excluded ; and as the efl'orls of the

Evangelists arc directed towards shutting

people up more closely than ever in an ar-

bitrary and unnatural system, and so per])e-

tuating and intensifying the j^revailing intel-

lectual confusion of the time, we cannot

recognise such success as they are having

as affording any ground for congratulation.

There is no need whatever of raising the

(juestion of the sincerity of these gen-

tlemen. It is only fair and decent, in

the absence of all evidence to the contrary,

to suppose them thoroughly sincere. More-

over, the effects they produce seem to place

the matter wholly beyond doubt. Some
would go further than this, and say that the

effects they produce prove the truth of their

doctrines. To this we cannot assent. As

a " revivalist " Notre Dame de Lourdes

leaves the two Americans far behind. We
do not pretend to have at our command any

philosophy of revivals, but they seem to us

to be occasions on which the multitude fly

to some central influence that promises to

aid them in shaking off the listlessness and

monotony of their ordinary lives, and escap-

ing from that secret discontent from which

few human souls are wholly free. What
people in this state of mind want, is not any

demonstration of truth, but some powerful

appeal to feeling. They must have, in the

first place, their expectations raised, and be

made to feel that they are not left to struggle

alone, but that some mighty power is com-

ing to their aid. To excite hope in this

manner is already more than half the battle
;

it is like the breath of spring upon an ice-

bound river, mysteriously loosening the

edges of its chilly burden until with one

grand movement it is carried out of sight,

while the liberated waters dance and sparkle

in the eye of heaven. Hut these periods of

excitement and exaltation cannot, in the

nature of the case, be enduring ; and the

weak point of such a revival, particularly, as

that now being conducted by Messrs. Moody
and .Sankcy, is that when the wave of feel-

ing which they have set in motion has sub-

sided, when thought begins to assert its
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claims, and to assert them with all the

greater peremptoriness for the all but

complete neglect with which, during a

certain period, they have been treated,

will be found that the Evangelists have

left nothing behind them but the echo,

getting daily fainter, of their songs and their

stories, that they have given the mind no-

thing to feed upon, nothing to aid its growth,

no permanent defence against its ancient

enemies. To realize vividly the falling down

of the walls of Jericho, to believe intensely

that Noah manufactured an ark, and that

the beasts of the four quarters of the globe

came trooping into it under divine guidance,

does not constitute the best preparation for

living in an age of the world in which, so

far as any human eye can see, everything

takes place in obedience to natural law.

Yet these are the precise incidents which

Mr. Moody brings forward to illustrate and

clinch his arguments, and which therefore

he requires should be absolutely fixed points

in every hearer's mind. Of course there

are very many who will disagree with us,

but we must express our sincere conviction

that a revival based upon such a faith as this

cannot advance the moral education of

society, or result in any permanent good to

mankind. The teaching that cannot rouse

the conscience without insulting the intellect

is not adapted to the nineteenth century.

MEDICINE AND MATRIMONY.

A STORY IN SIX CHAPTERS.

BY ARNE.

CHAPTER I.

MR. JAMES, or Jamie, or Jim Rossel,

already bachelor of arts, had just

received the degree of medicine and surgery

from the most distinguished college of his

Province.

He had left the crowded Convocation

hall, returned to what he hoped was at length

the very last in the varied series of dingy

boarding-houses, and sought his own room

in the second story.

For the first time he experienced an un-

restrained feeling of freedom. The long

and severe course of mental application that

had kept his entire energies centred in one

field, that of text-books and lectures, which

had been of the most important benefit to

his head, had taken no note of the existence

of his heart, and had reduced him to a mea-

gre shadow, was now at an end. The strain

suddenly removed, his whole being, through

its tingling pulses, went dancing along un-

accustomed roads, in a grand celebration

and jubilee, and he began to discover that

the age of four-and-twenty was still the age

of youth.

Excitedly and buoyantly stepping back

and forth in his chamber, convincing him-

self that he was truly in no wise shackled,

the novel sense of liberty sought expression

outwardly. He threw aside his coat, array-

ing himself in a fantastic, many-hued, patched

and tattered dressing-gown, the tough hero

of many battles, in which he rushed over

to a long shelf of grim-looking calf-bound

books, and shook his fist violently at them.

He then looked up defiantly to the top ot

the cupboard from whence a skull that had

long since lost its teeth was grinning down
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at him, and returned the grin with extrava-

gant grimace, pulled open the door of a

long narrow closet where a solitary skeleton

was standing in an attitude of profound dis-

may, and exclaimed in an indescribable tone,

" Ah, you old brute ! " kicked over a box

of bones, and finally ended his triumphal

progress by Hinging wide the window to the

breeze, and stretching forth his arms as if

they were wings, and he must needs fly.

The fresh April air was life to his senses.,

it cooled his hot temples and refreshed his

heart. The strong spring sun poured down
its wealth upon the earth, and made even

the town glad. There was a glimpse to be

had of the rich blue sky that reached so im-

penetrably far above the tall tinned steeple.

.\nd as he sniffed the keen life-bringing

breeze that blew down upon him from the

mountain, he felt as if it were spring too in

his soul.

It seemed to him that all his past lay be-

hind him in his dingy room, and the future,

the vague, the hopeful, the brilliant future

stretched out before him through the open

window. He looked forth curiously, but

with delight.

" It is spring, spring, spring !
" he ex-

claimed to himself exultingly. " I and the

spring go forth together."

He stood and planned out with splendid

achievements this long, long spring-time.

Here was no foreshadow of the autumn. If

clouds appeared upon the horizon, they

were rose-tinted ones, tinted by the dawn.

To one determination he earnestly came,

namely, that he would deserve success.

In the meantime up and down upon the

sidewalks beneath him, a slender stream of

people constantly went by. The street,

being an unfashionable retired one, was not

much frecjuenied, and, if any thought at all of

the passers-by had entered into his medita-

tions, he had only connected them with him-

self as possible patients, 'i'he whole world he

could not now avoid regarding as in some

measure a prospective lazar-house, from any

point of which i)ractice, that necessary ave-

nue to fame and jjrosperity, might open

towards him.

But his attention became at Jength gradu-

ally arrested by a large, dark, rapidly-moving

mass that was hurrying down the street upon

the opi)Osiic side. It was a number of his

fellow-students, the happy Passed, the much
injured, much-sinned against, Plucked, and

those, the free from care, the independent,

the gay, who had not ventured their fortunes

at all before the dread tribunal of examiners.

They would now pay a visit of congratula-

tion to their favourite, Jamie, who had sud-

denly and mysteriously disappeared from

their midst, when the day's sitting of Con-

vocation had been dismissed.

Pausing in front of the open window and

beholding him standing there in the full

blaze of day in his grotesque attire, and

in what they chose to consider a senti

mental attitude, it was not in their nature to

resist a salute. Certain extraordinary sounds

broke forth, though not loud enough to

reach the ears of any policeman errant

whom an unusual destiny might have im-

pelled on that direction.

On an occasion of this kind Mr. James

Rossel's genius or in^'entive faculty never

forsook him. He now bent himself down
half-way out of the window to reply, and

from this position entered into an animated

conversation with his delighted friends, dur-

ing which he exjjressed himself by means of

antics that would have been wonderful in a

wanderoo.

In the midst of an exhibition more origi-

nal even than any that had gone before, he

became aware that another object of interest

than himself was occu|)ying the minds of the

group opi)Osite. Pausing, his glance followed

theirs and went downwards.

It was only a young lady who approached,

and who from a ])air of the most beautiful

dark eyes looked up at hitn in astonish-

ment.

1 have said, a young lady. Hut .Mr. James
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Rossel could by no means, at least at first,

give that account of the affair. Shot at thus

by those dark and radiant arrows, he felt a

peculiar quivering along every nerve of sen-

sation, and, stammeringly, he wondered and

questioned if it were a vision, a revelation,

or a dream that had floated up to him on

the breath of a fine odour from a foreign

world. With his mouth and his eyes wide

open he leaned out transfixed, while his con-

fused impression of black and white striped

drapery, quaintly gauze-frilled throat, and
" basilisken and vampyren " glances floated

on down the sidewalk and out of sight.

" Am I then turned into a salt-pillar by a

woman's gaze?" he exclaimed at last com-

ing to himself, and forgetting the true history

of Lot's wife.

His friends, with a thousand sallies on

their lips, were rushing across the street and

into the house.

It was with a strange feeling that he went

forth to meet them, for within the last five

minutes he had risen from a medical student

into a man.

CHAPTER n.

FOUR or five weeks passed, and posted

upon the stone walls of a house in a

more central and popular street, were to be

seen two strips of paper, disposed diagon-

ally, upon which was printed, in large black

type, the legend :

Dr. James Rossel.

Sitting within this, his domain, one morn-

ing, he received from his uncle, the Judge, a

letter, of which the following is a faithful

sketch :

—

The letter writer began by addressing the

letter receiver as his dear Jim. Referring

first to the gratification which he had ever

derived from a correspondence carried on,

at least upon Jim's side, with a constancy

that furnished a model for all nephews, he

proceeded to congratulate him upon his

successful University career, just termin-

ated. This, he said, had been a credit

not only to Jim himself, but to him, the

Judge. All expenses and anxieties were

thus amply repaid. He, Jim, was now mas-

ter of a profession which, with attention and

prudence, and the skill that must necessarily

follow, would no doubt soon yield him a

handsome income.

Here occurred something that orally

would have been expressed by a slight

clearing of the throat, but which on paper

took the form of a long dash.

The writer then went on to state that he

had on that day made over to his nephew

absolutely the sum of $5,000, which was at

present lying in a certain bank, and bearing

interest at the rate of seven per cent., add-

ing a counsel to leave it there, and to use

the interest alone, until such time as altered

circumstances, or some unforeseen exigency,

might demand the drawing of the whole.

The conclusion of the letter conveyed,

with equal delicacy and decision, the hint

that Jim was not to look for any further

assistance from his uncle, at least for the

present. He need not point out, he ob-

served, that this was by no means the pro-

vision which he had intended making for his

dear nephew, but the fact was, that he him-

self was entering, or about entering, into

plans which, until very recently, he had not

anticipated, and which if carried out, would,

for the future materially alter their mutual

relations. Unfortunately, he could not nov

speak more explicitly, but he desired at

least this much of an understanding between

them, that his nephew might not, at the very

outset of his career, set sail under false

colours.

Hoping that they would meet during the

course of the summer, he remained his dear

Jim's ever affectionate uncle.

" As an uncle and a Judge," thought Jim,

putting down the letter.

If he had been building any air-castles on
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the foundation of a possible inheritance

from that quarter, they were now effectually

popped over by this unexpected Post-fall.

That such air-architecture would have been

but natural is evident, from the fact that his

wifeless and childless relative had in part

adopted and educated him, and this, not-

withstanding other good claims upon that

relative's affections and means. Perhaps,

however, this change in his prospects was

more a matter of chagrin to him than of real

regret. Certain little contemi)laled ar-

rangements must be foregone, it was true,

but what of that? The great question of

life and work was no more and no less to be

faced now than before.

Giving a few sighs then to a fortune which

he had lost before possessing, he began

whistling softly to himself, while his thoughts

strayed far from both inheritances and uncles.

Dr. James Rossel might now be said to

be fairly on his own feet at last. Practically

beginning the world, he found himself pos-

sessor of a brave heart and a determined

head, in his pocket a quite slender purse,

and in his soul an admirably clear photo-

grajjh of a pair of dark eyes.

Yes, it must be confessed that since the

day upon which that vision revealed itself to

him from the sidewalk, he had not only per-

sistently treasured its memory, but had en-

deavoured to get another and a fairer view

of the reality. He did not profess to have

fallen in love at first sight with a girl, if girl

she was to be, of whom he knew nothing

whatever, not even the name. But he did

jirofess to entertain an earnest curiosity to

meet once more the glance that had sent so

extraordinary a thrill through him. He had

already discussed that thrill with himself

several times, h might have been a chill

instead, precursor of the disagreeable cold in

in his head that had soon after attacked

him ; or the shock of surprise at finding

himself performing before an unbidden aud

iencc ; a neuralgic or rheumatic affection.

Hut at all these suggestions, after carefully

considering them, he shook his head. A
nobler chord had been touched.

Up to this moment he had not been very

much in the habit of looking at ladies, hav-

ing, indeed, been too engrossed with the

anatomy of the human frame in the abstract,

to pay particular attention to the mere ex-

ternal individual ai)pearance. And now that

he had begun his quest for the unknown, he

could not help being struck by many things

in the course of his investigations, all of

which he carefully laid up for future refer-

ence. His search, however, continued to be

in vain. In vain had he paraded the streets,

stared out of his own and into shop and

other windows, attended church morning

and evening, and the choral litany in the

afternoon. Under innumerable coquettish

hats had he looked, and through an infinity

of black gossamer veils. He saw many

pairs of eyes, and many varied expressions

therein of sweetness, of archness, or of intel

lect, but never all these combined as he

saw them in the invisible, faithful picture

that had been taken at one brief glance in

the April sun.

While thus softly whistling and reflecting,

his door unceremon'ously opened, admitting

a young friend and fellow doctor from the

flat above, who was known in his own fami-

liar circle by the silvery-sounding name of

Spoons.

He was smoking a long pipe, and he pro-

ceeded to make himself comfortable. When
he was finally settled in a chair, which he

had tilted back against the wall at a some-

what alarming angle, he looked at his host

for the first time, and said to him in an easy

voice

—

"And how goes the woiUl with you this

morning, Jamie, my boy? Indifferently

well, I should say ; for upon a closer exam-

ination, I see that you look a little, just a

little, you know, like a love-sick girl pining

f(jr the man in the moon."

Jamie became slightly confiised, as if he

had really been detected moon-gazing. He
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laughed, however, and his eye falling upon

the lately-received letter, he tossed it across

to his friend, saying

—

" Read that, Spoons !"

Spoons took it leisurely. Before either

opening it, or even examining the address,

he cast a quick observant glance at the

countenance before him.

" It strikes me, Jim," he remarked, " that

this is about to be a case of ' my prophetic

soul, my uncle !
'

"

He read the letter attentively.

" H'm ! " said he, oracularly, after folding

it up again.

" Does my iincle," he then asked, " carry

his bank and railroad-stock, saw-mills, et

cetera^ into the kingdom of heaven with him

intact ?
"

" Only into that of matrimony, I imagine,"

replied Jim.

Spoons gave a short series of nods of en-

lightenment.

There was a pause ; a second pipe was

lit, and smoked even more slowly than the

first. It became a question if any further

conversation was to ensue.

Suddenly, however, the silence was bro-

ken by Spoons.

" My dear sir," he exclaimed, and he had

so exactly caught the intonation of the phy-

sician about to pronounce a judgment, that

Jim involuntarily looked up. " What you

want is sea-air."

"Sea-air; sea-air?" repeated Jim. "You
don't mean anything so atrocious as that I

want to see myself an heir, do you?"
" Not precisely," said Spoons, smiling.

" But there, read that," and he in his turn

tossed a letter over to the other.

It was addressed to Spoons, and con-

tained an invitation to that young physician

to take immediate advantage of a very good

opening that had just presented itself up the

country. The former aged physician had re-

cently died, the practice was in admirable

standing, the country charming, the neigh-

bourhood desirable, and so on.

" There, you see," said Spoons, becoming

animated. " Country air, village life, fish-

ing, boating, pic-nicing, driving about on

your rounds in the fragrant morning, with

the atmosphere redolent of new-mown hay

and clover, fresh milk, unsophisticated na-

tures, health, and fortune ! That settles me.

Now for you, Jamie, my boy. I have a pro-

posal to make to you, and that's what

brought me down just now."

He then proceeded to give an elegant de-

scription of certain salt-water summer re-

sorts down the river. The proprietor of the

hotel at one of these places had made him

certain offers if he would consent to accom-

panyhim thither as resident physician during

the approaching season.

" The position is not overpoweringly bril-

liant," said he, "but a fellow might spend a

summer in a worse. The management of

the T— hotel cannot be impeached, mine

host is a prince, the labour light," and, in

short, this offer he now proposed that Jim

should accept in his place, as he had fully

made up his mind to leave at once for the

country.

" Is this the hotel under whose front ver-

andah the whale is advertised to spout?"

asked Jim.

" The same. You will find there whales,

seals, porpoises, and I dare say a good

variety of gulls."

" You are a friendly fellow, Spoons," ex-

claimed Jim, reaching out his hand. " I am
infinitely obliged to you, and if you think

that positively no objections would be raised

to my going instead of you, why I grate-

fully accept."

" None in the least. So that's all right.

Be ready to leave by the last of June, and

now ta-ta."

CHAPTER III.

IT was during one of these same spring

months, either in the latter part of April

or the beginning of May, that two travellers.
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a middle-aged and a young lady, stood

knocking at the door of a country mansion.

The mansion was built on the banks of a

beautiful river, and the river flowed out of

the North.

And wi)cn the hostess herself opened the
j

door, she gave a little scream of surprise,

and immediately afterwards another different

one of delight, before she fell heartily to

kissing the travellers, who kissed her as

heartily in return.

" But, dear Aunt Meiklejohn," she began,

drawing them into a handsomely-furnished,

sun-filled, flower-blooming parlour, where

two canaries sang charmingly at the toi> of

their voices.

" 1 know, my dear," returned Mrs. Meikle-

john, "that we left town intending to pro-

ceed first to the West ; but Kiari, for whom
your lovely place has an extraordinary fasci-

nation, and whom I believe you must all

have bewitched the last time she was here,

begged me, after we were fairly on our way,

to pay our first visit to Cousin Margaretta. I

really do not know how I was thus over-

persuaded to change my plans for this Miss

Caprice, but so it is. We turned back from

P—, my dear ; and you did not receive my
telegram ?"

Mercantile pursuits were not quite hap-

pily combined with telegraphy in the village,

and messages were sometimes delayed. Mrs.

Meiklejohns, however, arrived tjuite safely

a few minutes after herself, with her niece's

groceries.

But telegram or no telegram, Mrs. and

Miss Meiklejohn would still have been as

welcome to their friends in that hospitable

house, as the flowers themselves in May.

Klari took her cousin aside on the first

opportunity.

"You have heard of Macchiavelli?

"

asked she, anxiously.

Margaretta hesitated. " There was the

Doge of Venice, and Massaniello
"

" I feel so wretchedly artful," Klari went

on hurriedly. "You see, dear Margaretta,

all this change of j)lan is a scheme of my
own to prevent myself from accompanying

aunt to the West, and to get away, if possi-

ble, for a few weeks from the grand, all-ab-

sorbing, tiresome question of my marriage."

" Your marriage, dear Klari ? You are

then engaged, and have not told me !

"

No, indeed, dear, I am not. The Fates

have not yet been so benignant. It is only

that aunt has fully made up her mind that I

shall marry, and at once. Ah, you don't

know what that means. Or rather, you and

your husband fell in love \\ ith each other so

earnestly, so exclusively, and so immediately,

that aunt had no occasion to worry you.

But with mc it is quite different. You know

that 1 have never thought of marrying, and

for that very reason I have got on so hap-

pily until now. Not having any designs

upon my gentlemen acquaintances, I have

always been quite frank towards them."

" Yes, you have always been a great flirt,

Klari," said Margaretta.

Klari shook her head. " No," said she

sadly, " every one misunderstands me. But

what 1 wished to say is that now everything

is so different. To the feeling of fearless-

ness and independence with which I have

always met the approach of gentlemen there

has suddenly succeeded another of the most

uncomfortable restraint. I feel myself to be

like a bag of potatoes or a cart-load of cab-

bages and other vegetables standing in the

market, labelled, ' This lot for disposal.' I

dare scarcely raise my eyes."

" And that is perhaps as well for the

peace of mind of these same approaching

gentlemen," said Margaretta.

" And then the conseijuent life that we

have been leading," continued Klari. " I

consider the whole affair more like market-

ing than anything else, as I have already

said, but aunt treats it in a martial spirit,

and campaigns. Of course dress is our

mitrailleuse^ and for months past, dear Mar-

garetta, it seems to me that I have been

occupied ujion nothing but dressing and
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undressing. ' Dress well that you may attract

attention. Being dressed, show yourself in

as many places as possible ;' these, with ' Eat

much that you may continue to be fat and

rosy,' constitute aunt's bugle calls when she

is not shouting through her trumpet :
' Get

married
! '

"

" But you used formerly to delight in

gaiety."

" Yes, but that was gaiety for its own sake,

not gaiety as now with a humiliating, matri-

monial arriere-pensee. And if you knew,

dear Margaretta, how tired I am, and how I

have longed to be with you here in this

sweet Sainte des Eaux, far from the pomps

of battle, and with even my war-implements

safely packed up in my trunks ! Now, aunt

as usual has shut up her house in town for

the summer, and we have entered on another

phase. Our present destination is this little

Western country town, celebrated, I believe,

for two or three remarkable and desirable

partis. So you see we are carrying the war

into Africa. Ah, if aunt would but consent

to let me remain here with you for a while !

You would keep me, dear, would you not .?
"

" Dear child, replied Margaretta," affec-

tionately stroking her cousin's arm, " entrust

it to me. I will myself speak to Aunt

Meiklejohn. But Klari," she added with

some hesitation, " you will not surely deny

that it is the duty of every young lady,

especially of those who like you, (and as I my-

self formerly did), depend entirely upon the

bounty of others, sooner or later to settle

herself in life."

" Yes, I know," answered Klari despond-

ingly. " That is just what Aunt Meiklejohn

is constantly saying."

That handsome and persevering cam-

paigner gave her elder niece an opportunity

of pressing her demands the very next

morning.

The three ladies were alone. Klari lolled,

with many cushions at her back, in the cor-

ner of a large sofa near the window, utterly

indifferent to the conversation, and with an

appearance of the greatest listlessness, oc-

casionally looking out upon the river as the

sound of a wave coming ashore met her

ear.

Mrs. Meiklejohn, keenly aware of this

lack of interest, sat up. t

" My dear Margaretta," said she, in a tone

of importance, " I wish to appeal to you as

a woman of sense. You observe Klari ?

Just in that manner has she gone through

the greater part of this past winter. I have

had a dressmaker in the house constantly

for months. I have accepted every invita-

tion that has been sent us. I purchased

tickets to the rink, and had Klari dress for

both masquerades. I gave 5 o'clock teas,

tobogganing and snow-shoe parties, two

dances and three mtisicales, besides attend-

ing every concert and reading that was

worth attending, and taking tables at two

bazaars. No girl ever had so many chances

placed directly in her way. And yet what

is the result of my winter's work ?"

She paused. No reply. Margaretta sat

in an attitude of listening attention, and

Klari had not moved.

Mrs. Meiklejohn continued, " Before we

left town, there were at least four, I might

indeed say five, advantageous alliances at

her disposal, if she had but given the slight-

est encouragement to any of the amiable

suitors. But her manner towards them to

the last, at least in my presence, was that of

a cold queen."

" The amiable suitor who led the forlorn

hope," now observed Klari, but never drop-

ping her listless air, " being the little, old,

oily, auburn-wigged Mr. Augustus Spicer
;

so you can judge of the others."

"They were advantageous alliances,"

replied Mrs. Meiklejohn with emphasis.

"When I first adopted Klari after your

marriage, Margaretta, no one was more bril-

liant and more sought after than she. I

anticipated for her a splendid future. But

the years passed on, and she evinced no

desire to alter her position. It is one of my
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firmly settled habits, adopted after consci-

entious convictions, never under any cir-

cumstances to tell my own age or that of

any of my family, but there can be no im-

prudence in stating here at this moment that

Klari has now reached the age of three-and-

twenty. And at three-and-twenty it is no

longer optional, it is imperative, that a young

lady should marry. Yet Klari, who fasci-

nates when she chooses, now chooses abso-

lutely to repel. And this notwithstanding

my anxiety to see her well settled, which I

do not hide from her, and my daily-repeated

maxims. I assure you, Margaretta, that I

am not only deeply mortified at Klari's

behaviour, but I am utterly puzzled to ac-

count for the extraordinary change that has

come over her."

" Dear Aunt Meiklejohn," interposed

Margaretta at this point, " you began by

appealing to me as a sensible woman, and I

now propose that instead of taking Klari

with you to repeat the scenes which she has

just gone through, you should leave her

with me for a while. It is my opinion that

she is fagged ouL Here she will have per-

fect quiet, both physical and mental, rest

from the subjects that have lately occupied

her; in fact a complete change in every way

that cannot but be beneficial to her. I have

a theory, you know, that the country is a

kind of medicine, of a little of which every

system occasionally stands in need."

Klari listening to the shore-coming waves

with one ear, and to the hum of voices with

the other, raised dark eyes of gratitude to

her cousin.

Mrs. Meiklejohn hesitated. But being really

puzzled over Klari's present state of mind,

here was a safe chance of respite from the

riddle for a few weeks at least, which after

some reflection, she thought it best to ac-

cept. So she finally gave her consent, and

a few days afterwards went away down the

river, a blessing, as has sometimes hap-

pened, brightening as it took its flight.

(To be continued.)

MOHAMMED AND MOHAMMEDANISM.

THE appearance of a work such as that

of Mr. Smith,* and the fact that the

four lectures of which it consists were

delivered at the Royal Institution of Great

Britain, and by a master in one of the great

public schools of England, are signs of the

increasing toleration evinced by men of

* Mohammed and Mohammedanism. Lectures

delivered at the Royal Institution of Great Hritain,

in February and .March, 1874. By R. Hosworth

Smith, M. A., Assistant Master in Harrow School
;

late Fellow <jf Trinity College, Oxford. London :

Smith, FIder&Co., 1874 ; New York : Harper &
Bros, 1875; Toronto: Adam, Stevenson & Co.

[The quotations throughout the present article arc

from Mr. .Smith's work, unless otherwise crcditc<l.]

culture towards opinions differing from their

own. A generation ago the work would have

met with a storm of opprobrium from all

quarters : now it is received with sympathetic

appreciation and praise. This increasing ten-

derness of treatment of other people's ideas

has been especially noticeable during the

last fifteen years, since the publication of

the late Mr. Mill's noble essay on " Liberty
;"

and is, perhaps, as much due to that work as

to any other cause. He the causes what they

may, however, the fact is patent, and^ is one

for which all liberal-minded men have much

reason for thankfiilness. It is indeed with a

sense of shante that every large-hearted
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Christian, who holds that the universal

charity which his religion inculcates was

intended to be something more than mere

profession, must recollect that it is only

within the present generation—after twelve

hundred years of libel and vilification—that

the character of the man who founded a

religion which is the creed of one-sixth of

the human race, is becoming appreciated at

its true worth, and his name and memory

relieved from the calumnious aspersions of

those professing a nobler and purer faith ; to

whom he has been, sometimes Antichrist,

sometimes the Man of Sin, sometimes the

Little Horn, or Gog and Magog in one, or a

Devil, a first born child of Satan *—an im-

postor always. t Mr. Smith's eloquent book

is in fact the first really popular account of

the life and religion of the great Arabian

prophet which has appeared in the English

language. As such it will be hailed with

pleasure by all who value freedom of con-

science, and will no doubt mark an epoch in

the popular appreciation of the man and the

creed which are its subject. Such being the

character of the work, it seems to us that it

may serve a useful purpose to give our

readers a brief summary of its contents, and

a short sketch of the career of the great

Prophet. Previous to doing so, however, it

* Literary Remains of Emanuel Deutsch, pp.

61-4.

t Even while we write, the half-a-million of

children in the Public Schools of Ontario are,

through the medium of Authorised Text Books,

being taught to look upon Mohammed as a common
impostor. It is but a few months back, too, that one

of the most celebrated English preachers of the Gos-

pel, in one of the largest churches in Toronto, an

edifice devoted to the service of the God of Truth,

in a discourse delivered to a congregation of some

two thousand people, is reported to have used the

words, "the impostures of the Prophet of Mecca."

See a report of a sermon, by the Rev. Gervase Smith,

in the Toronto Globe, of 21st September, 1874. When
there is so plentiful a lack of knowledge on the part of

public teachers, the depth of ignorance of the taught

must indeed be such as no plummet can fathom.

may be as well to dispose at once of the

charge of imposture.

On this point Carlyle, writing over thirty

years ago, says : "I confess I can make no-

thing of the critic, in these times, who would

accuse Mahomet of deceit prepense ; of con-

scious deceit generally, or perhaps at all ; still

more, of Hving in a mere element of conscious

deceit, and writing this Koran as a forger

and juggler would have done ! Every candid

eye, I think, will read this Koran far other-

wise than so. It is the confused ferment of

a great rude human soul . . fervent,

earnest. . . • Sincerity, in all senses,

seems to me the merit of the Koran."* The

Rev. J. M. Rodwell, author of the best trans-

lation of the Koran into English, says :

" The

evidence rather shows that in all he did and

wrote, Mohammed was actuated by a sincere

desire to deliver his countrymen from the

grossness of debasing idolatries—that he was

urged on by an intense desire to proclaim the

great truth of the Unity of the Godhead

which had taken full possession of his own

soul."t The late Ernanuel Deutsch, perhaps

the greatest oriental scholar of the age says :

"Mohammed, whatever view of his character

. . . be held, has earned a place in the

golden book of Humanity.":}: Another able

reviewer, writing in the strictly orthodox

organ of the English nonconformists, says :

"We may dismiss without examination the

exploded theory that once looked on Maho-

met as a conscious impostor from the begin-

ning of his career to the end. ... Of

Mahomet's thorough sincerity, of his honest,

faith in the truth of his own mission, at all

events, during the first stages of his career,

there can, we think, be no reasonable doubt;,

indeed, the opposite view seems no longer to

have any adherents of whom much heed may

be taken. The early Suras . . . carry

with them the stamp of perfect sincerity.

* Heroes and Hero-worship.

+ Preface to his translation of the Koran, p. xxi.

1861.

X Literary Remains, Article " Islam,'' p. 64.
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These early chapters are the outpourings of

the heart of the man himself, . . of a

man whose whole soul is given up to the

contemplation of the goodness of God, and

of the ingratitude and wickedness of man-

kind. It is only gradually that Mahomet
assumes the character of a preacher, of a

Prophet sent by God to announce to man the

la^t revelation of His will. How far then was

he sincere, and, if sincere, how far was he

justified in thus assuming the character of a

divine messenger ? Of his sincerity, as we

have already said, there can be no doubt. It

is impossible to conceive any motive, except

faith in his own mission, which could have

borne him up through the contempt and per-

secution which he underwent as long as he

abode at Mecca."* Mr. Smith's own opinion

will be evident as we proceed. Having to

some extent cleared the ground of prejudice,

we proceed to the contents of his book,

hoping that our imperfect summary may
induce our readers to go to the work itself

for fuller information.

Previous to the birth of Mohammed, and

from time immemorial, Arabia had "been

split up into a vast number of independent

tribes, always at war with each other. The
scanty sustenance which an arid soil yielded,

they were fain to eke out either by trading

themselves, or by plundering others who
conducted caravans along the sea coast.

Their hand was against every man, and every

man's hand against them. Nor were they

as uncivilized as has often been supposed.

They were as passionately fond of poetry

as they were of war and plunder." What tlie
|

()lym})ic games did for Greece, the annual
'

fairs at Okatz and Mujanira did for Arabia.

" Here tribes made up their dissensions,

exchanged prisoners of war, and competed

with one another in extempore poetic con-

tests." Each tribe had its poet-laureate, and

the best poems were transcribed in letters of

gold, or susj)ended on the wall of the en-

• firiiish Quarterly Review, January, 1872, Article

' Mahomet," p, 60.

trance of the Kaaba at Mecca, where they

could be seen by every pilgrim who might

visit the most sacred place in the country.

" There was a wild chivalry too, about them,

a contempt for danger and a sensibility to

honour, which lends a charm to all we hear

of their loves and their wars, their greed and

their hospitality, their rapine and their re-

venge. The Bedouin has been the same in

these respects in all ages. ' Be good enough

to take ofT that garment of yours,' says the

Bedouin robber politely to his victim ;
' it is

wanted by my wife,' and the victim submits,

with as good a grace as he can muster, to the

somewhat unreascfnable demands of a hy-

pothetical lady." Such were the people of

the country. With regard to their religion,

our author says: " There is reason to believe

that both the great religions of the Eastern

world existing in [Mohammed's] time, Sabae-

anism, that is, and Magianism, had been, in

their origin at least, vaguely monotheistic.

They had passed through the inevitable

stages of spirituality, misunderstanding, de-

cline, and lastly, intentional corruption, till

the God whom Abraham, according to the

well-known Mussulman legend, had been the

first to worship, because, while He made the

stars and sun to rise and set, He never rose

nor set Himself, had withdrawn behind them

altogether ; the heavenly bodies, from being

symbols, had become the thing symbolized ;

temples were erected in their honour, and

idols filled the temples. And as with Sabae-

anism, so with Magianism ; Orr.iuzd and .Vhri-

man were no longer the principles brought

into existence, or existing by the permission

of the one true God. . . . Eire had itself

become the Divinity ; and what oflfering

could be more acceptable to such a god

than the human victim, ovenvhelmed by the

mysterious llamc whose divine power he

denied." Besides these two religions, there

was also the grossest Fetishism, " the

worship of stocks and stones, or of the grim

array of 360 idols in the Kaaba ; among

which the aerolite, once believed to have
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been of dazzling whiteness, but long since

blackened by the kisses of sinful men, was at

once the most ancient and the most sacred."

It would seem also that corrupted forms of

both Judaism and Christianity were not un-

known in the peninsula.

Such were the people and such their reli-

gions at the time of Mohammed's advent.

But this was not all. It would seem that

there was also "a general social and relig-

ious upheaving at the head of which the

Prophet placed himself, and which partly

carried him on with it, partly he himself

carried it on ; the train was already laid, and

the spark from heaven was all that was

needed to set the Arab world ablaze." Ara-

bia was expecting her prophet. The Jews

in Arabia are said to have watched for his

appearance. And at last he came.

Under such circumstances, and in the

year 571* was born Mohammed, at Mecca,

the holy city of Arabia, and of the tribe of

Koreish, the noblest stock of the country.

Of earthly possessions he had few or none.

In early life he was a shepherd. " His tend-

ing his employer's flocks ; his journeys to

Syria
;

possibly his short-lived friendship

there with Sergius or Bahira, a Nestorian

monk ; his famous vow to succour the op-

pressed ; his employment by Kadijah in a

trade venture, and his subsequent happy

marriage with her, are about the only note-

worthy external incidents. Up to the age

of forty there is nothing to show that any

serious scruple had occurred to him as to

the worship of idols, and in particular of

the Black Stone, of which his family were the

hereditary guardians." He would often re-

tire to the caverns of Mount Hira " for soli-

tude, meditation, and prayer. He was

melancholic in temperament " and subject

to epileptic fits. " Dejection alternated with

excitement \ these gave place to ecstacy or

* Some authors give 569 or 570 as the date of

Mohammed's birth, but Mr. Deutsch gives 571, and

his authority on such a point is probably conclusive.

See " Literary Remains," p. 68.

dreams ; and in a dream, or trance, or fit,

he saw an angel in human form, but flooded

with celestial light, and displaying a silver

roll. ' Read,' said the angel. ' I cannot

read,' said Mohammed. The injunction and

the answer were twice repeated. ' Read ' at

last cried the angel, ' in the name of the

Lord, who created man out of a clot of blood;

read, in the name of the Most High, who

taught man the use of the pen, who sheds on

his^soul the ray of knowledge, and teaches

him what before he knew not.' Upon this

Mohammed felt the heavenly inspiration,

and read the decrees of God, which he after-

wards promulgated in the Koran. Then

came the announcement, ' O Mohammed,

of a truth thou art the Prophet of God, and

I am his angel Gabriel.' This was the crisis

of Mohammed's life. It was his call to re-

nounce idolatry, and to take the qflice of a

prophet. Like Isaiah, he could not at first

believe that so unworthy an instrument could

be chosen for such a purpose

Trembling and agitated, Mohammed tottered

to Kadijah and told her his vision and his

agony of mind." She reassured him,

soothed him, and ended by becoming his

first convert. Zeid and Waraka were the

next to believe in him. But Mohammed
himself was not satisfied. " A long period of

hesitation, doubt, and preparation followed."

At one time he thought of suicide, but was

restrained by an unseen hand. In three

years only fourteen proselytes attached them-

selves to him. " His rising hopes were

crushed. People pointed the finger of scorn

at him as he passed by :
' There goeth the

son of Abdallah, who hath his converse

with the heavens.' They called him a driv-

eller, a star-gazer, a maniac-poet. His uncles

sneered, and the main body of the citizens

treated him with contemptuous indifference.

. . . . At times his distress was in-

supportable :

' And had not his poor heart

Spoken with that, which being every where

Lets none, who speaks with Him, seem all alone,

Surely the man had died of soHtude.'
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But out of weakness came forth strength at

last ; out of doubt certainty ; out of humiH-

ation victory. Another vision, in which he

was commanded to preach pul)li( ly, fol-

lowed ; and now he called the Koreishites

together, those who had most to lose and

least to gain by reform, and boldly an-

nounced his mission. They tried persuasion,

entreaties, bribes, and threats. ' Should

they array against me the sun on my right

hand, and the moon on my left,' said Mo-

hammed, ' yet while God should command
me I would not renounce my purpose.'

These are not the words, nor this the

course of an impostor. Ten years passed

away ; his doctrine fought its way amidst

the greatest discruragcments and dangers

by purely moral means. Kadijah was dead
;

Abu Taleb, his uncle and protector, died

also. Most of Mohammed's disciples had

taken refuge in Abyssinia, and at last Mo-
hammed himself was driven to fly for his

life, with one companion, his early convert,

Abu Bakr. For three days he lay concealed

in a cavern, a league from Mecca. The

Koreishite pursuers scoured the country,

thirsting for his blood. They approached

the cavern. ' We are only two,' said his

trembling companion. 'There is a third,'

said Mohammed ;
' it is God himself.' The

Koreishites reached the cave ; a spider, we
are told, had woven its web across the

mouth, and a pigeon was sitting on its nest

in seemingly undisturbed repose. The
Koreishites retreated, for it was evident the

solitude of the place was unviolated ; and

by a sound instinct, one of the sublimcst

stories in all history has been made the era

of Mohammedan Chronology." Respecting

the facts of Mohammed's life thus far, Mr.

Smith goes on to remark truly that no one
" could have done what Mohammed did

without the most profound faith in the reality

and goodness f)f his cause. Fairly con-

sidered, there is no single trait in his charac-

ter up to the time of the Hegira which cal-

umny itself could couple with imposture
;

on the contrary, there is everything to prove

the real enthusiast arriving slowly and pain-

fully at what he believed to be the truth."

Gibbon exaggerates nothing when he says.

" that no incipient prophet ever passed

through so severe an ordeal as Mohammed."
The subsequent events of his career may he

briefly told, .\fter his flight to Medina his

followers seem to have rapidly increased. He
becomes strong enough to make a treaty

with the rulers of Mecca, on a breach of

which he marches against the holy city. His

enemies meet him on the way, submit and

become converts, and the Prophet enters

the city in triumph. The holy place is puri-

fied and the idols are cast down, with the me-

morable words, " Truth is come, let false-

hood disappear." One by one the Arabian

tribes are gathered into the faith of Allah,

and the obedience of the Prophet, who now

adds to that character, that of founder of a

nation, and founder of an empire. In the

tenth year of the Hegira he undertook his

last solemn pilgrimage to Mecca, with over

40,000 disciples, and there on Mount Arafat

blessed them, like Moses, and repeated his

last exhortations ; chiefly telling them to

protect the weak, the poor, and the women,

and to abstain from usury. And then

comes the last grand scene of all when, just

as the great Arabian was girding up his

strength to measure it against the mighty

Empire of Rome, he was called away by a

higher Power, as he had always told his

doubting followers he must be, and " Omar,

the Simon Peter of Islam, in the agony oi

his grief drew his scimitar and wildly rush-

ing in among the weeping Mussulmans swore

that he would strike otT the head of any one

who dared to say that the Prophet was dead

—the Prophet could nut be dead— it was

by a gentle reminder of what the Prophet

himself had always taught, that the venerable

Abu Hakr, the earliest of the Prophet's

friends, and his successor in the Kaliphaie,

calmed his excitement :
' Is it then Mo-

hammed, or the God of Mohammed, that
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we have learned to worship ? ' Thus then,

on the 8th of June, 632, in the sixty-second

year of his age and the tenth of the Hegira,

he died, his head upon the lap of his beloved

wife, Ayesha, his eyes gazing upwards, and

the words " No, the companions above

. in Paradise " upon his lips.

There seems to be no foundation for the

legend that his death was due to slow poi-

son, administered by a Jew to test his divine

character.

Minute and trustworthy accounts have

been preserved of his personal appearance

and private character. He " was of middle

height and of a strongly built frame ; his

head was large, and across his ample fore-

head, and above finely arching eyebrows,

ran a strongly marked vein, which, when he

was angry, would turn black and throb visi-

bly. His eyes were coal black, and piercing

iu their brightness ; his hair curled slightly
;

and a long beard, which, like other orientals,

he would stroke when in deep thought,

added to the general impressiveness of his

appearance. His step was quick and firm,

' like that of one descending a hill.' Between

his shoulders was the famous mark, the size

of a pigeon's egg, which his disciples per-

sisted in believing to be a sign of his pro-

phetic office ; while the light which kindled

in his eye, they called the light of prophecy.

In his intercourse with others he would sit

silent for a long time together, but truly, his

silence was more eloquent than other men's

speech, for the moment speech was called

for, it was forthcoming in the shape of some

weighty apothegm or proverb, such as the

Arabs loved to hear. When he laughed, he

laughed heartily, shaking his sides, and show-

ing his teeth, which ' looked as if they were

hailstones.' He was easy of approach to all

who wished to see him, even as ' the river

bank to him that draweth water therefrom.'

He was fond of animals, and they were fond

of him. He seldom passed a group of chil-

dren playing, without a few kind words to

them ; and he was never the first to with-

draw his hand from the grasp of one who
offered his. If the warrnth of his attach-

ment may be measured by the depth of his

friends' devotion to him, no truer friend than

Mohammed ever lived. Around him, in

early days, gathered what was best and

noblest in Mecca, and in no single instance,

through all the vicissitudes of his chequered

life, was the friendship then formed ever

broken. He wept like a child over the death

of his faithful servant Zeid. He visited his

mother's tomb some fifty years after her

death, and he wept there because he be-

lieved that God had forbidden him to pray

for her. He was naturally shy and retiring
;

'as bashful,' said Ayesha, ' as a veiled vir-

gin.' He was kind and forgiving to all. ' I

served him from the time I was eight years

old,' said his servant Anas, ' and he never

scolded me for anything, though I spoiled

much.' The most noteworthy of his exter-

nal characteristics was a sweet gravity and a

quiet dignity, which drew involuntary re-

spect, and which was the best and often the

only protection he enjoyed from insult. His

ordinary dress was plain, even to coarseness;

yet he was fastidious in arranging it to the

best advantage. He was fond of ablutions

and fonder still of perfumes ; and he prided

himself on the neatness of his hair, and the

pearly whiteness of his teeth. His life was

simple in all its details. He lived with his

wives in a row of humble cottages, separated

from one another by palm branches cemented

with mud. He would kindle the fire, sweep

the floor, and milk the goats himself He
slept upon a leathern mat, mended his own

clothes, and clouted his shoes with his own

hand. Sometimes for months together he

did not get a sufficient meal. The little food

that he had was always shared with those

who dropped in to partake of it. Outside

his house was a bench or gallery, on which

were always to be found a number of the

poor who lived entirely on the Prophet's

generosity and were hence called ' the peo-

ple of the bench.' His ordinary food was
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dates and water, or barley bread ; milk and

honey were luxuries of which he was fond,

but which he rarely allowed himself. The

fare of the desert seemed most congenial to

him, even when sovereign of Arabia." The

grand simplicity of his character was main-

tained to the end. Such is the striking sketch

given by our author of this most lovable

man. One of the truest tests of greatness

is the amount of personal influence which a

leader exercises over his followers and those

who come in contact with him, and his capa-

city for inspiring them with something of his

own enthusiasm. Judged by such a test

there can be no question of Mohammed's

greatness. Many striking instances of his

power in this respect might be given
;
per-

haps the most striking of all is that wonder-

ful scene described in the fourth volume of

Muir's Life, which is thus sketched by an

able writer :
" It may have been weakness

to show the trust and favour which he

showed to late and unwilling converts. Yet

it was in the spirit of the highest wisdom, of

that daring which is oft-times the truest pru-

dence^— it was in the spirit of a leader who
could read the hearts of the men he led

—

that Mohammed won back his discontented

followers, the Helpers [of Medina] of his

early days, by the sublime appeal that he

had given the things of earth to the men
who cared for the things of earth, but

to them he had given the higher gift that the

Prophet of (iod had come to dwell among
them. Appeals somewhat of the same kind

are recorded of mere worldly leaders, of

Alexander and of Cx-sar ; but no challenge

of mere human loyalty could have called

forth such a burst of passionate remorse as

when the Helpers with one voice answered,

with tears running down upon their beards,

that they were content with the lot which

their Prophet gave them."*

With disciples left behind, who had caught

•"British Quarterly Review," January, 1872,

p. 60.

SO much of their master's spirit, his death

had scarcely an appreciable effect on the

progress of his religion. Soine of the Arabian

tribes fall away, but Abu Bakr and Omar
soon recall them to their allegiance, and the

united people, in the name of Ood and the

Prophet, go forth to the conquest of the

world. And never since the world began had

there been seen anything like the triumphant

progress of the armies of enthusiasts and

fanatics which now burst upon the older

empires. Persia and the Eastern Provinces

of Rome are conquered almost at once ; and

before the lapse of a century, the faith of

Mohammed is taught in the temples of

Cordova and the temples of Samarkand : and

theCaliph of Islam reigns alike on the banks

of the Jihon, and on the banks of the Tagus

;

over a region so vast that before it even the

mighty empire of Alexander, and the still

tnightier empire of Rome must hide their

diminished heads. The temporal reign of

the Caliph has long since passed away, but

the religion remains. Spain has been wrested

from it, but it has more than made up for the

loss by gains in other directions. In Africa,

it is making giant strides, so that now it

embraces the whole northern region between

the Mediterranean and the fifth parallel of

north latitude ; and it was only the other day

we heard of the perturbation among the

missionaries of South Africa, caused by the

success of Mohammedan pilgrims in making

converts there. In India, it probably num-

bers as believers between fifty and sixty

millions. "Within the last eight years a vast

j

tract of country, called Western Chinese

I

Tartary or PLastem Turkestan, has thrown off

I the yoke of China," and been added to the

list of Mussulman kingdoms. In the East

IndianArchipelago, in Java, Sumatra, Borneo

and Celebes, Islam has raised the natives in

the scale of civilization, and long been the

dominant fiiith. It has even crossed the

Atlantic with the coolies to Cuiana in South

America. The total number of believers

cannot number much less than two hundred
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and fifty millions. Mr. Smith believes that

wherever it penetrates, it proves an almost

unmixed blessing, and that it is better for

most of the people who own its sway, than

even Christianity would be. He seems to

have no hope that the latter religion will

make any impression upon it for centuries to

come, if ever. The quality to which it owes

its power of propagandism, appears to be its

sublime simplicity. Its theology may almost

be summed up in the sentence, "AUahu-

Akbar—God is great, there is no God but

God, and Mohammed is his Prophet." Such

is the creed. " Man must resign his will to

to God's, and find his highest happiness in so

doing." Such is the Mussulman life. The

other articles of faith ; the written revelation,

man's responsibility, the existence of angels

and Jinn, heaven and hell, the resurrection

and last judgment; and the practical duties

—

prayer, almsgiving, fasting, and pilgrimage,

were not original with Mohammed, being

common to other religions.

The great blot upon the character of Mo-

hammed, sensuality, and the great blot upon

his religion, polygamy, must not be over-

looked. But even here he has not received

fair treatment. On both points he was in

advance of his age and country. Polygamy

in its most degrading forms had existed from

time immemorial, and it would have been

quite impossible to extirpate it. But Mo-

hammed did the next best thing ; he swept

away the worst of its accompaniments—the

slaying of female infants being one of them
;

and reduced the number of wives allowable

by law to four, whereas previously the num-

ber had been unlimited. Nor must it be

forgotten that he remained absolutely faith-

ful to his first wife—a woman fifteen years

older than himself—till the day of her death,

when he himself was about fifty years of age.

After that event it is not to be denied that

he gave the reins to the one weakness of his

nature, by allowing to himself even a larger

number of wives than he allowed to his fol-

lowers.

But our space is exhausted, and we must

hasten to conclude our imperfect notice of

Mr. Smith's admirable book, by quoting its

eloquent closing sentences, those in which

he gives a final estimate ot the great Arabian

;

an estimate in which most of his readers, we
think, will substantially coincide. " Compare

Mohammed with the long roll of men, whom
the world by common consent has called

' Great ;' while I admit that there is no one

point in his character in which he is not sur-

passed by one or other, take him all in all,

what he was, and what he did, and what

those inspired by him have done, he seems

to me to stand alone, above and beyond

them all. . . . By a fortune absolutely

unique in history, Mohammed is a threefold

founder—'of a nation, of an empire, and of

a religion.' Illiterate himself, scarce able to

read or write, he was yet the author of a

book which is a poem, a code of laws, a

Book ofCommon Prayer, and a Bible in one,

and is reverenced to this day by a sixth of

the whole human race, as a miracle of purity

of style, of wisdom, and of truth. It was the

one miracle claimed by Mohammed—his

'standing miracle' he called it ; and a miracle

indeed it is. But looking to the circumstances

of the time, at the unbounded reverence

his followers, and comparing him with the

Fathers of the Church or with Mediaeval

saints, to my mind the most miraculous thing

about Mohammed is, that he never claimed

the power of working miracles. Whatever

he had said he could do, his disciples would

straightway have seen him do. They could

not help attributing to him miraculous acts

which he never did, and which he always

denied he could do. What more crowning

proof of his sincerity is needed .-^ Mohammed
to the end of his life claimed for himself that

title only with which he had begun, and

which the highest philosophy and the truest

Christianity will one day, I venture to believe,

agree in yielding to him—that of a Prophet,

a very Prophet of God. The religion, indeed,

that he taught is below the purest form of



528 2HE CANADIAN MONTHLY.

our own, as the central figure of the Moham-

medan religion is below the central figure of

the Christian—a difference vast and incom-

mensurable ; but, in my opinion, he comes

next to Him in the long roll of the great

benefactors of the human race ; next to Him
longo intcnallo certainly, but still next. He
had faults, and great ones, which he was

always the first himself, according to his light,

to confess and to deplore ; and the best

homage we can render to the noble sincerity

of his character is to state them, as I hope

I have tried to do, exactly as they were. ' It

was the fashion of old,' to fjuote the words

of our greatest novelist and greatest psycho-

logist.* ' It was the fashion of old, when an

ox was led out for sacrifice to Jupiter, to

chalk the dark spots, and give the oft'ering a

false show of unblemished whiteness. Let us

fling away the chalk, and boldly say— the

victim is spotted, but it is not therefore in

vain that his mighty heart is laid on the altar

of men's highest hopes.'
"

• George Eliot.

CENTRAL AMERICAN SKETCHES.

BY H. H.

IV.

Aacienl ruins—Native languages—Costumes—Early

marriages—Honesty of the Indians—Primitive

agriculture—Indian towns—Economy in furni-

ture—Municipal government—Elections—Land

Tenure — Taxes — Whipping posts — Hiring

labourers — Religious observances — Fees for

priestly services—Anecdote—A new way of ven-

tilating a grievance.

THE system of government introduced

by Spain into its American colonics

was, of necessity, one cf paternal despotism.

The conquered races were in every resj)ect

an inferior people to their conquerers.

What little civilization they may at that

time have possessed was soon destroyed,

and very few traces exist of original great-

ness. There are here and there found

ruins of sculj)tured idols, which show that

at one time there were tribes of Indians

who had attained a considerable amount of

skill in masonry, but no mention is made
by any early Spanish writers of what are

now the ruins of Coi)rin, I'iilen(]ue, and

Uxmal, and it is not imjjrobable that they

were in ruins, or abandoned, at the early oc-

cupation of the country by the Spaniards.

Other ruins exist besides those which

have been described by the American

writer, Stephens, but they are of buildings

of altogether a different and very inferior

construction, and have signs of being of

more recent date. It appears to have

been the policy of the conquerors to allow

the destruction of every written record of

the country which was found. The clergy

formed the only educated jiortion of the

new occupants of tlio soil, and with that

thorouglincss which characterized every-

thing they did, they efl'ectually stamped out

all that could remind the Indians of the re-

ligion they had formerly professed, and at

the same time wiped out every j^age of the

country's history previous to the conquest
;

and the only thing to be learnt from exist-

ing ruins is that human sacrifice must have

been the chief feature of their religion pre-

vious to their conversion to Christianity.
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Guatemala has a population of about a

million and a quarter of inhabitants, of

whom nearly nine hundred thousand are

pure Indians. Their principal character-

istics are more or less the same. They are

divided into tribes, using different lan-

guages and different dress. The principal

languages or idioms are the Katchiquel,

which prevails over the western part of the

country, the Mams, the Pocomams, the

Maya, and the Lacondon ; and these are

again subdivided into dialects which have

little resemblance to the roots from which

they are derived. The individuals of each

tribe dress exactly alike, their dress never

varies, and, perhaps, has not done so for

many generations. The men of all the

tribes wear straw hats, some white and

others black. The shirt of most tribes is

made something between a jacket and a

shirt, and is embroidered with rude figures

of birds or animals. The trowsers come

down to the knee, are wide, and are usually

made of coarse white cotton. Some tribes

wear over these a wide pair of drawers, open

half-way up the outer side of the leg, of dark

woollen cloth, called gerga, and those of the

colder climates have doublets of the same

material. Their feet are always bare, but

on a journey they wear a kind of sandal, of

thick half-tanned hide, called quaites. The
women wear their hair adorned in different

fashions, according to their tribes, but all

have it tied or bound in some manner with

red or orange-coloured braid. Their cover-

ing for the upper part of the body is a kind

of chemise, called a guipil, a short loose

garment reaching a little below the waist,

and which is nothing more than a piece of

cotton cloth, with a hole in the centre,

through which to pass the head, with other

holes for the arms, with embroidery round

the neck and arm holes. The skirt is of

heavy cotton material, woven by themselves

;

it reaches down to the knees, and is of dif-

ferent colour, according to the tribe of the

wearer. The skirt has no stitching, but is

arranged by the Indian, when she puts it on,

in large plaits round her waist, which she

binds together with a broad band of thick

striped cotton, which forms a girdle and

great adornment. The only difference which

exists in the dress of women of the same

tribe is in the matter of the necklace, which

is generally of coral interspersed with coins,

the latter more or less valuable as the rank

of the woman is higher or lower, and some

of these necklaces are even hung with heavy

silver dollars. They have the feet bare,

and the covering for the head, called a re-

boso, is a long cotton scarf, which they

throw over it on going out. It is almost im-

possible to meet with a more picturesque

sight than an Indian market-place, between

the hours of 8 and 9 in the morning, espe-

cially that of one of the larger Indian towns.

The bright colours of the dresses, and their

scrupulous cleanliness, the variety formed by

the addition of a mixture of tribes, and the

delicate tints in which the houses are painted

or washed, are all set off by the clearness

and brilliancy of the climate, and form a

tout ensemble both lively and interesting in

the extreme. With small exception, the

clothing both of male and female is home-

spun, and every Indian girl's education is

complete when she can spin well enough

to clothe herself and her husband.

Apart from drunkenness, which is the

Indian's curse, they are a moral and decently-

behaved people. They marry very young,

the men at from 16 to 18, the women as

young as 1 1 years, and usually are faithful

to their marriage vows ; indeed in this re-

spect they form a favourable contrast to the

governing class of Ladinos.

They are often pilferers of little things, but

are in many respects remarkably trustworthy

and honest. It is the custom of the owners

of plantations, and also of tradesmen, to send

them long distances with gold or silver coin.

Sometimes one man will have a thousand

dollars or more to carry four or five days'

journey, and I never knew a case of these
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messengers failing in their trust, though, per-

haps, the man who had thus been trusted on

the road with a large amount of money

would pilfer cigars, or any otlier little thing

which might lie in his reach.

Unlike their nomadic brethren in the

United States, they are essentially an agri-

cultural race ; but their system of agriculture

is of the most primitive kind. They live in

towns or townships, but every head of a

family has his maize fields, usually one on

the mountain slopes, and another smaller

one in the vicinity of the town. The moun-

tain plantation is that which gives the largest

crop, and the system is to cut down the tim-

ber and undergrowth in the dryest part of

the year, then as soon as it is dry to set fire

to it, and the day after maize is dibbled into

the soil without further preparation, the in-

fluence of the wood ashes, and the heavy

rains which usually fall shortly after the time

of planting, acting in the place of other culti-

vation of the soil. The weeds are cut down
with a long knife, and about three weeks

after the maize is planted it is hilled with a

hoe, after which it is left to grow until the

cobs are formed, when the stalks are bent

over.

At harvest time the corn is stowed away

in a little hut, on the same plot of ground,

and brought down to the town-house on the

Indian's back as his needs require. The

same plot of ground is never planted two

seasons together, each Indian having, by

right of custom, the privilege of the land

above him in a direct line to the mountain

top. The land planted one year is altoge-

ther abandoned after being cropped, and the

high bush again grows on it for several

years, when it is again planted in the same

fashion. April and May are the months for

burning off, and the whole country is filled

with smoke during those months to such an

extent as to completely hide the sun, though

there is not otherwise a cloud in the sky.

The towns of the Indians are, as a rule,

models of order and cleanliness ; the streets

are wide, and all converge towards the Plaza,

or market-place, on one side of which are

the Church and Convent, on the other, the

Cabildo or Town-hall.

The Indians rarely build their houses to

the street ; they usually lie far back from

the road, each house being surrounded by

a garden, in which are grown black beans,

which, with cakes of maize, form the Indian's

principal food. The fences towards the

road are generally made with a stinging

plant of high growth, called Chichicaste.

They are kept well trimmed, and have a

pretty appearance, though when touched by

the naked hand they cause large blisters,

which produce very painful effects. A few

primitive flowers are grown in front of the

house, for decorating the saint, or for fasten-

ing as offerings on the crosses which are

placed at the comers of the streets. The

outsides of the huts are usually more invit-

ing in appearance than the inside, which is

not always clean. The Indians do not re-

quire any furniture beyond a saint and a

table to put it on, a hammock, and a low

stool. These, with a stone on which to grind

the corn, and a pot to cook the beans in,

are, as a rule, all the Indian's household

furniture.

The towns are governed locally by a

municipality, consisting of a Governor, who

is elected for a term of years ; under him

are the Mayor, Sub-Mayor, syndic, four

" regidores," or councillors, and twelve aux-

iliaries, who act as messengers or police, as

the case may require. It being a rare thing

to find an Indian who can read and write,

the secretary is generally of the Ladino

class, and acts in the double cai)acity of

secretary to the municipality and school-

master to the town.

The elections for municij)alities take ])lace

on the first Sunday in December, each

householder having a vote. The result of

the election is sent to the head of the de-

partment, for the Chief Governor's a|)pro-

bation, and at midnight on the 31st of
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December, the new municipality is sworn in,

the wands of office being handed over to

them by their predecessors. The munici-

pality have their functions very clearly de-

fined by law. They are responsible for

order, and the punishment of minor of-

fences. The Alcalde (Mayor) has to attend

daily at his court-room, and little oppor-

tunity is given him for his private affairs

during his term of office. Each munici-

pality possesses the land on which the town

is built, with a square league of land sur-

rounding it, and no such thing as freehold

exists in the town limits; but a person living in

the town, or occupying land belonging to it,

retains right of possession so long as he pays

ground rent or " Censo," and he can trans-

fer it or sell it at will, at his own price, with-

out any interference from the municipality.

Every male has to pay an annual tax of

about half a dollar, and in addition he is

compelled to work three days, at two sea-

sons of the year, in repairing the roads out-

side the town, and also has to give gratuitous

service for keeping the Church, Convent,

or any other public building in repair. In

front of the Cabildo, or Town-hall, in the

Indian towns, is a whipping post, personal

chastisement being the form of punishment

most used in minor offences, both on men
and women. One great and important duty

of the Indian authorities is the distribution

ofwhat is called "Habilitacion." No Indian

will work without part of his wages being

paid in advance, and there are many towns

whose inhabitants are sought after by estate

owners, far and wide, owing to the aptitude

of those particular Indians for field-work.

When a person needs labourers, he first ap-

plies for an order from the Governor of the

Department, for the " Alcalde " of the town

to give him faciUties for obtaining the num-

ber of men he requires, from 50 to 200, as

he may need. The Alcalde, on receipt of

the order, sends a drum round the town to

call the people together, and on their assem-

bling at the " Cabildo," the person seeking

workmen gives over to the Alcalde the

money he is willing to advance to each man
whose name is put downbythe secretary, and

the Alcalde receives a douceur of so much
a head. The men are not always forthcom-

ing, but as the Alcalde is certain of a repri-

mand from the Governor if the number is

not completed, and even in some cases is

imprisoned, the Indians are sometimes taken

by force and compelled to receive the

money. Once paid in presence of the

Alcalde, the man is bound to work until he

has earned as much as he has received, and

thousands of Indians are taken sometimes

as far away from home as 200 miles, on foot,

to earn three or four dollars which they have

received agapst their will. It is very

natural that many cases occur where the

men try to run away to escape the work, and

the system is a great evil both for masters

and workpeople.

Religious observances forming so large a

part of Indian life, the connection between

the municipality and the priest is a very close

one. All the Sacristans and minor officers

of the church are appointed by the town

authorities, and have to serve without re-

muneration, and as there is a daily celebra-

tion of mass, in addition to numerous bap-

tisms, burials (marriages are always cele-

brated during mass), and visits with the host

to the sick people, the number of persons

employed in church matters is large.

If the priest is a good man, he has great

influence in the town, and is treated with

great deference and respect. The revenue

of the priests in most of the Indian towTis is

large, and is derived directly from the peo-

ple. The fee for a mass ranges from a dol-

lar to fifteen dollars, according to its so-

lemnity. The fees for burial are so high, if

the priest attends, that such cases are ex-

tremely rare ; instead of the priest, three

Sacristans precede the body, who bear large

silver crosses, and in some towns there are

Indian women who make it their business

to cry at funerals, and who are hired out for
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this purpose. Marriages are necessarily

performed by the priest, who has a scale of

charges for the ceremony, ranging from

three to twenty dollars, and amongst the

Indians the baptism fee is half a dollar.

Although the Indians are never wanting

in outward respect for the priest, they main-

tain a perfectly independent spirit in dealing

with him. Should his general conduct be

distasteful to them, they send their authori-

ties to the Governor of the department to

ask for his removal. Sometimes their peti-

tion is not attended to, but they are very

persistent, and the following anecdote is a

very good illustration of their shrewdness

in dealing with their superiors :

—

The priest of a town in Vera Paz, a

Dominican Friar from Mexico, made him-

self unpopular, owing to his scandalous dis-

regard of his vows of celibacy. This was

not an uncommon fault amongst the Domini-

cans, but this one exceeded all bounds, and

lived openly with the mother of his children.

The Indians complained of him many

times to the Governor, and finding it was

vain, went to the Government ; but all their

complaints being unheeded, they deter-

mined to pay a visit to the Archbishop, who

lived in Guatemala City, preparatory to

which they made five cheeses, one large

one, one a little less, and three small ones.

The Archbishop was a man of great piety

and virtue, very simple in his habits, and in

every respect an estimable man. All the

principal inhabitants of the town went to

see him, and on their being ushered into the

room, the Archl)ishop asked affectionately

as to themselves, their families, their town,

and then asked

—

" How is the Tata Cura (Father Curate) ?"

"Oh, he is in excellent health, thank God."

" And did you tell him you were coming

to see me ?
"

" No, Father, we didn't say a word to

him ; we wanted to give you a little sur-

prise, so we came away very quietly that you

might not know beforehand of our visit."

Here the largest of the cheeses was un-

folded from a clean white cloth, and the

Alcalde went up to the Archbishop, before

whom he knelt, saying

—

" Will the good Father Archbishop deign

to take from his children this little present ?"

" But, my children, what a deal of trouble

you have had. Have you come all this way

to give me this nice cheese ?
"

" Yes, Father, we have ; we had heard

of you, and how you loved us, so we said

amongst ourselves, ' we ought to go and see

the good Father Archbishop ; and here we
are.'

"

Whilst this was going on. another was un-

folding the smaller cheese, and handing it

to the Alcalde, he said

—

" And, Father, though we do not see her

with you, we have brought another cheese

for the Mrs. Archbishop."

" What is that ? Oh, dear, my children,

what are you saying ?
"

Imperturbably the Alcalde went on

—

*' Yes, Father, we brought this cheese for

your wife, and we have also brought these

three little cheeses for the Archbishop's

sweet little babies."

The poor Archbishop was dumbfounded.

Wife and sweet little babies ! Quite bewil-

dered, he asked

—

" But, my children, do not you know that

I am a priest ? How can you have lived

in a Christian country without knowing that

I cannot have either wife or children .'"

The Alcalde went up to the Archbishop,

and, kissing the ring on his finger, said

—

" Pardon us, we are poor ignorant people,

and know no better, but seeing that our

priest had his wife and children, we made

sure that if a simple priest had them, so

great a man as the Archbishop would he

sure to have them also.

The Indians gained their point. They

had barely reached home when the ofl'ender

was recalled, and his place was taken by

one whose life was above reproach.

(To be (ontinucd.)
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CURRENT EVENTS.

THE announcement of Lieutenant-Gov-

ernor Crawford's premature demise

was followed by sincere expressions of regret

throughout the Province. Party feelings

have sometimes gone sad lengths, and, with-

in our recollection, found angry utterance

even around the grave ; but the healthy in-

stincts of humanity may be trusted to keep

such ebullitions in check. In the case of

Mr. Crawford, there were many reasons why

political opponents, as well as political

friends,should regret that his career had been

cut short by the unpitying scythe of death.

Mr. Howe died shortly after he entered

Government House at Halifax, but he was

full of years, and it had been obvious before

his appointment that for all vigorous pur-

pose or exertion the work of his life was

done. Mr. Crawford, on the other hand,

appeared to have years of work in him.

According to human probability, as far as

most of us were judges, he had at least a

decade in prospect, for labour or for retire-

ment. There is something which goes

home to the heart of every man in the in-

telligence that another has been snatched

away with his life-work a fragment—be-

queathed to us as a torso—unrounded and

incomplete. Perhaps, to turn to another

sphere, the gorgeous exaggerations of Ma-

caulay, and the honest, but dangerous, falla-

cies of Buckle, would have imperilled the

interests of history and philosophy less if

they had been spared to bring them to " the

end." Certainly Dickens and Thackeray

added to the popular regard and regret,

by leaving " Edwin Drood " and " Paul

Duval " unfinished. Humanity has not yet

learned that honest and earnest work is too

often marred and fractured, and that its author

seldom can, at last, claim to be " in se

ipso tottis, teres atque rotundus "—perfect in

himself, polished and rounded as an ivory

ball. Hence, a reminder that in the midst

of life, and in the midst of active labour, we

are face to face with death, adds force and

point to our regrets.

Mr. Crawford's position as a politician

was clearly and honourably defined
\
yet we

doubt if he could lay claim to the title of

partisanship during his parliamentary career.

His party proclivities were inherited, rather

than the result of deliberate conviction. He
was a Conservative by accident, and fought

loyally under the standard ; but he might,

with equal propriety, have been a Reformer

—say of Mr. Baldwin's school. He was

beyond question sincere in the opinions he

had imbibed ; but politics seem always to

have been a diletta7ite pursuit with him.

Certainly he made no enemies by his parti-

sanship
;
perhaps he was too closely con-

nected with his opponents in material

interests and associations to have given

room for bitterness to the most spiteful of

them. He was not even an ambitious mem-

ber of the profession to which he was

attached ; his tastes led him rather to the

building-up of monetary institutions inti-

mately connected with the progress of his

native country. Hence he gave little scope

for political enmity, because he toiled in

a field where he and his opponents were as

one. The most rabid party man could

hardly fight with one whom he met at the

same green-baize board, or from whom he

solicited discounts in the counting-room.

On the other hand, Lieutenant-Governor

Crawford was not by any means of colour-

less character. As the chief personage in

Provincial affairs he acted with singular

industry, even after a regard for health might
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have disposed him to indolent indulgence.

He was by nature a man of active business

habits ; work was a necessity to him, and

he indulged in it by predilection and with-

out stint

The intelligence of his death was, to

many, the first intimation of his danger.

We have nothing to add to the general re-

gret, except that we sincerely share it with

men of all parties, as we do also in their

condolence with the deeper sorrow of those

who were nearest to him. To them the

loss must have been quite as great as if it

had been unexpected. We cannot speak

of relatives and friends as being prepared by

anticipation of death as a probable contin-

gency. Most of us know how affection

proves the mother of fallacious hope, and

how, also, although the event is clearly anti-

cipated, the blow is never appreciated in

its painful reality until it has fallen.

The appointment of the Hon. Mr. Mac-

donald as Lieutenant-Governor of the Pro-

vince is in every way unexceptionable. So

long as it is a recognized maxim in our

politics that the victors have a right to the

spoils, it is desirable that Lieutenant-Gover-

nors should not be of a disagreeable stripe

of partisanship. We expect a party man to

be covered all over with the war-paint of

savagery, but it should not be tattooed, or,

like Hoyle's prints, impressed in " fast

colours." We must admit, however, that

the appointment of Mr. Brown would not

have been distasteful even to his political

foes. The Mail went so far as to demand
him of Mr. Mackenzie, although that may
have been in irony. No doubt the Senator

had the refusal of the office and refused it,

A little reflection would have shown him

that he had done wrong. Mr. Brown has

many excellent and serviceable qualities, to

which his opponents would willingly bear

tribute, and of which his friends, perhaps,

are not quite aware. We are speaking with

perfect sincerity, and from some personal

knowledge, when we say that, party bitter-

ness and a certain amount of domineering

temper apart—both the probable result of

strong convictions—we know no man who

can be more genial in social -intercourse,

more hospitable in his heart, or more tho-

roughly to be depended upon as a faithful

and honest friend and coUaborateur than he.

If once the scales of party were removed

from his eyes—in short, if he were in Gov-

ernment House, and the Globe transformed

into an independent journal and raised to

the serener sky of impartial judgment on

public events, the political atmosphere of

Canada would grow exceptionally clear. As

Lieutenant-Governor, Mr. Brown would

have purged his mental vision ; for he is too

conscientious to be a party man in a station

which calls for impartiality, and the Globe

might be something better than the Times

of Canada. However, as Falstafif says,

" that's past praying for "—at least for the

present.

The late Postmaster-General will be

cheerfully accepted as a worthy successor

of Messrs. Howland and Crawford. In the

first place, though a Liberal of the straight-

est sect, he has never rendered himself dis-

tasteful to any one, unless, perhaps, to a few

members of the country press. Moreover,

he is, by descent, a Highland Scotchman,

and notwithstanding what has been said of

the clannishness of North Britons, we have

seen none of them hitherto at the top of the

tree since Lord Elgin's time. Besides, he

is a Roman Catholic of a liberal and reason-

able type, and that appears to us an addi-

tional reason for his elevation ; not because

we desire to see religion made a test of

official qualification, but because in a Pro-

vince overwhelmingly Protestant it is a

graceful act to appoint an adherent of the

minority to a post of honour, if he be other-

wise qualified for it. It will show the Ultra-

montanes of Quebec, who are eternally

whimpering about the intolerance of Ontario,

that we are thoroughly in earnest about

religious equality.
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The appointment of the Postmaster-

General to the Lieutenant-Governorship has

rendered necessary a partial reconstruction

of the Privy Council. Of this, we have

perhaps only the first instalment in the ac-

cession of Mr. Blake, as Minister of Justice,

and the transference of Mr. Fournier to the

office just vacated by Mr. Macdonald. It

may be expected, if we may put our trust

in the gobenwuches , that further changes are

in prospect. It is said that M. Fournier

has some notion of following his predecessor

to the Bench, though he can hardly be

chargeable with aiming so high as M. Dorion

leaped at one bound. As M. Fournier's for-

mer office is usually a stepping-stone to

judicial honour, it cannot be said that his

ambition is unreasonable. In the event of

such an elevation, Mr. Holton would natu-

rally join the Government as the last of

" all the talents."

It might have been predicted that Mr.

Blake's appointment would give satisfaction

to everybody 3 but it would appear that it

does not. It seems the untoward fate of

an independent statesman in our time to

raise suspicion, whatever course he may

adopt. When the member for South Bruce

first took office at Ottawa, he was blamed

;

when he resigned it, he was abused ; and

now that he re-assumes the responsibility he

is fairly badgered. To begin with a new-

found friend, the Globe—whose air of patron-

age must be the bitterest drop in Mr. Blake's

cup—we discover at bottom no solid satis-

faction at the new departure. Even the osten-

tatious effort to appear contented with the

delusion that a recalcitrant ally has been

captured and muzzled is evidently half-

hearted. The smile appears upon a coun-

tenance visibly pallid with the apprehension

that a white elephant has been gained in the

political raffle. Mr. Blake enters the school

of the prophets, but who is to ensure that he

will not beguile the teachers ? Quis custo-

diet custodes ipsos ?

The Opposition are annoyed, but for a

different reason. They have been engaged

in the laudable attempt to dissociate Mr.

Blake from his former connections. A
definitive schism in the ranks of the domi-

nant party was obviously desirable from

their point of view. The first tentative

effort was ingenious, but the bait which will

attract the gudgeon fails to lure the salmon.

It was in vain to assure Mr. Blake that his

proper role was desertion to the Opposition

ranks. The result was a design to embitter

the quarrel between the wings of the Gov-

ernment party. This also failed, Its only

success, if success it could be called, con-

sisted in his accession to the Cabinet, not as

one who has forgotten or forsaken his

principles, but as one who is in a position to

enforce them.

For our own part, we have no regret to

express, because everything appears plain to

those who do not depend upon the party

optician. There is no necessity for the

question raised in some of the papers, "Who
has compromised, Mr. Blake or Mr. Mac-

kenzie and Mr. Brown?" There would

have been no sacrifice of principle if Mr.

Mackenzie had taken in Sir J. A. Macdonald

with Mr. Blake. In the appointment of the

latter, however, we can afford to rejoice,

because it ensures the presence of at least

one independent spirit, by whom the pliant

subserviency of the ordinary placeman and

the insolence of the party dictator will be

encountered with the scorn they merit. For

the rest, the electorate may afford to trust in

the abilities, the experience, and the integrity

of the new Minister of Justice.

The only contested election not due to

a decision of the judges was held at

South Simcoe last week. The death of Mr.

D'Arcy Boulton, soon after the general elec-

tion, left the seat for South Simcoe vacant.

We rejoice in the election of Mr. William

McDougall, not because he is a member of

the Opposition—although in so weak a com-
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pany every head counts—but because he pos-

sesses exactly that knowledge, experience,

and political tact in which the Opposition,

whether taken singly or as a body, are

wofuUy deficient. The course of the " Re-

fomi " journals was rather characteristic

than consistent. They have always com-

plained of the lamentable weakness of

the Opposition ; they re-echoed the low,

stifled discontent of their opponents at

the fitful character of Mr. Matthew Came-

ron's leadership ; and yet no sooner has a

man of capacity and leisure made his appear-

ance, than he is set upon as wolves set upon

their prey. It is true that none of the

Ministers joined in the onslaught, and we

think they showed a delicate sense of

propriety in taking that course. With the

press, however, it was otherwise. The
clipping school of politicians came forward

with extracts to show that Mr. McDougall

had uttered some sharp things about Mr.

Cameron, at a time when the latter strongly

opposed Confederation, in company, it

should have been added, with Mr. John
Macdonald, M.P. for Centre Toronto, and

other Reformers. The gravamen of the

charge against Mr. McDougall, however, was

the terrible discovery that he had joined the

Tories. Not to dwell here upon the absur-

dity of these party distinctions, the accusa-

tion shows a lamentable ignorance, or

something worse, of the plainest facts of

history. Indeed, it is the first time it has

been gravely formulated as a political

maxim that men of different parties are for-

bidden to act together when in Opposition.

Coalitions on the Treasury Bench have

often been denounced as immoral, but

never when men have been thrown into

common action by circumstances, on the

shady side of Mr. Speaker. From the

days of Walpole until now, English his-

tory is full of instances in point. Men
of the present generation can point to

similar precedents in Canada. What
drove Mr. Baldwin from office on the

Chancery question, but a coalition ? Who
was it that sat, spoke, and voted with Sir

Allan McNab, Sir J- A. Macdonald and

Mr. Cayley, and supported them at the

polls ? A Reform " Cave " under the gui-

dance of Senator Brown. Moreover, on

both these occasions, grave dift'erences of

principle ought to have kept the divisions

asunder—differences as great as those now
existing between the extreme Right and the

extreme Left in France. To speak of di-

vergences in principle between parties in

the Ontario Legislature now, is puerile in the

extreme. The Government organs would

probably admit that Messrs. Cameron and

Macdougall might justifiably take office to-

gether ; but is it not evident to any one who

uses his brains that Mr. Mowat could in-

clude them both in the Cabinet without sacri-

ficing his consistency or theirs ? We have no

idea that Mr. Macdougall will ofter captious

opposition to the Government ; on the con-

trary, we believe he will do them essential

service by purifying the miasmatic atmos-

phere on the Left, and bringing his know-

ledge and experience to their assistance in

the proper business of legislation.

The election of Mr. John Macdonald for

Centre Toronto reflects great credit upon

that important constituency. In the first

place, he is an intelligent and active repre-

sentative of the commercial class, and, as

such, a valuable acquisition to an assembly

not over-blessed with knowledge on fiscal

questions. It may be admitted that class

interests should be kept well in hand : but

that is no reason why they should be inade-

quately represented in Parliament. That

Montreal, the commercial metropolis, should

return three lawyers, seems, to say the least

of it, an anomaly. At the present juncture,

our trading and manufacturing interests are

assuming portentous importance. Sooner

or later, our commercial policy will take

form and shape, and, thus stereotyped, may
obtain for generations to come. In that
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case it is surely desirable that it should be

such as to command the approval of pos-

terity. Had the intelligent representative

scheme propounded in Parliament during

the Commonwealth been grafted upon the

constitution, or had even the tentative pro-

posals of the younger Pitt found favour with

our oligarchical legislators, not only would

the entire commercial policy of Europe have

run in a different direction, but the history

of the world might have been different, and

Sir Stafford Northcote spared the necessity

of devising schemes for breaking off periodi-

cal chips from the mill-stone of debt which

hangs about England's neck. But this was

not to be ; the commercial spirit was kept in

subjection and also in ignorance, for the

great families continued to rule the country,

as by right divine, with Squire Western and

his brethren at their backs.

Mr. Macdonald, moreover, is not only a

merchant who has studied the wants of his

class and of his country ; but he is also one

independent enough to act as well as think for

himself. Though cherishing what are vaguely

called "Reform principles," he is clearly

not bound hand and foot by the swaddling

clothes of party. When last in Parliament

he opposed, against his leader, the scheme of

Confederation. In that we think he erred
;

but he was honest at any rate, and that is

the next best thing to being right as well as

honest. From that time until now he has

shown his impatience of dictation, as his

memorable denunciation of the Brown-

Thornton treaty demonstrated. The Con-

servative party acted prudently in not op-

posing Mr. Macdonald ; at the same time it

would be affectation to assert that the

leaders were impressed by any such consid-

erations as the above—they simply abstained

from opposition because they could not find

a candidate for immolation.

The method of party nomination at this

election was not so satisfactory as its result.

A public meeting was called ostensibly " for

the purpose of selecting a candidate " in the

Reform interest. Such meetings have often

been called before on equally hypocritical

pretences ; but it may be well to expose the

system occasionally. The meeting was not

called to " select " at all ; the selection had

been made longbefore the meetingassembled.

The ward-politicians and the party wire-

pullers had taken order for it in advance,

and all that the meeting could do was hum-

bly to follow the behests of their minor dic-

tators by giving an automatic assent. Now
mark the " phantasmagoria," as the Globe

editor would say, which followed. Every-

body who had act or part in the manage-

ment of the show was well aware that Mr.

Wilkes had decHned to stand, or been made

to decline, perhaps we should say. Yet a

gentleman appeared before the audience and

with an earnestness which must have had a

strange effect on those in the secret, pressed,

in vigorous language, the claims of Mr.

Wilkes ; a seconder arose and did likewise.

Their remarks were received with loud ap-

plause, even by those who would not have

supported that gentleman, had he been pro-

posed in sober earnest. It was then Mr.

Wilkes's cue, and to the credit of his good-

nature be it said, he passed through the

ordeal bravely, ending, of course, with the

genuine, after declining the sham, nomi-

nation.

We have no hesitation in saying that this

miserable wire-pulling and more miserable

exhibition of it is a shameful depravation of

the electoral system. It transcends in im-

pudence the system of conventions, because

even there those who work the puppets can-

not always ensure success when so many

wires are in hand ; but it has the merit of

simplicity, and is adopted therefore whenever

circumstances favour. It seems to us that

the previous member has a prescriptive right

to the privilege of meeting his constituents

and asking their approval. Having received

their trust in the face of day, to use the words

ofBurke at Bristol, in the face ofday he ought,

if need be, to accept their dismission—not
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in the penetralia of a cabal. We believe

that Mr. Dymond is of the same opinion,

notwithstanding his call for a convention.

The e.\-nieinber for North York, although

we differ from him widely on many points,

we believe to be an able and conscientious

worker. If Atlas could only tling the bur-

den from his shoulders, he might be a ser-

viceable representative in Parliament. The

mention of his constituency reminds us of

a predecessor whose name will survive in

Canadian history as a conspicuous actor in

the memorable struggle for constitutional

rights— Robert Baldwin. It would seem

absurd to ask those who have studied his

career to fancy him standing or retiring at

the will of wire-pullers, or dancing attend-

ance upon the party dictator in the editorial

room of a newspaper office. When he last

appeared as a candidate in his old constit-

uency, he was defeated by the intrigues of a

cabal, and when he was nominated, as a fit-

ting reward of long and invaluable services,

to the Legislative Council, he was again met

with the same weapons, and disappeared

from the political arena forever. Conven-

tions are bad enough, as every student of

American history knows, but sometimes they

result in " the survival of the fittest ;" the

new mode, for the most part, in the survival

of the least fitted, but most subservient—an

inverted kind of evolution not recognised by

Darwin. It will not do, as in the case of

Centre Toronto, to allege that wire-pulling

sometimes serves a good purpose and brings

forward an independent man. Certainly, is

the reply ; but only when it cannot find one

available who would be more subservient

and obedient to the clique whose servant

he is. A representative should know no

responsibility save to his constituents, and

every scheme which deprives the electorate of

the real choice, and rests it in the hands of

a " ring," stands ipso facto condemned as a

fraud upon the elective system. It is in fact

the old aristocratic nomination system in

popular guise, and the men it usually turns

out are incomparably inferior to those

placed in public life by its doomed prede-

cessor.

It is to be feared that people generally

do not sufficiently sympathise with the

judges in the terrible infliction of dreary

and monotonous labour resulting from

election petitions. When other men of

means and leisure are otT for their an-

nual holiday, they must sit, in the heat of

the dog-days, listening to the oft-repeated

story of Jones treating all hands at the bar

and throwing'- down fifty cents in payment,

and to the momentous tiuestions whether

Jones was an agent, whether the lemonade

had or had not " a stick " in it, and if any

of those who drank were voters, and so on

interminably. All this labour is necessary,

no doubt, but it must be wearing work never-

theless. Even the Premiership has its hours

of ease and its well-earned holiday to be en-

joyed at long intervals, as Mr. Mackenzie,

we are pleased to see, is about to enjoy it ;

but the bench is no longer a rest for the

weary. Moreover, a member may be un-

seated, but unless he be absolutely disqual-

ified, the judge can give no guarantee that he

will not crop up again in a few months for a

new trial, like one risen from the dead.

Messrs. Irving and Wood, of Hamilton, for

example, have been again returned, though

by somewhat decreased majorities ;
yet they

have no assurance that they will not be again

cut down before the winter. Mr. McDougall,

of South Renfrew, knows something of this

terrible uncertainty by an e.xtended and dis-

agreeable experience. It is satisfactory to

know that after a i)rolonged season of ad-

versity, i^octical justice has been rendered

him in the last chai)ter of the book.

Two of the newly elected members of the

Local House have been unseated and dis-

(jualified, one from each party. We imagine

that, had the opportunity offered, they would

have had recourse to what may be termed

the ducking process— in other words, bent
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their necks gracefully to the storm, or per-

haps, we should say, to the axe. Fortune,

however, was against them, and, in the end,

they were broken on the wheel. It seems,

no doubt, hard to them that they should have

suffered so severely, when others, guilty of

grosser offences possibly, escaped the major

excommunication by a questionable stra-

tagem. So long as that practice is permitted,

it cannot be said that even-handed justice is

done
; yet the escape of other and graver

offenders is no adequate defence for those

actually brought to book. In North Went-

worth, and in Halton, the facts, as estab-

lished, showed no systematic violation of the

law ; but as one transgression is sufficient for

the purpose, inasmuch as it shows a dispo-

sition to disregard or ignore the statute, there

can be no doubt of the substantial justice

of these decisions. In both these cases, the

party journals have taken care to betray a

want of the judicial spirit, by endeavouring

to rehabihtate their own friend, and deepen

the guilt of their opponent. That editors

writing with an avowed bias should venture

to review the decisions of the bench, and

affect, with mock gravity, to expound law and

weigh evidence would surprise us, if we could

any longer feel surprise at any of the freaks

of party.

In the case of Mr. Stock, the offence

charged and proved was treating—he having

been present, countenancing his agent in the

violation of the statute. This act, occurring

alone, so far as the evidence goes, though

that is by no means conclusive of its being

the only one, voided Mr. Stock's seat, and

disqualified him by law as effectually as if

he had repeated it at every tavern in the

riding. The respondent's friends affect to

consider it peculiarly hard that he should

suffer for one trivial offence. We fail to see

the hardship. The law has been at great pains

to purge the exercise of the franchise from

every corrupt influence. Treating is such an

influence, and with some men a more potent

one than direct bribery by money ; moreover.

the Legislature, in order to check, as far as

possible, for it is evidently impossible to

prevent, drinking, closes the taverns and

liquor-shops. Every candidate, therefore,

who does his part towards renewing the

drunken orgies of old, either on the polling-

day or before it, should meet with his deserts

,

The fact that it is a first or solitary offence is

beside the question. The language of the

law to every candidate is : ''Obsta priiicipiis,

and if you do not, care will be taken that

your further progress shall be prevented, at

least for a term of years." Nor is thought-

lessness, even were it susceptible of proof, an

adequate excuse. Nature makes no allow-

ance for it, when her laws are transgressed,

but exacts the penalty to the uttermost

farthing, and there is no reason why man
should do otherwise, when the purity

of his most cherished institutions is at-

tacked.

The Halton case turned on a different

question. The respondent was found guilty

by Chief Justice Draper, of promising a Mrs.

Robins " a valuable present," if she suc-

ceeded in procuring her husband's vote for

him. The evidence adduced in proof of the

promise, was the testimony of the wife, the

husband, and the son, who swore distinctly

to the fact. On the other hand, Mr. Barber,

the respondent, while admitting that he

retired with Mrs. Robins to a distant part of

the room, solemnly denied on oath that he

made any such promise. Mr. McCraney, an

agent, swore, not that Mr. Barber made no

such promise, but that he did not hear it, and

beheved that he must have heard it had it

been made. The inference, of course, being

that if the agent, who was sitting at the stove

talking to the father and the son, failed to

hear the promise, neither could they have

heard it. This, however, by no means follows.

Assuming the truth of the Robins's story, Mc-

Craney would be at the stove purposely to

keep the two men from interfering, and

would have no motive for listening \ they, on

the other hand, would naturally have their
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«uspicions aroused, and would listen not to

McCraney, but to Barber.

On the whole case, there are a few general

Teflections which should have great weight

with any one who desires to form an impar-

tial judgment on the case. Where there is a

conflict of testimony, the eftect left upon the

trained mind of a judge is entitled to vastly

preponderating weight. From constant and

prolonged experience, he is the best a]:)praiser

of the relative value and trustworthiness of

witnesses. He sees, as his critics do not,

their demeanour, the style in which they give

their evidence, the manner in which they

pass the ordeal of cross-examination—em-

bracing frequently a hundred minute points,

which a less acute or imperfectly trained

intellect would fail to observe. Moreover, the

ordinary laws of evidence are dimly under-

stood by those not professionally engaged in

the study and application of them. In one of

his orations {pro Milone) Cicero puts a test

question —" Cui bono fueritV " for whose

advantage would it be," that a certain state

of facts should be established ? Applied to

this case, it unquestionably bears against the

respondent. Since the trial a number of

charges have been made against the Robins'

family, so as to throw discredit upon their

veracity. Why were they not produced at

the trial of the petitioner.? Mr. Barber must

have known of them from their very nature;

yet he made no effort to impeach the trust

worthiness of people into whose power he

had thrown himself under suspicious cir-

cumstances. We have no intention to refer

to the crookedness of that gentleman's polit-

ical career, or his intense devotion to his

personal interests. Having no acijuaintance

with him, we have no motive in pressing

upon him unduly, nor should we do so in any

case. It may be, of course, that after all he

was imprudent merely, misinterpreted by the

adverse witnesses, and thus involved in

trouble he did not fully deserve— if so, he

is a fit subject for sympathy. It has not been

cheerfully that the case has been referred to

;
at such length, yet not reluctantly, because

I

it has been made the occasion of another of

j

those unworthy assaults upon the bench,

which call for public reprehension whenever

j

they are made. We know not what the

future may have in store ; but, at present,

i the healthy instincts of Canadians will cause

j

them to protest against light and causeless

I

attacks upon the judges, and to frown upon

i

every attempt to introduce here in any guise

the repulsive features of Kenealy's Englis/i-

man.

I

Mgr. Bourget, R. C. Bishop of Montreal,

has issued a pastoral to his clergy, touching

the local elections in Quebec. It contains

some excellent advice to the people on the

importance and solemnity of the duty they

are about to perform. They are admon-

ished to prepare for the exercise of the fran-

chise by prayer and meditation, so that they

may be preserved from evil passions, intem-

perance, frauds, false oaths, and violence.

They are also to keep their skirts clear of

bribery, treating, and other violations of the

law. It would not be amiss, perhaps, if

such admonitions were oftener heard from

the lips of Christian bishops and pastors.

In the Church of Rome, which holds each

of its members by a mystic thread, they are

uttered with potent effect. That it will be

disobeyed by many thousands who notwith-

standing are and will remain Catholics is no

doubt true ; but, if episcopal influence fail,

there is nothing else, in the shape of moral

suasion, to invoke. The use of this in-

fluence for so laudable a purpose is highly

to be commended. Unfortunately, as we

shall see in the sequel, it may also be ille-

gitimately and mischievously exerted.

In the Province of Quebec, the Roman

Catholic Church is in a somewhat anomalous

position. In many points it resembles an

Establishment, but it wants some of tlic

essential marks of such an institution. Its

rights and privileges are guaranteed by treaty

or sanctioned by Imperial legislation. The
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clergy have a right to the tithes from the

members of the church in every parish—

a

right enforceable in a court of law, and the

entire fabric is hedged about with privileges

with but one saving- clause—"Subject always

to the law of England." None of these

rights and privileges is in the slightest peril,

nor is there anything the clergy could rea-

sonably claim, which has not been con-

ceded. As far as we know, they have not

actually laid claim to any liberty they do not

possess already. So entirely are they mas-

ters of the field that there is no country in

the world where their church is so free—so

completely unfettered by the civil power.

Such being the case, it might be reason-

ably expected that they, in turn, would con-

scientiously abstain from intermeddling with

political affairs. For the most part the bishops

did, in former days, leave Roman Cathohcs to

the free exercise of their political opinions.

Archbishop Baillargeon declared that every

man had the right to vote according to his

own conscience, without regard to the con-

victions of another ; and his opinion was re-

echoed by other members of the hierarchy.

That time, however, has gone by. The
Globe speaks of bishops who " do not think

with the Bishop of Montreal." Unfortu-

nately the verb should be put in the past

tense instead of the present. The utmost

diligence on the part of our contemporary

will fail to discover one such thought ex-

pressed in any pastoral issued since the ad-

journment of the Vatican Council. Rome
then assumed the offensive, and even in Que-

bec, where it is endowed with the most com-

plete freedom of action, it is palpably aggres-

sive. The first call to action was a pastoral

of the Bishop of Three Rivers, in April,

1 87 1. At that time the Conservative party

was in close league with the hierarchy and

received its warmest support. Mr. Cartier's

star was yet in the ascendant, and the Farti

National was under the ban, not having as

yet had an opportunity of displaying exoteric

zeal for views they despised. The Bishop's

pastoral was adopted as the back-bone of

the celebrated Cathohc " programme." It is

comparatively mild in tone, but we recognise,

in germ, what is now being more clearly un-

folded. " It is impossible to deny," he said,

"that politics are closely linked with religion,

and that the separation of Church and State

is a doctrine absurd and impious. This is

especially true under constitutional rule

which, assigning the entire legislative power

to Parliament, places in the hands of those

who compose it a two-edged weapon which

might prove terrible." Translated out of

Vaticanese into English this signifies that

thedepositary ofpoweris Parliament; that the

separation ofChurch and State, in other words

the subordination of the former to the latter,

is absurd and impious ; therefore the Church

ought, by manipulating the elections, to turn

the tables on the State and grasp the su-

preme authority. Having endeavoured, by

some further observations, to render his

children " wise as serpents," if not " harm-

less as doves," he proceeded to give general

rules in certain cases. If two Conservatives

appeared in the field, they were to support

the man who assented to the programme.

When a man of each party presented himself,

they were to vote for the Conservative and

not for a Liberal {im adepte de Vecole liberale).

If both were Liberals, they should support

the one who would subscribe to the required

conditions. Then came the trial of his

Lordship's casuistry. Suppose the struggle

should be between a Conservative rejecting

the "programme " and a Liberal ^ytrs.{quand

mane) accepting it. " The position," ob-

served the Bishop, " would be very delicate."

By accepting the Conservative they would

surrender their main object. By voting for

the other they would put the Conservative

party, which " we " desire to see powerful, in

peril. The knot was cut, rather than untied,

by the advice that electors should stay at

home.

Since the spring of 1871, many changes

have taken place. Sir George Cartier lost th^
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friendship of the hierarchy, and the latter

was fain to seek out new allies. It found

them, strange as it may appear, in rixok liber-

ale, but the league was too insincere on both

sides for permanence. We are hardly in a

position to judge yet how far the breach will

extend, but it can hardly be expected that

the Bishop will support Conservatives for

the Local Parliament, and send Liberals to

Ottawa. Before proceeding to Mgr. Bour-

get's pastoral, let us correct another error

into which the Globe has fallen. The Bishop

did not say " that if they have taken such

money " {i.e. as bribes), " they are obliged

to return it." His Lordship has been bet-

ter instructed in Christian ethics not to com-

prehend a sounder doctrine on the subtle

distinctions between ?naim, tiium, and suum.

What he did say was, " You cannot retain

this money, because you have acquired it

dishonestly ; therefore, you must give it,

not to him from whom you have received it,

because he has no right to it, on account of his

double-dealing, but to the poor, in the shape

of alms, and as penance for the fault com-

mitted." In other words, he gave it to you,

yet it is not yours ; it is not his, because he

gave it to you ; therefore it is mine ; " and

it is held in tnortud manu, in the dead hand

of the Church—that great almoner of the

diocese of Montreal.

Let us now glance at those portions of

the pastoral which really constitute its main

purpose, and to which we venture to take

strong exception. In the first place, Mgr.

Bourget has a Syllabus of his own, within

which the Pai>al Syllabus is enshrined.

Amongst other classes of men to be repudi-

ated as candidates for popular suffrage are

the following :—Those " who wish the

Church to be separated from the State

;

who maintain the propositions condemned

by the Syllabus ; who reject all intervention

of the Pope, Bishops, and Priests in the

affairs of governments, as if these govern-

ments were not subject to the principles

which (iod has revealed to the (Mnirrh for

the good government of the peoples ; who

dare to teach that the Church has no busi-

ness to interfere in political matters, and that

she makes a mistake when she does so ... .

who, ifi spite of their protestations in favour

of religion, efficaciously aid and employ

newspapers, books, and societies which the

Church reproves and condemns," (S:c.

If proof were wanting that the Church

" makes a mistake," and a very grave one,

when she interferes in civil affairs, Mgr.

Bourget has supplied it. That a prelate of

whom, because of his high position and

sacred office, we desire to speak with every

respect, that a ruler in the Church should

propose to any free people such a test of

political qualification as the Papal Syllabus

almost passes comprehension. Judge Drum-

mond laughed the very reference to it out

of court in scorn ; Dr. Newman, in his re-

ply to Mr. Gladstone, boldly denied its

binding force on the Church, and yet the

Bishop of Montreal forbids any Catholic to

vote for a candidate who is not prepared to

deny the right of freedom in press or pulpit,

the validity of marriage by civil contract, the

privilege of the Church to persecute, the

right of the State to establish schools for all

classes, or the error that the religion of the

Queen is a form of Christianity !

It is not necessary to notice the eulogy

passed upon the gentlemen concerned in the

infamous Tanneries job ; but we must refer

briefly to the censure upon those who did,

like MM. Masson and Mousseau, assert " the

rights of the peo])le of Manitoba to the gen-

eral amnesty which was promised them, and

of the Catholics of New Brunswick to sepa-

rate schools, of which an unjust and vexa-

tious law despoiled them." When, it may

be asked, was an amnesty promised at all,

and by whom that had a right to give the

l)romise ? Bishop Bourget seems to forget

that he is dealing with a Royal I'rerogative,

or, perhaps, that he is living in the British

Empire, and is a British subject. If so,

he had better refer the matter to Cardinal
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Manning and Mr. Gladstone, who know

something about "civil allegiance," with

Earl Carnarvon as umpire. So far as New
Brunswick is concerned, the matter rests

with the people of that Province, and it ill

becomes the Catholics of Quebec, who owe

their rights to the justice of Great Britain,

and the safeguards provided by her laws, to

seek to trample upon the rights of their

neighbours. We have already expressed

our regret that the people of the Maritime

Province have not seen the justice and

policy of yielding to Catholic demands, but

until they do, there is nothing for it but

patience and remonstrance. The Globe

thinks the attempt to control the elections

by spiritual terrors merely " illiberal and im-

prudent." If our contemporary had not

been of late in strange company, he w^ould

agree with us that a prelate, having such

machinery as Mgr. Bourget can command

—

almost omnipotent as it is in many consti-

tuencies—who can thus use it, is chargeable

with what is usually styled as " undue in-

fluence and intimidation."

The energy displayed by the Department

of Agriculture in prosecuting the arduous

work of collecting or copying documents of

historical value, is worthy of all praise. The

task should have been undertaken long ago
;

but the subject is one not calculated to

evoke any fervid enthusiasm from the gen-

eral public. So far as we are aware, the

only step taken, prior to the systematic

efforts now in progress, began and ended

with the publication of two works of great

importance—the Memorials of the Jesuits,

and the Edicts and Ordinances of the French

Kings. We are speaking, of course, only

of such documents as have been translated

and printed by Government. From a period

dating back many years, literary and his-

torical societies in the Province of Quebec,

and single workers in the field, especially

amongst the French clergy and laity, have

honourably distinguished themselves by their

persistent ardour in research. Students in

history beyond the limits of the Province are,

perhaps, chiefly acquainted with our early

annals through the works of Mr. Parkman,

whose examination of the French archives,

cursory though it appears to have been,

has proved of considerable value. His his-

tories, however, especially the latest of them,

have not approved themselves to the French

scholar, because of the unfavourable view

he has felt it his duty to take of the influence

of the Bishops and Jesuits.

All these efforts, highly creditable though

they are to the associations and individuals

who made them, partake too much of a

sporadic character to satisfy the needs of

the historian. To be thoroughly performed

the work must be undertaken and carried on

as a recognised branch of departmental busi-

ness, for many years, at least, if not en per-

manence. It is a reproach to us that we have

been so far outstripped by our neighbours.

The bulky volumes from several of the

States standing on the shelves of our public

libraries, broad of beam, prim and self-assert-

ive, have always appeared to us as if looking

down upon Canadians with a contemptuous

air of superiority. A year or two ago the Gov-

ernment at length resolved to commence, in

good earnest, the work of collection. During

the interval which has elapsed, considerable

progress has been made, chiefly and of

necessity in the examination and catalogu-

ing of papers in the English and French

record establishments.

The report of the Minister of Agriculture

for 1874 is in the press, and we only refer

to the subject now in order to direct the at-

tention of students, journalists, and all who
take an interest in early Canada, to its im-

portance. For the present, there is nothing

more recent than the report of 1873, to which

brief reference maybe made. The Depart-

ment first commissioned Mr. Brymner, of

Montreal, to visit Halifax and London, and

constitute a thorough search for all papers

of importance in the public offices bearing
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upon the history of Canada. The Halifax

papers extend over the long period from

1779 to 1870, many of them relating to

military operations being of importance.

These have been transferred to the Dominion

by the military authorities, and are now at

Ottawa. In London, Mr. Brymner found

" that much of the labour expended in the

prosecution of the search would be barren of

result
;

" but he also found that he must ex-

pend the labour because " the titles of docu-

ments but imperfectly represented the^nature

of their contents." Another obstacle pre-

sented itself in this way :
—" A considerable

number of the papers were written in French,

and in a style of handwriting which it is often

difficult to decipher ; and many of those in

English being also very difficult to read."

There can be no doubt that, as regards both

the barren toil and the provokingcrabbedness

ofchirography, many anotherworkeramongst

these musty records has had the experience

of Mr. Brymner. The Government might,

we should think, profitably lessen the labour

and expedite the progress of the search by

empowering the commissioner to engage

the services of one or more experts. The
depositories searched included the Tower,

the Record and War Offices, and the British

Museum. In the last of these, Mr. Brymner

appears to have reaped his most abundant

harvest, especially in two valuable collec-

tions—the Bouquet and the Haldimand

papers.

M, L'Abbe Verrault, the record of whose

labours will be embodied in the coming

report, is the commissioner to France. The

concluding sentences of Mr. Brymner's re-

port refer to " scattered papers." They con-

sist of family papers, " the contents'of which

would throw much light on events in the

history of the B. N. A. Provinces." We are

informed that many of those in present pos-

session of these papers " are unwilling to let

it be known "—why, it seems difficult to say.

Where they are really of importance to

Canadian history, we should suppose they

would be exceedingly glad to have thr

power of contributing their share to the

general sum. Where the originals are valued

for family reasons they may be copied, and

ample security provided against the publica-

tion of personal matters the holders desire to

keep from the eye of the curious. It is de-

sirable that the information to be embodied

in the next report should receive more i)ro-

minent notice from the press, so that those

who possess documentary information of

value may clearly understand the nature of

the work, and be induced to co-operate with

the officers of the department.

American affairs are decked in summer
garb, that is to say, have grown exceedingly

dull. Wall Street, shoddy and oil, with

their fair daughters, have packed up, and are

oft to Paris, Chamounix, the Rhine, Florence,

St. Petersburg, or some other locality where

lions may be seen and hunted. Even the

New York Legislature has gone about its

business, and there is nothing now to talk

about except the Centennial, Mr. Beeclier,

and the pest-heaps of the Harlem Flats. Of
the latter subject—a very savoury one

when the thermometer ranges between

eighty and ninety—the Herald has been

obliged, by force of circumstances, to make

a specialty. The only political event of

note is the meeting of the Republican State

Convention of Pennsylvania. Mr. Hartrauft

was again nominated for Governor, so that

unless the Democratic re-action makes more

headway before the autumn than at present

appears likely, that gentleman will be the

second national luminary at the great Cen-

tennial. The Convention, however, further

distinguished itself by " a firm, unqualified

adherence to the unwritten law of the Re-

public," sanctioned by " the most venerable

of examples," and declared itself " unalter-

ably opposed to the election to the Presi-

dency of any person for a third term." In

si)ite, however, of the formidable opposition

to his cherished hope, there is a prevailing
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impression that General Grant has not

abandoned it, but that he is, even now,

working like a mole " i' the earth." To

ordinary seeming there is no method by

which he can compass his object unless it

be a systematic, patient manipulation of

office-holders all over the country so as to

ensure a packed National Convention.

Mr. Disraeli can hardly have pleased any

one, not even himself, when he made the un-

precedented threat that he would not advise

Her Majesty to prorogue Parliament until

every one of the Government Bills had passed.

Mr. Gladstone, who has not been in the

melting mood of late, characterized the threat

as more sweeping than had ever been uttered

by a Prime Minister. The ex-Premier used

to be charged with imperiousness of temper

himself, but he is evidently determined not

to endure it in a Conservative leader, who

began the session with a manner at once

childlike and bland. Mr. Disraeli will

scarcely be able to make his words good,

unless he is prepared to see his cerebral off-

spring mangled before his face. Sir S. North-

cote's financial measures, including his pet

project as to the Debt, are yet unfledged.

The Duke of Richmond's Land Bill will meet

with merciless treatment when the Com-

mons get at it. Then there is the Artizan

Dwellings Bill, the Sanitary Bill, and a num-

ber of others, some hardly out of long clothes.

The Premier, on a question of confidence, is,

of course, backed by numbers ; but his ma-

jority is evidently not to be relied on in all

matters, and when Bills are committed it be-

comes rather too fluid for security.

Lord Belmore introduced the Lepine case

to the House of Lords, in connection with

the general question of gubernatorial pardons.

There was singular unanimity amongst the

Colonial Secretaries, past and present, on the

general bearing of the subject. Lord Lisgar

also spoke in commendation of the course

adopted by Lord Dufferin. Nothing new

was elicited in the shape of fact, unless, per-

6

haps the statement that the Governor-Gen-

eral had asked advice on the subject, as his

instructions required, before acting on his

own responsibility, but that the advice had

not been committed to writing. We can

easily perceive why it was not embodied in a

minute of Council, and are prepared, all

things considered, to acquiesce. Still it is a

rather dangerous precedent ; for if Ministers

are to continue responsible to Parliament for

advice tendered to the Crown, it is necessary

that that advice should be producible when

called for ; otherwise, how is Parliament to

pass judgment upon it ? At the last moment,

\X\Q. Saturday Review of the 15th ult., has

come to hand, with a furious onslaught on

Canada for disloyalty to the Empire in

attempting to abolish, by a sidewind, appeals

to the Judicial Committee of the Privy

Council. Sir John Macdonald's vaticination

has been fulfilled, and we shall probably hear

enough about the un-British character of the

Supreme Court Act shortly. In the end it

may probably be disallowed. We observe

that the Review has the notion that the

Speaker of the Senate holds an analogous

position to that of the EngUsh Speaker. What

would it say if it knew that Mr. Speaker

Christie is really the Canadian Lord Chan-

cellor ; that he votes on every occasion, with

a casting vote in reserve ; and that, on the

occasion referred to, he devoted both to the

service of M. Fournier? After all the grum-

bling in which he indulges, it would appear

that the English journalist does not so much
object to the abolition of the jurisdiction

per se, as to the manner in which it was

effected :
" The significance of the Cana-

dian Bill consists in the haste and levity with

which a Sovereign prerogative is abolished."

The Archbishop of Canterbury has impru-

dently written a letter, as many learned and

amiable prelates have done before. The

"evangelical" world of London appears to

be deeply stirred at present by the minis-

trations of Messrs. Moody and Sankey.
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The more thoughtful are looking to their

ordinary spiritual guides for some express-

ion of opinion upon this novel mode of

arousing religious feeling. Some have an-

swered the appeal by " patronizing " the

evangelists ; others, all unheeding, continue

to plod over the old road at the conven-

tional pace ; being head of the Church, as by

law established. Dr. Tait has thought it his

duty to indite a letter on the subject. As far

as can be gathered from the imperfect cable

report, the Archbishop is prepared to give a

distant recognition to the movement, such

an inclination of the head, in fact, as a coun-

tess would concede to a younger daughter of

the county member. He is pleased to hear

that great masses of persons assemble to hear

"simple addresses on Gospel doctrines," and

the clergy are "rejoiced that the truth is being

urged upon the people's consciences." Yet we

speedily find that it is ;/^/the " truth ;" being

on the one hand defective, and on the other

adulterated by " crude errors," not to men-

tion his Grace's "original objection," which

is ominously held in reserve. Finally, as

though to make the contradiction more pal-

pable, the letter concludes with a hope that

" the clergy will endeavour to deepen the

salutary impressions produced by the revi-

valists." Now bishops must be cautious and

non-committal we may admit, without per-

ceiving any reason why they should be

illogical.

The accounts which reach us are so con-

flicting that it is difficult—perhaps impossi-

ble—to form an accurate estimate of the real

significance of the "movement." We have no

doubt that its importance is greatly exagger-

ated, and but little faith in its permanence as

an abiding element in the life of the people.

It is not necessary to take into account here

the precise value of the truths inculcated.

To those who have surrendered their belief in

God, immortality, and revelation, the teach-

ing of the " evangelists "are of course j«/^r-

stitiones aniUs — " old wives' fables." To
those who have put to themselves Strauss's

question, "Are we yet Christians?" and an-

swered it in the negative, Christianity in

any form is a superstition, and therefore the

creeds of Mannmg, Liddon, Stanley, Marti-

neau, or Moody are as one. Cela va sans dire.

Indeed it is not certain that they do not wel-

come the somewhat grotesque style of exag-

gerated realism in Mr. Moody, as a reductio

ad absiirdum of all Christianity, even in the

cultured and etherialized form which has

been adopted by Matthew Arnold. To them

Glaube and Abergiaube, faith and supersti-

tion, mean the same thing. For the present,

however, as through all ages, religion is felt

as a necessity of man's nature ; and it even

crops up in the most unpromising soils, as

ihtcidtus of the Kosmos, the Inscrutable, the

Unknown and Unknowable, or as the Reli-

gion of Humanity. With an overwhelming

majority in Europe and America, Christianity

still obtains as a Divine Revelation, and

therefore holds at least a prescriptive right

to be heard on its own ground. That is

exactly the ground on which Mr. Moody
professedly stands, and therefore the only

question—a most difficult one unfortunately

—to be solved is, whether, from a Christian

stand-point, his teaching—in which we in-

clude his method— is deserving of censure or

approval. It is not enough to attribute mo-

tives to the hearers who flock to the Agricul-

tural Hall or the Opera House. A large, or

say an overwhelming majority of them, if you

like, may be impelled thither by curiosity, by

ennui, by sympathy with passing fashion, by

love of excitement, by a desire to see or hear

something new, or by any other idle motive
;

but if of these, or of the residuum, only a

handful are led to live purer and better lives,

who shall pronounce the movement to be

utterly in vain ? Whether such are the actual

results it is dinirull for any man to say.

We certainly do not imagine that Mr.

Moody's addresses can commend themselves

to the cultured class ; but that class forms but

a drop in the bucket of humanity. The

preaching which seems vulgar and despicable
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to the man of culture may find a welcome

otherwhere. Culture may be found divorced

from religion, or in association with it ; but

religion, to be worthy of its name, must be

accessible and adaptable to all— cultured

and uncultured alike. But it by no means

follows that the spiritual insight is as refined

in one man as in another. What to the

one is sober faith, his neighbour may re-

gard as superstition ; and, conversely, the

clearer ether to which the soul of one de-

lights to soar, may daze and confound the

grosser sense of his less favoured brother.

They may subscribe to the same creed, and

worship beneath the same fane, and yet their

spiritual as well as their intellectual natures

may be wide asunder as the poles. Religion,

therefore, may exist without culture ; but

culture cannot be a substitute for religion.

Until the conditions of human Hfe undergo a

radical change, culture in any ennobling

sense cannot be the possession of the many
;

and even if it could, it would still want the

essential and characteristic qualities of reli-

gion. If again we adopt from Comte the

three stages ofhuman progress—theological,

metaphysical, and positive—we must also

admit with him that, in our age, the vast

mass of humanity have not emerged and will

not emerge from the first.

We affect no admiration for the preaching

of Mr. Moody ; to us his bizarreries are

exceedingly distasteful ; but we have no

right, on that account, to deny that his

method, and especially his apparent earnest-

ness, may, with the " environment " of con-

tagious sympathy, impress some minds and

hearts for good. In America, revivalism

under excitement does not commend itself

to the approval of the sober-minded ; most

of the resolutions formed, and the greater

part of the spiritual fervour, have proved

ephemeral in their power over the life
;
yet

it is not so in all cases, and these are exactly

the cases which are not obtruded upon

public attention. We have no doubt that the

labours of Messrs. Moody and Sankey will

run the usual course, and result in the

normal effects of all similar movements.

In one respect the French war panic has

been a boon to the Government. When M.

Buffet read his Conservative programme, on

meeting the Assembly for the first time as

Minister, the disruption of the new alliance

between the Centres and the Left was

obviously a question of time. The tendresse

between the two parties had been too demon-

strative to be lasting. M. Gambetta has, with

some difficulty, kept the centrifugal elements

of his section in subjection, but it has not

been without some loss of prestige. When
a leader of the people accepts the role of

brakesman,he may act from patriotic motives,

but he will not get the credit of them. His

ingenious speech at Belleville was adroitly

phrased so as to persuade the Radicals that

they had out-manoeuvred their allies, without

unnecessarily alarming the latter. The Left

have received too much credit of late for the

self-denying spirit in which they have sur-

rendered cherished dreams, and consented

to the establishment of obnoxious institu-

tions. The truth is they are only bid-

ing their time. If they were to break up

the alliance now, they know full well that

they might bid good-bye to the prospect of

a speedy dissolution. The Assembly once

dissolved, as it will probably be in October,

then, but not before, will the mask be

thrown off, and the Radicals will shake

hands with moderation and go their own way.

Even MOW, although it is obviously their

policy to be quiet, they cannot help turning

restive. The question whether members

should be elected, as heretofore, en bloc by

departments, or by arrondissements or dis-

tricts, was a lion in the path ; but M. Buftet

appears to have cut the Gordian knot by

that last expedient of desperate politicians

—

he has made it an open question. There is a

new Committee of Thirty, of whom twenty

belong to the Left and Left Centre, only four

are attached to M. Wallon, the father of the
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new Constitution, and six graciously given to

the Right by their opponents. These six

are, of course, out of the reckoning, for they

will either resign or refuse to act. M. Buffet

declined to fix any day for the general elec-

tion, " because foreign complications may

arise " in the meantime. When it does

take place the Radicals may discover that

they have been too confident of success, and

that the great majority of the people strongly

prefer the Conservative Republic, and next

to it the Empire, rather than the Radicalism

of Paris, Lyons, and Bordeaux.

In the years immediately following 1848,

the eye grew familiar with the ofiticial bul-

letin
—" France is tranquil." Less than thirty

years have elapsed, and people have ceased

to care much for the internal repose of

France. The absorbing question of the hour

is the state of Germany's temper. Bishop

Berkeley's prophecy has scored a palpable

miss ; for "the star of empire" has taken an

easterly course. The air of Europe has not

been perfecdy cleared by the movement ; un-

happily, on the contrary, it is charged with

war-clouds, and though the rumbling ofdistant

thunder has ceased for the time, the sky is

as dark and louring as ever. So far as Bel-

gium is concerned, the passage of the law to

place an offer to assassinate on the same level

as a threat, will probably be the end of that

itnbroglio. The German announcement that

Bismarck had no hostile designs on the inde-

pendence of Belgium, his only desire being

to rej>lace the Ultramontane Cabinet by a

Liberal one, has done his friends a serious

disser\nce, for the Liberals have been thereby

constrained to rally round the standard they

detest, and vote confidence in their enemies.

English journals are divided as to the actual

position of Franco-German relations. One
thing seems clear from the announcement

made by the Government, and that is, that

some diplomatic " unpleasantness ' has oc-

curred between Berlin and Paris. Otherwise

it can hardly be supposed that Lord Derby

would ask Bismarck for an explanation of his

attitude towards France. Of course England

" received a satisfactory reply ;" she always

does, and goes to sleep again until awakened

by the booming of cannon, as in 1870. When
the " scare " was at its height the Czar

reached Berlin, some said as a peace-maker
;

others, as a conspirator. He with Bismarck,

and Bismarck with (iortschakoff, held myste-

rious interviews, and that is all the public is

permitted to know about it. Another meet-

ing at which the three Emperors are to con-

sult, is to be held shortly at Ems. There is

little doubt that the visit of Francis Joseph to

Victor Emanuel at Venice, caused some

uneasiness at Berlin. The Saturday Kaneif

hints that Bismarck was apprehensive that

the alliance between France, Austria, and

Italy, which would have been arranged by

Napoleon, if he had not precipitated hostili-

ties, was again on the tapis. If we may trust

the North German Gazette, Bismarck's organ,

as reported by cable, the Holy Alliance is un

fait accompli; for it tells us that the visit of

the King of Sweden has a political signifii-

cance, that Monarch having given in his

adhesion to the policy of the iliree Emperors.
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CURRENT LITERATURE.

IN the Conleinporary Review for May, Prof.

Lightfoot, after a brief interval of repose,

renews his onslaught upon " Supernatural Re-
ligion " with unabated vigour, but with far less

acrimony. The subject of the present paper is

Polycarp of Smyrna. The interest attaching

to the name of this venerable martyr," he owes,"

says Dr. Lightfoot, " to his peculiar position

rather than to any marked greatness or origi-

nality of character. Two long lives—those of

St. John and Polycarp—span the period which
elapsed between the ministry of our Lord and
the great Christian teachers living at the close

of the second century. Polycarp was the dis-

ciple of St. John, and Irenasus was the disciple

of Polycarp." Now, as we know the teaching
of St. John, if the canonical books bearing his

name are genuine, and as " we are fully ac-

quainted with the tenets of Irenjeus," it follows

that any genuine utterance of Polycarp would
bridge a century during which the literature is

meagre and scanty. Such it is claimed we
have in what purports to be an Epistle to the
Philippians by Polycarp ; thus the authenticity

and bearing of this epistle become points in

dispute. The author of " Supernatural Re-
ligion" devotes only nine pages (vol. i. 274-
282) to Polycarp, but as the authenticity of the
Ignatian epistles forms part of this particular

section of the controversy, the sixteen pages
immediately preceding may also be taken in.

The first thing noticeable in Prof Lightfoot's

argument is an important admission which
shows an essential change of front on the part

of apologists under the fire of hostile criticism.

He says :

—
" Of a Canon of the New Testa-

ment, strictly so called, it is not probable that

Polycarp knew anything. This was necessarily,

as Dr. Westcott has shown, the growth of
time." Comparing the Smyrniote Bishop with
the Roman Clement, he remarks :

—
" The New

Testament has exchanged places with the Old,
at least so far as practical use is concerned ;

"

that is to say, Polycarp ceases to quote the
Old Testament and substitutes the sayings of

Jesus or of St. Paul, although not under the

name of Scripture in the Jewish sense of the
word. Polycarp's life, according to Dr. Light-

foot, extended from A.D. 69 or 70 to A. D. 155
or 156. The author of "Supernatural Reli-

gion " places the date of his death at A.D. 166
or 167, which would make a very important
difference so far as his intercourse with St. John
is concerned. Iren^eus, who, as a disciple of
Polycarp, ought to have been well informed,

asserts that the latter was appointed Bishop
by St. John. Now Polycarp's age at the time
of his martyrdom is fixed .by his own words.
When urged to save his life by recantation,
" he declared himself unable to blaspheme a
Master whom he had served for eighty-six

years, and from whom he had received no
wrong." Now, as St. John died about A.D. 98,
if the later date be the correct one, Polycarp
must have been only 18 or ig years of age at

that time, and it is hardly likely that he could
have been ordained at that early age ; but by
the prior date, he would be nearly 30 years
old. The cause of the difference in these dates
admits of ready explanation. The anonymous
author follows Eusebius in fixing Polycarp's
death at 166 or 167. It appears, however, that

a careful examination of the proconsular fasti
of Asia Minor has put another face on the mat-
ter. Polycarp was burnt to death during the
proconsulship of Statius Quadratus, /. e. accor-

ding to newly found inscriptions, in 154 or 155.
Renan accepts the change, but, for other rea-

sons, prefers the following year 156. An im-
portant point which renders the authenticity of
Polycarp's Philippian Epistle an important
matter is the fact that it would at once cut the

ground from beneath the fabric reared at such
pains by the Tiibingen School on the supposed
antagonism between the followers of St. Raul
and St. John. The Bishop of Smyrna, the dis-

ciple of St. John, quotes St. Paul's epistles

—

perhaps as many as eleven out of the thirteen

—with marked deference. As evidence of their

authenticity this is of no great consequence,
since the first four epistles are beyond the

reach of criticism, and of the rest, all but the

pastorals are very generally admitted even by
rationalists. Polycarp's testimony regarding

the Gospels is, however, of vital importance.
This is why such vigorous attempts are put
forth to impugn or establish the genuineness
of the Ignatian Epistles and Polycarp's Philip-

pian Epistle. We are inclined to think that

Drs. Lightfoot and Westcott have much the

best of the argument, and that therefore a com-
plete catena has been stretched across the

chasm between the first half of the first and the

close of the second centuries. When Polycarp

quotes the " Logia " or discourses of our Lord,

they are substantially those in the Synoptic

Gospels—not always quoted as a Jew would
quote the Law and the Prophets, but with suffi-

cient approximation for practical purposes.

Any one turning to " Supernatural Religion

"
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(p. 279) will see how very slender is the basis

of the opposing argument, when once the

authority of Polycarp's Epistle is admitted.

Sir Thomas Watson's brief paper on " Vivi-

section," will meet with general approval in its

conclusions. No reasonable man ought to ob-

ject to the infliction of pain on animals, when
it is absolutely necessary for the establishment
of any scientific truth of primary importance to

humanity. The cases in which these experi-

ments cannot be performed while the animal is

under the influence of anicsthetic agents are

not exceedingly numerous ; and where that is

clear the objection falls to the ground, subject

to such limitations as those suggested by the

writer of this paper. These are, that no experi-

ment should be made at random, to see what
will happen ; that no man should make such
experiments without the necessary skill, judg-
ment, and previous knowledge, or without
proper apparatus ; that one who has previously

satisfied himself by experiment of any physiolo-

gical fact, ought not to repeat the experiment to

satisfy the morbid curiosity of others ; and that,

in case a point remains in dispute, a single ex-

periment ought to be allowed. The cjuestion

is now before Parliament in the shape of two
bills—one introduced by Lord Henniker, and
the other by Dr. Lyon Playfair—the latter re-

presenting the views of the humanitarian divi-

sion of the scientific world.

Mr. Macleod's answer to the question,"What
is Political Economy?'' is that it, or Econo-
mics as he prefers to call it, " is the science

which treats of the laws wliich govern the rela-

tions of exchangeable quantities." It is im-
practicable to give even a resioiii of the paper,

which is in great part an historical sketch from
Aristotle downwards. Much of what remains
consists of arguments for or against contempor-
ary definitions, unintelligible unless the texts

cited were given in extciiso. We think it not

difficult to show that Mr. Macleod has done
Mr. Mill gross injustice in attempti.ig to make
that logical thinker contradict himself in his

chapter, " On Credit as a Substitute for

Money." There is in reality no contradiction

at all, as any one may safely assert, before ex-

amining the passages. At the same time, Mr.
Macleod has done essential service by sweep-
ing away a good deal of rubbish, and giv-

ing a clear and at the same time simple

definition of the science. Mr. (irant Duff's

"Notes of an Indian journey" are in diary-

form. They record the impressions of an acute
observer on the occasion of a first visit to

India, but are scarcely available here. " Mr.
Chappell and Professor Ilclmholtz," is a de-

fence of the learned (German's "Theory of

'i <jnc-perccplions" against the evident misap-
prehensions of it entertained by so eminent an
aullidiity as the author of the History of Music.
I'rof Major's review of Mr. jukcs's work on
"The Restitution of All Things," is a well-rea-

soned |jlca for the final restoration of the human

race. " The question of the endless duration of
future punishment," writes Prof. Major, " may
be discussed on the ground of reason (of natural
religion, as Butler would say) and on the ground
of revelation.'" He then gives a resunit of Mr.
Jukes's arguments, of which he substantially ap-
proves, including, of course, under the second
licad. Prof. Maurice's celebrated brochure on
the much-debated word niotiios. The scheme
is consistent in its form and matter, but might,
it appears to us, be pressed into the service of
metempsychosis. Dr. Carpenter gives the
second part of his reply to Dr. Huxley's doc-
trine of Human Automatism. The learned
physiologist also falls foul of Prof. Clifford

and Herbei't Spencer. We have only room for

one sentence referring to the former :

—
" My

contention with Professor Clifford, therefore,

is that until he can show that he knows all

about matter and its dynamical relations, Prof.

Huxley's assertion—based on ' the normal ex-

perience of healthy men '— that running a pin

into one's flesh is the cause of the state of con-
sciousness which we call pain, and my assertion

that those states of the conscious Ego which
we call volitions and emotions are the causes of

bodily actions that execute the former and ex-

press the latter, have a better claim to be ac-

cepted as truths of science than Prof Clifil'ord's

assertion that such statements are simply ' non-
sense.'" The immediate purpose of the fifth

instalment of Matthew Arnold's " Review of

Objections to 'Literature and Dogma,'" is

to establish the genuine character of the Fourth
Gospel. Taking a motto trom Homer, (II. xx.

249), " Wide is the range of words ! words
make this way or that way," he enters upon an
elaborate dissection of the tactics employed by
Strauss and the Tubingen School, and merci-

lessly exposes the inherent weakness of their

microscopic criticism. We need hardly say

that their English adapter, the author of
" Supernatural Religion," receives his share of

Mr. Arnold's attention.

The Fortniglitly opens with the first part of

an essay by Air. Swinburne, on "The Three
Stages of Shakespeare." There is nothing

original in the writer's principle of interpreta-

tion, but much in its application. It is simply

that of " tracing the course of his work, by the

growth and development, through various

moods and changes, of his metre,'' especially in

the matter of rhyme. On another occasion

we may be able to command space to give a

sketch of Mr. Swinburne's method. For the

present, crowded into a corner as we unfortu-

nately find ourselves, we can only say that the

paper is very pleasant reading, and that it is in

many respects a relief after the tedious prosings

of some commentators. Still the style is too
" gush ing,"and appears somewhat wan ting in bal-

last. The pai)er on "Hesiod"' the fathcrof pas-

toral poetry, the b.ud of common life— is from

the pen of Mr. Symonds, to whom the world is
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already in debt for his studies on Dante. An
exceedingly instructive account is given of both

the Boeotian poet's great works—the " Theo-

gonia " and the " Works and Days." Mr.

Morley's " Diderot " is still in progress. As a

psychological study, this monogram is of great

interest. The prominent features of the cur-

rent part are Diderot's experiments with the

blind, with a view to the confirmation of his

materialistic philosophy, the story of his im-

prisonment under a lettre de cachet, and his

wretched domestic life. There is a very

striking account of the opinions of Nicholas

Saunderson, the blind Professor ofMathematics
at Cambridge. His anticipation of Darwin's

theory of the " survival of the fittest," is clear

and remarkable, although we think something

like it may be found in the patristic and scho-

lastic writings. As for the rest of the reported

arguments of Saunderson against Theism, we
are somewhat sceptical. They bear too clear

a resemblance to Diderot's own arguments, and

were put into Saunderson's mouth at a time
when the former had evidently some motive
for dissimulation. Signor Pozzoni's sketch of
" The Old and the New Economists in Italy,"

is interesting. The old school adheres to the

system of Adam Smith, as developed by Say,

McCulloch, Ricardo, and Mill ; the new repu-

diates in part or /;/ toto the laisser faire doc-

trine, and follows the German Socialistic school

in clamouring for State interference. Mr. Pol-

lock's account of " Cosmic Philosophy," a new
work by Prof. Fiske, of Harvard, contains little

that is new. The American writer undertakes

to give, in manageable form, the entire results,

so far, of the Evolution doctrine, as interpreted

by Darwin and Spencer. Mr. Fiske appears
to have done his work thoroughly, and thus the
" Outlines " will be a boon to those who wish
to master the teachings of the great masters of

modern science and philosophy without wad-
ing through the entire literature of the subject.

BOOK REVIEWS.

Nature and the Bible. A Course of Lec-

tures on the Morse Foundation of the

Union Theological Seminary. By J. W.
Dawson, LL. D., and Principal of McGill
College. New York : Robt. Carter & Bros.

Montreal : W. Drysdale & Co. 1875.

This little volume is only a popular state-

ment of views expressed at greater length and
strengthened by a fuller statement of facts

and arguments in the author's larger work,
" Archaia." It consists of six lectures, with il-

lustrative appendices, and is further improved

by engravings of extinct animals, fossil remains,

&c., as well as by tabulated statements of

the Mosaic and Palsontological periods. After

an interesting survey of the " general relations

of science to the Bible," including an elucida-

tion of the ideas of Monotheism, the unity of

nature, law, order, use and plan. Prof. Dawson
proceeds to a comparison of the Biblical and
geological accounts of creation, especially as

they bear upon the " Origin and Early History

of Man." The concluding lecture is an ad-

mirable summary of the views advanced by
Spencer, Mill, Bastian, Huxley, Tylor, Lub-
bock, Max Miiller, and Kingsley.

It will thus be seen that " Nature and the

Bible " covers extensive ground, and, it may
be added, covers it conscientiously and com-
pletely so far as the necessarily contracted

limits of a lecture-course permit. Since so

many have failed, it might reasonably be ex-

pected that even the learning and piety which

Principal Dawson has brought to the task

would not enable him to bring about a com-
plete reconciliation between the Mosaic cos-

mogony and modern science. This is virtually

admitted when recourse is had to the possibility

of future discoveries as an element in the case,

as we shall see presently.

Before pointing out the assailable points,

we must refer briefly to a singular error into

which Prof. Huxley fell, and to another of

which Dr. Dawson is the victim. In his Rec-

torial address, at Aberdeen, the former took

occasion to blow off a little rhetorical steam at

the expense of Addison, quoting the well-known

hymn beginning, " The spacious firmament on

high," originally published in the Spectator,

(No. 465) but now enshrined in English hym-
nology. Prof Huxley proceeded very gravely

to reprove Addison for his serious astronomical

errors. He added that " if he had consulted a

scientific friend," he would have been spared

making such an exhibition of himself. Now
Addison had a friend of that description named
Newton, but he flourished in the times of igno-

rance, when humility had not yet ceased to be

regarded as a virtue by scientific men. If,

however, he had ventured to complain to Addi-

son—and we are sure, with the Spectator in his
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hand he would not— the answer would have
been promptly given. Poets are not scientific

people ; they use the language of common life,

dignified by so much of genius or art as they
can command. Addison's hymn, as appears
from its context, was scarcely a paraphrase of

the nineteenth Psalm, but an inspiration from
it. It is difficult to see why Prof Huxley should
have attacked Addison's verses in preference

to other verses, unless it be because they, recog-

nize design in creation and intelligence in the

Creator, otherwise he might, with equal propri-

ety, have assailed Byron for the beautiful lines

which open The Curse of AltnerTa and the

third canto of The Corsair :

" Slow sinks, more lovely ere his race be run,

Along Morea's hills the setting sun."

Addison might have substituted for the " dark
terrestrial ball," " the splendid solar ball," for

that would have counted just as well on the

fingers ; but Addison, though not a born poet,

was a better judge ofpoetical chiaro-osciiro than
Prof. Huxley. Moreover, if the Professor had
known a little more of the writings of Addison
he would have said less ; for in many passages
in the Spectator (e. g. No.4i2)he shows an en-

tirely correct idea of the immensity of the uni-

verse and of the position of the earth in the

Solar System. Dr. Dawson, in turn, falls into

the mistake of attributing error to Prof. Hux-
ley, adducing as " a singular exemplification of

the difticulty of avoiding error in even the most
simple scientific statement, that the Professor's
' emendation ' is ' equally faulty,' for though
the planets move round the ' splendid solar

ball,' the stars do not." Prof. Huxley never
said that they did, as our author may see in his

own extract (p. 17) ; at any rate that would not

make the diverse proposition true, that the

stars move round the earth. Still further, it is

astonishing to find Dr. Dawson asserting

that the beautiful simile of the bridegroom
(Psalm xix., 5, b) affords "no peg whereon
to hang any criticism ;" it is distinctly the error

of Byron, which Prof. Huxley did not reprove
because he was in search of nobler quarry.

The general scheme of reconciliation between
C.enesis and science forms, as we have hinted,

the bulk of Dr. Dawson's work. He re[)udiatcs

the forced interpretations of Dr. Chalmers and
Dr. Pye Smith, not only because they are

forced, but because there was no such chasm
as they are bound to suppose between the

Tertiary period and man's appearance. Our
author's own explanation seems to apjjroach as

near to a solution of the serious difficulties in

the path as we arc ever likely to attain. At the

same time, we must confess to feeling con-
stantly haunted by the uncomfortable idea that

Dr. Dawson is unconsciously reading into

(icnesis wiial he wishes to find tiierc. The
same method, if applied to Ilcsiod and the

physical school of (ireck Philosoj)hy, or to

Ovid's Metamorphoses, might evolve similar

results. In order that the reader may com-
pare the geological record with Dr. Dawson's
view of the initial chapter of Genesis, we may
state in order the alterations he proposes in

our version. The word translated " day

"

should read ages or aeons ;
" creeping things "

includes all the lowest organizations, in fact all

invertebrate animals, " with the fishes and a
few of the humbler members of the other verte-
brate groups "—the term thus translated not
applying " to their locomotion, but to their re-

production ;
'" and " great whales " {tanninim)

should be translated " saurians," tannin being
the generic name of the crocodile tribe. By
now collating the natural and revealed orders
of creation in tabular form and comparing the
work of the each ivon with its counterpart in

the rocks. Dr. Dawson claims to have recon-
ciled the two. With regard to the creation of
man there is little difficulty, although, on ac-

count of recent anthropological theories, that

branch of the subject demands fuller consider-
ation. Many scientific men believe that man
existed in the pre-glacial period, and nearly

all admit that he was, in Europe, the contem-
porary of the mammoth, the reindeer, and the

giant elk. In Genesis, he is made, not deve-
loped, during the same epoch as the higher
mammalia.
The difficulties in the way must be very

shortly stated. The existence of light, not be-

fore the creation of the sun, but before he was
" set " to rule the day, has always been a pet

objection with sceptical writers. We cannot say
that it seems to us to .deserve much weight.

The primitive state of the earth after its crust

had solidified maybe the subject of theory, but

it is too far removed from anything like human
experience to enable us to affirm positively

regarding the forces then at work. Dr. Dawson
does not state his views here as clearly as could

be wished. He includes in <»r, the word translated
" light," all the forces of nature and speaks of it

as related to 016*7;/) ; but although the word ether

was unquestionably connected with light and
heat by derivation, no (ireek could have under-

stood it as including gravitation, electricity and
chemical affinity. Mention is made also by our

author of a photosphere aroimd the earth, but

that must surely have been when it was in a

state of incandescence. There is, however,

another, and a still graver difficulty. Geologi-

cally, animals and land-plants did not appear
in the order represented in scripture. Of
course such herbage as the lower organisms
might rei|uire may have existed simultane-

ously, without leaving any trace ; but that will

not meet the objection, for, in the Mosaic ac-

count, (vs. 1 1 and 12), the vegetable kingdom
appears complete, even including fruit trees, in

the third age. whilst the sun is not set as the

ruler of the day and the great fosterer of vege-

tation until the fourth, and animal nature does

not api)ear till the fifth. To this Dr. Dawson
can only urge feebly—" I'.ilher there is some
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discrepancy between the two records, or there

is an old plant-bearing formation yet undis-

covered,"—a forlorn hope, we take it. There is

the further difficulty between the first and se-

cond chapters, which must be familiar to our

readers through the Colenso controversy ; this

our author does not mention.

On the whole, these are objections of detail,

and do not mar the general narrative. With
regard to the existence of trees out of their

geological order. Dr. Dawson's suggestion

seems not unduly strained. Vegetation of a very

low kind may have existed on the land in the

third age, as we know it did at a very early

period and it may be that, in the history, the

general subject was mentioned e)i bloc at the

time of its first appearance. Or as we should

prefer putting it, the ceoiis or periods, instead of

absolutely succeeding each other, overlap.

Whether these difficulties be solved or no, Dr.

Dawson is right in saying that the points of

agreement under the circumstances are so won-
derful as to be inexplicable by the suggestion

of guesswork. There are here several promi-

nent ideas, perfectly unique, and entirely origi-

nal with the author of Genesis. The unity of

God, the unity, order, and purpose of creation

by Him, and the gradual progress of organic

nature from lower forms to higher. So far as

the lower animals are concerned, the text plain-

ly hints at creation by development in obedi-

ence to law ; and that this is no mere modern
shift to get over a difficulty is proved by the

fact that St. Augustine and Thomas Aquinas,
as well as other Fathers and Schoolmen, ga-

thered the doctrine therefrom centuries before

evolution was dreamed of as a scientific hypo-
thesis.

We should like to have made a few remarks
on the concluding chapter ; but we have already

occupied too much space. We close, therefore,

with a recommendation to all who feel stirred

by the formidable problems of the day, to read
this little volume, as an introduction to a deeper
acquaintanceship with the serious questions at

issue.

English Portraits. By C. A. Ste. Beuve.
Selected and translated from the " Causeries

du Lundi." With an Introductory Chapter
on Ste. Beuve's Life and Writings. London :

Daldy, Isbister & Co.
We confess to a feeling of sympathy with a

man who tries to introduce Ste. Beuve to Eng-
lish readers. In the first place he must him-
self appreciate Ste. Beuve, or the idea would
not have occurred to him ; and that is a point

in his favour, as it shows that his literary taste

is good. In the second place, the task he un-

dertakes is likely to be far more laborious than
glorious. Ste. Beuve is an extremely difficult

author to render into English ; and, when the

rendering is done, how many are there that

will care for it ? In his own country, Ste.

Beuve was highly thought of as a critic, and
may almost be said to have had for years no
rival in the region of criticism ; but he was
never what could be called a popular writer.

And in England, or on this continent, it is only

the few who can find a real interest in the deli-

cate, ingenious, and elaborate essays that were
the result of his life-long activity. The type

of the English essayist adapted for popularity is

Macaulay. Here you have bold and vivid por-

traiture, logical sequence, firmly-drawn conclu-

sions. You see the point you start from, you
know whither you are being carried, and have
perfect confidence that you will not be carried

too far. Macaulay's positive and dogmatic spirit

seeks no collaboration on the part of the reader
;

throws upon him no burden of doubt, no res-

ponsibility for a decision ; but simply asks an
attention which it is really easier to grant than

to refuse to so vivacious, enthusiastic, and withal

so instructive a pleader. Very different is the

mode of the French critic. With him criticism

is simply seeing every object in the light, and
from the point of view, best adapted for enabling

us to grasp its essential qualities. He did not

practise his art for edification, or with the view of

adding strength to any set of opinions or princi-

ples ; he had nothing in him of the spirit either

of the advocateorof the prosecuting counsel. He
did not feel that he was responsible for things

being as they were ; his business, he held, was to

try Xoknoiv them as they were, so that he might

judge them as far as possible with comprehen-
sion and sympathy. To those who are not

themselves in a hurry to pronounce final opi-

nions, who are more anxious to understand

than to attribute praise or blame, his essays,

especially if they can be read in the original,

will be full of interest. He always leaves the

characters he is discussing plenty of room to

breathe ; he neither smothers them with praise,

nor does he, after the boa-constrictor fashion

of certain critics, throw around them the coils

of a merciless logic from which there is no es-

cape. He can be keen upon occasion ; but he

takes no pleasure in the " back-breaking " cri-

ticism for which his countrymen have invented

a name.
We have left ourselves we fear but little

space in which to discuss the merits of the

present translation. It includes critical bio-

graphies of Mary Queen of Scots, Lord Chester-

field, Benjamin Franklin, Gibbon, Cowper, and

Pope, and also an appraisement of " Taine's

History of English Literature." This selection,

which has been made, we cannot doubt, more
with the view of interesting English readers

than of exhibiting the great critic's powers to

the best advantage, is the justification of the

title given to the work of " English Portraits."

It would be a mistake to expect any transla-

tion to reproduce the peculiar merits of a

writer like Ste. Beuve, so far as these are con-

nected with style. The present translator might..
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however, we think, have given us a better ver-

sion than he has done of the essays he has
taken in hand to translate. He is not a tyro

in the art of translation ; and, as an original

writer, his own style is excellent. How then
did he come to give us such sentences as the

following .' " This practical man [Franklin]
had nothing in him deterrent from Utopia ; he
rather was in accord with it by his novelties

and the facilities of perception he seemed to

open out on the side of the future." (page i lo).

Or this .'' " Vet she had to take part in the
work ; she had to entice Darnley into the snare
by a feigned renewal of tenderness, who was
then recovering from the small-pox." It was
Darnley, of course, who was recovering from the
small-pox, and not " tenderness ;

" but why
should a man, who can write well, express him-
self in such an awkward manner ? There are
many pages of the book, however, that read
well, and in general ilie version is lively and
expressive ; though too often, to those who
are familiar with French phraseology, it will

recall the structure of the original. One
fault of the present translator is that he
stands too much on ceremony with his author.
If you want to get good English out of good
French, you must take the French to pieces,
and fuse it over again till its primitive organic
structure is utterly destroyed ; so that you can
throw the essential meaning into the native
forms of English speech. It is hard to do this

sometimes
; the foreign forms seem to lodge

themselves in the mind, and to defy all reduc-
tion. Still, if the author is worth translating
at all, nothing less than the complete effacement
of the original language ought to satisfy the
translator. We have said that the translator
treats his author with too much ceremony

;

we may add that he is painfully punctilious to-

wards little adverbial forms of speech like " du
reste," " d'ailleurs," " pourtant," and others,
which often have next to no meaning in French,
and for which, in many cases, an English
sentence will afford no harbourage whatever.
Here is an example :

" He confesses that
at a period of inexperience he gave way to

indulgence in wine and other excesses to which,
moreover, he was not naturally prone." (Page
24). Now what has the word " moreover " to
do in this sentence } Absolutely nothing

; in

fact it makes nonsense. In scanning the book
we have observed a number of cases of this
kind, where the translator has allowed himself
to be embarrassed by some little phrase in the
original which ought to have been wholly ne-
glected. One might as well try to translate all

the /iicv (s) and ^e (s) in a Greek oration as to

reproduce in English every little adverbial
clause for which French style finds room.
An interesting and valuable feature in the

work before us is the Introductory Chapter on
the Life and Writings of Ste. Heuve. This is

well done. The author seems to have taken

great pains in gathering his facts ; and his cri-

tical judgments, sound in themselves and feli-

citously expressed, are enforced with an abun-
dance of literary illustration.

Letter.s from East Longitudes : Sketches
of Travel in Egypt, The Holy Land, Greece,
and Cities of the Levant. By Thomas S.

Jarvis, Student-at-Law. Toronto : James
Campbell & Son.

The young writer of these notes of travel, we
fear, has committed literary hari-kari in giving
them the publicity of print without first purging
from them those outbursts of jocosity in which
he so frequently, and often so inopportunely,

indulges, and which, though they may give

spice, of a pardonable kind, to letters passing
between friends or relatives, can only be con-
sidered as a serious blemish when thrown into

a work having any literary pretensions. As a

native production, and the work of one at an
age when literary manipulation is more often

directed by the heels than the head, it may be
expected to be read and criticised with bodily
and mental eyes purblind for the occasion.

But the book has so much merit, thnt the

author, despite his numberless offences against

propriety and good taste, really interests us in

his travels, so that we could have wished that

some judicious friend, or some remorseless
publishers' reader, had been permitted to place

the MS. in literary quarantine before it reached
the printer's hands. The title of the book,
and its dedication to Lord Dufferin, recall

the well-known work of that distinguished lit-

terateur, and Mr. Jarvis's book consequently
suffers by comparison, as it lacks that felicitous

ease in composition, and that grace and dig-

nity of style, which is so characteristic of
" Letters from High Latitudes." The subject

of Mr. Jarvis's book, also,—notes of travel

'mid the "sacred shrines and holy places " of

the East,—places him again at a disadvantage,
for the scores of works which have become
classic in the language naturally suggest them-
selves in contrast with the Letters of this young
Canadian traveller. But our Canadian tourist

bears himself well ; and if his animal spirits

too often break out incongruously, and to the

hindrance of our enjoyment of his book, we are

sure to respond to his hearty enthusiasm, and
to appreciate the cheerfulness and bonhommie
which makes him ever tolerant of the discom-
forts and disappointments he experienced, and
which are incident to all travel. But for the zest

given to the narrative by the presence of these

qualities, the work would lack much of its

interest, for the descriptive ])arts of it, though
often freshly and graphically written, are not

such as to lead one to substitute our author

for the better and graver authorities extant,

or even to induce one to rclinciuish in its

favour any of the excellent guide-books to the

East which one may be possessed of. Indeed,
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vve cannot but regret that Mr. Jarvis pitched

upon the East as the field for his holiday dis-

portings, and that, when he came so suddenly

to the determination to accompany his Ameri-

can friends to Egypt and Syria, he went in so

exuberant a mood, and in such company. The
effect of this is traceable all through the book.

We not only find our traveller working off

his superabundant vitality in originating all

sorts of humorisms, which disfigure the narra-

tive, but doing so after the questionable models
of Mark Twain and his own compagnon de

voyage, Jimmy, whom we are informed " lives

out West." What, for instance, can be more
repugnant to the feelings of every reader of

these letters than the irreverent manner in

which the beautiful "Hymn of the Nativity"

is introduced on pages 97-98, and the levity

with which reference is made to the " adorned
grottoes " to be found at all points of sacred

interest in Palestine, and which culminates in

representing the Shepherds at the nativity as

gathered round a fire in one of these caves

at Bethlehem " having a quiet rubber."

There are repeated instances in the volume
of similar violations of propriety and good
taste, but they seem to be more the product of

thoughtlessness, and of a demonstrativeness of

manner which even the rain-storms and the

discomforts experienced during the author's

sojourn in Syria could not repress, than of any
warp in his moral nature. There are neverthe-

less, many passages, even of beauty, expressive

of a devout feeling and sympathy with the

scenes visited, which partially atone for these

offences ; such, for instance, as the one describ-

ing " a Sunday in Jerusalem and service on
Mount Zion," at pages 75-76.
The limitation of space forbids our making

any selection from the volume, or extending
our remarks further ; but we may add that we
shall not be sorry to renew our acquaintance
with the author ; though we should recominend
the rough untrodden ground of our great North -

West as the scene of his future explorations,

or any land not so sacred to Christendom as

the one he writes of in the present volume, and
of which a Ritter, a Robinson, a Tristram, and
a Farrar, have been the eloquent and devout
historians.

From the department of the Clerk of Routine
and Records we have always received the cour-
tesy of being placed in possession of the nume-
rous documents which Government has, in its

wisdom, deemed necessary to issue for the
information of the country, and the pubhcation
of which is considered one of the inalienable
privileges of Parliament. We need hardly say
that we refer to those national registers of in-

formation and culture

—

the Blue Books H ither-

to we may have been heard to speak not alto-

gether respectfully of these monuments of enter-
prise in figures ; but we have found, of late, that

they, too, illustrate the development theory, and,
through the agency of natural selection, are
subject to improvements in race and breed, as
they pass through the hands or brains of the
genus Civil Service.

Recognising the influences to which we
have alluded, as having given increased value to

the species, and having derived some pleasure
from the perusal of several specimens recently to

hand, we hasten to make acknowledgment of

the fact, and, in some degree, to atone for the
scant justice we have hitherto done this branch
of literature. It might be invidious, after this

confession, to indicate the particular Report
that has brought us to a juster sense of the
value of these multitudinous treatises. We shall

not, therefore, indicate this more precisely

than by saying that we have had the satisfaction

of examining the 3rd volume of The Census of

1 87 1, just to hand ; of consulting the Report on
the state of the Militia for 1874 ; and of look-

ing over the interesting documents emanating
from the Departments of the Interior and of
Marine and Fisheries. We do not wish to be
understood as eulogising Blue Books in the
mass, or of commending the study of their facts

and figures as aids to any high culture. Nor
can we quite comprehend the bent of mind
which can place itself in that intense and ab-
solute relation to the world of facts stored in

their pages, which characterizes the Annalist
and Statistician. Still we are free to say that

if Blue Books are not attractive reading, they
have some reason for complaint if their uses
are not fully recognised, and their value duly
appreciated. Where shall we look for incidents

more impressive, for lessons more emphatic,
and for utterances more prompt and conclusive,

than are to be found in the pages of a Blue
Book ? To parody Jefferson's words with re-

ference to newspapers, one might safely say :

" If I had to choose between a Government
without Blue Books, and Blue Books without
a Government, I should prefer the latter."

After what we have said, we should consider it

would be treating the subject with too much
levity, if we asked whether the public has any
intelligent apprehension of how much is an-

nually spent in Ottawa on this interesting

species of literature. It is not the least remark-
able feature in the economy of Blue Books, nor
the least signal feature of their triumph, that

they possess immunity from all criticism, and
that their circulation is independent of any po-

pular caprice.

We have a further acknowledgment to make
in a department of industry somewhat akin to

the one above referred to—except that the

service is rendered by private labour and enter-

prise. We allude to Mr. Morgan's new issue

of the " Parliamentary Companion," a compila-
tion which each year increases in interest and
usefulness, and correspondingly enlarges its

claims upon the gratitude of the public.
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MUSIC AND THE DRAMA.

THK principal events of the past month in

the operatic and dramatic world have been
the performances of the celebrated Kellogg
Opera Troupe, in the one sphere, and those of

the well-known English comedian, ISlr. Toole,

in the other. The troupe which Miss Kellogg's

excellent abilities as a manager have enabled
her to bring and keep together is unquestion-
ably the finest operatic company on this conti-

nent ; and their short season in Toronto gave
those whom the high prices of admission did

not debar from the pleasure, an opportunity of

seeing serious opera performed in a style such
as has never before been witnessed here. The
troupe is a very complete one, numbering alto-

gether some seventy performers, including a

very fine orchestra and chorus. Among the

solo performers there are no less than four or

five prima donnas. Miss Kellogg herself,

Madame \'an Zandt, and Madame Julia Rose-
wald {sopranos) ; Miss Beaumont {iiuszo-

sop7-a7io) ; and Miss Annandale {contralto^.

The male element is almost equally strong,

including Mr. Maas and Mr. Castle {tenors)

;

Mr. Carleton and Mr. Hall {baritones) ; and
Mr. Conly {bass). The repertoire^ as performed
here, was a varied one, embracing Verdi's
" Ernani " and " II Trovatore" ; Ambroise's
Thomas's "Mignon;"' Flotow's "Martha;"
Balfe's posthumous opera " The Talisman,"
and for the .Saturday matinee a selection con-
sisting of the second act of Gounod's Faust
and the last two acts of Balfe's " Bohemian
(iirl." Miss Kellogg herself appeared only in

two characters, Mignon in " Mignon," and
Edith Plantaganet '\Vi

" The Talisman." The
production of the latter opera, for the first time
in Canada, was the event of the week. As re-

gards 7nise en seine, costumes, and accessories,

it was magnificently put on the stage. In a
musical and dramatic point of view, however,
the opera is somewhat uninteresting, and we
doubt if it will secure a permanent place on the
lyric stage. Like all Balfe's operas, however,
it has several tuneful numbers ; the principal

being a plaintive love story " The Lady ICve-

line" for Jutit/i, and the Rose song for ^SV;-

Kenneth (Mr. Maas), in the first act ; a quaint
and pretty romance " La gucrra appcna" for

(Jiteen Jierent^atia (Miss Beaumont), and the
Ring duet between Jutith and .Sir Kenneth,
in the second act ; and a brilhant bra7>ura
" Radiant .S|)lcndi)urs" for Ktiith, in the last act.

These five numbers, however, arc hardly suffici-

ent to carry the opera through sucrcssfiilly ; so
that—the rest of the music being fur llic most

part somewhat heavy and tame— it dragged a
good deal at times, especially during the first

half; a fact, however, no doubt due also in

a great measure to the libretto, which is un-
mistakably dull and lackingin dramatic interest.

Miss Kellogg sang the music of Kttitli very
finely, being encored in the duet with .Sir Ken-
neth, and in the air " Radiant Splendours,"
which, latter, however, she declined to repeat.

Dramatically, the part of /:W///r is an insigni-

ficant one, but it was gracefully acted by Miss
Kellogg. Miss Beaumont is fortunate in the
possession of a very fine stage presence, and
she looked the part of Qtceen Berengaria admi-
rably. She also sang the romance in the second
act so well as to secure the first encore of the
evening. Mr. Maas, who has a magnificent
tenor voice, sang Sir Kenneth's music very
finely, but the part is one which affords little

little scope for acting, and was rendered tamer
by Mr. Maas's lack of histrionic power. Mr.
Carleton is a fine singer and actor, and did full

justice, in both respects, to the arduous part of
Richard Cceur de Lion.

Thomas's " Mignon " is a much more inter-

esting opera, dramatically speaking, than "The
Talisman," and here Miss Kellogg's excellent

qualities as an actress had full scope for dis-

play. Miss Kellogg is not a great lyric artist
;

we cannot imagine her carrying away an audi-

ence, or exciting them to enthusiasm, after the
manner of a Nilsson or a Patti. Her powers fit

her more for light parts, such 7x% Mignon; and
she sang and acted it admirably. She was ably
seconded by the other leading soprano of the

troupe, Mdme \'an Zandt. This lady has a very
fine voice, equally powerful and brilliant; and
she sang the bravura music allotted to Filina,

in splendid style. Mr. Castle's vocal powers are
somewhat impaired, but as the hero, ll'iihelm,

he sang and acted like a genuine artist. Mr.
Hall acted the part of Zr'///(7;7V' well, but ap-
peared to be suffering from hoarseness.

Mdme Van Zandt's best impersonation, how-
ever, was unquestionably the title yoA' in '* Mar-
tha," in which she sang and acted really delight-

fully throughout. Though this lady's forte is

evidently in comedy parts, she nevertheless

displayed a good deal of dramatic power in the

tragic r(V<'.i" of A/T'/rr/ in "Ernani," and Leonora
in "IlTrovatore," especially the latter. Madame
Van Zandt came to Toronto unheralded and
almost unknown, but long before she left she
had (irmly established herself as a genuine
favourite, and will, no doubt, be very iicartily

welcomed sliuuld she ever revisit us. The
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same may be said of Mr. Maas. This gentle-

man sang superbly in the three parts taken by
him, Si}- Kenneth, Lionel in " Martha," and
Manrico in " II Trovatore." His weak point is

in acting, and it is to this branch of his art that

he should principally direct his efforts for im-
provement, otherwise he can never hope to

attain that place on the lyric stage to which his

voice and singing would entitle him. Mr.
Carleton, the leading baritone of the troupe,

was also new to Toronto. He has a fine voice,

though it is somewhat deficient in power and
volume. His best effort was the Count di Luna
in " II Trovatore," in which he achieved a well-

deserved encore for his fine rendering of the

well-known " Tempest of the Heart."

At the matinee on Saturday, Madame Julia

Rosewald, a young prima donna who has but

recently made her debut on the stage, made her
first and only appearance here, in the second act

of Gounod's " Faust." The genius of Goethe
shines throughout this scene, even in its ope-

ratic guise. It is, perhaps, the most beautiful

and touching love episode in the whole range of

dramatic literature, outside "Romeo and Juliet."

The character of the heroine has received vari-

ous interpretations. That of Mdme Rosewald
was the German Gretchen, not the French Mar-
guerite ; and exquisitely natural and truthful

was her acting throughout. In fact, in the hands
of this youthful artiste the dramatic interest is

so absorbing that the musical setting is not so

muchheard,a.sfelf, and becomes quite a second-
ary and subordinate element, thus practically

realizing the theory of Wagner as to " The
Music of the Future." We never came so near
to subscribing to that theory as when witness-

ing this performance of the second act of Gou-
nod's " Faust." It is obvious, however, that in

order to carry out Wagner's idea completely,

operatic librettos must be far stronger than they
are at present. Mdme. Rosewald was well

supported by Mr. Castle as Faust, and Mr.
Conly as Mephistopheles, the latter being par-

ticularly good. The last two acts of the " Bo-
hemian Girl" were very well done. Miss
Beaumont, as Arline, made a charming gip-

sey girl, and sang the music very nicely ; but
her acting was somewhat deficient in feeling.

The DevilsJioof oi Mr. Cayla was remarkably
good, especially in the third act, in which he
was exceedingly amusing. Miss Annandale, as

the Gipsey Qtieen, manifested considerable
power, and sang the beautiful air " Bliss forever

past " with much pathos ; still, she did not cjuite

equal the splendid performance of Mrs. Se-

guin in this part, two years ago, at the old Ly-
ceum. Mr. Castle was encored in "Then
you'll remember me," and " The fair land of
Poland." The short operatic season woundup
with " II Trovatore." Having incidentally no
ticed the other principal singers in this, it only
remains to add that Miss Beaumont's Azucena
was a powerful and striking performance. The
contrast to her ArlinewA.?, so great as to prove
conclusively that her chief powers lie in a tragic

direction. The orchestra and chorus are by
far the best ever heard in opera in Toronto,
and performed their arduous part of the week's
entertainment admirably.

Respecting Mr. Toole's merits as a comedian
and character actor, we are inclined to think
either that they have been somewhat over-

rated, or that he is past his best day. As a

general rule an actor does not acquire so great

a reputation as that of Mr. Toole without good
grounds ; the latter supposition then is the
more probable one, and his general style makes
it more probable still. Both his humour and
his pathos are of a somewhat stereotyped de-

scription, and the former occasionally degene-
rates into buffoonery. It would be absurd to

deny, however, that Mr. Toole still possesses
very considerable and versatile powers. Among
comic parts he was at his best as Spriggins, in
" The Steeplechase," and Mr. Gruinly, in

" Domestic Economy," in both of which his

hun'.our was natural, genuine, and irresistible.

He was at his worst in parts such as the one
filled by him in "The Pretty Horsebreaker."
In this his tendency to exaggeration, his con-

stant reiteration of gags and stock phrases, and
his mannerisms generally, were somewhat
wearisome ; and the same exception may be
taken to his Artful Dodger, and some of his

other characters. As Paul Pry, and as Billy

Laekaday, in " Sweethearts and Wives," he
displayed less exaggeration, and was conse-
quently more satisfactory. Mr. Toole is also

an excellent " character " actor. In the

semi-tragic drunken scene {solus) in " Dearer
than Life," and in the scene in " Uncle Dick's

Darling," where he wakes from his terrible

dream, he displayed great powers of a realistic

order. We have only space to add that through-

out his two engagements, Mr. Toole was ad-

mirably supported by Mrs. Morrison's stock

company, and by Miss Johnston and Mr.
Herbert, an actress and actor who have ac-

companied him from England.
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EXHIBITION OF THE ONTARIO SOCIETY OF ARTISTS.

THE change of quarters occupied by the

Exhibition ofOntario Artists from the Music
Hall to a back office is, we trust, not symbolical.

The artists may console themselves with the re-

flection that last year they suffered from lack of

light, which after all is more disastrous than

deficiency of space, for viewing pictures, as may
be learnt from certain rooms in Europe, no
larger than the scanty ones rented this season

by the Society of Artists, where pictures are on
view by the chiefs of the art world. After all,

the growth of artistic power is not contingent

upon public displays, still less on public ap-

plause. Indeed there is a danger that exhibi-

tions may serve to do harm to the artists as such,

by stimulating their industry at the expense of

their patience, and by their most laudable de-

sire to make a good living by their work induc-

ing them to hurry through as many pictures as

possible for the yearly show, with the same
thought that milliners have when preparing

for their season's reopening after their annual
" return from Paris," by way of the Custom
House and an express van.

We should regret saying aught to weaken
public interest in these exhibitions, as they are

most helpful in quickening the dormant sense

of the charm of pictorial beauty, and in teaching

how much deeper is the fascination exercised

by an original work than by mechanical tran-

scripts. Still we must say that there is not the

fresh vitality manifest this year which gives

promise of an enduring permanence to the

Artists' .Society. The fruit borne by some of

the older trees shows pleasant signs of wise hus-

bandry in cultivation, but of others it must be
urged, as of the fig-tree in the parable, that they

be digged about and dunged, and if they bear
then better fruit, well ; if not, they should be
cut down as cumberers of the ground. What
is, however, chiefly to be regretted is that

the Artist-orchard seems not to be stocked
with young plants whose blossoms would be
full of hope and gladness and promise for the

future. Able as are some of the pictures—as

able as any ever hung by this Society— they
are too exclusively mere repetitions of subjects

treated before to rouse any enthusiasm in the

connoisseur, or delight the public, who in art see

things as in a glass darkly, and need some
touch of nature—their own nature—to place
them in such kinship to a picture as will enable
them to understand and love it. Landscape,
infinite in its varieties to the vision which Art
has opened and scaled, is to the common eye
monotonous ; it stirs no chord which vibrates

through their emotional, reflective, or imagina-
tive spheres ; its power therefore to interest is

transient. An exhibition of landscapes appeals
then only to the few, to those to whom rocks
and trees and water and atmospheric pheno-
mena are as living and lovable as their own
kind, often more so, being so rich in those sub-
tleties of colour harmony which touch their

souls as a strain of noble music, and of a beauty
so perfect as to give the imagination the strange
joy of ease. But to such the standard is high
of what a landscape on canvas should be—must
be, indeed, to be a work of art at all ; and it is

painfully evident that many of the pictures
shown this season not only do not reach this,

but fall below the excellence attained by learn-

ers at a very early stage of pupilage. We
mention none in detail ; it is needless for those we
write for, and we urge upon the artists to so re-

organize their institution, as to exclude from an
artists' exhibition^ pictures which many ama-
teurs would never show to their friends save in

fun. There is too much of the Thomson's
Seasons character about the works of this So-
ciety ; we prefer—and the taste is universal— to

have glades and woods and moors and stream
banks peopled as Shakspeare fills his canvas,
as the great masters of landscape enliven theirs,

from Claude to Birket Foster. This, however,
necessitates a discipline and tutoring which
Canada does not yet afford her sons whose in-

stincts lead them to follow Art as a vocation,

without which there will remain an elementary
crudeness in all the art work produced here.

The ordeal for our artists would be severe for

a time, but full of hopeful stimulus to those who
have the gift of learning, a most precious pos-

session, were the artists' exhibition made also,

as in English provincial towns, a display of

high class works from foreign easels, to be
loaned by their fortunate owners, who could
thus do their country an act of patriotism in

elevating the national taste while gratifying

their own. Our artists need not fear any loss

of commissions by such a conjunction of native

and foreign talent ; nay, they would look at it

with hope and confidence did they fully realize
,

how surely the taste for possession comes from
the pleasure of transient enjoyment, or were
they but sensible how richly would their own
powers be vivified and expanded by the fami-

liar study of a few masterpieces of ancient and
modern skill. But the need is for a School of

Art, where will be taught and practised preci-

sion in drawing, accuracy of pers])cctive, faith-

fulness to natural laws of form and vision, and
those principles of colour h.armony and their

technical expression which arc the heritage

left by generations of talent, and which to ne-

glect or disdain or be deprived of is for the
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path of the modern painter to be as obscure as

would be that of an astronomical student shut

off from the light which has arisen on that sci-

ence since the days of Copernicus. The exhi-

bition of a painting of a foot or hand true to

nature in anatomical expression and coloring,

would be a brighter, surer sign of the rising of

the sun of Canadian art than a gallery of land-

scapes, however attractive. It would show
that the genius of patient study had given that

inspiration of technical skill which is the source

of all that is true in art, being to it the outward
visible sign of fidelity to divine law which is the
living spring of all that is beautiful, worthy, and
enduring, in all the arts, all the sciences, all the

domain of human feeling and thought.

A friend of ours, when a lad, called on Chan-
trey for lessons as a sculptor. The master
threw a towel on a nail and said, " Copy that

for me in plaster." It was done, and Chantrey,
from that work, pronounced him worthy his

tuition, which he gave him without fee or re-

compence. That youth, now a noted sculptor,

told us he was so angered at being set to

so ignoble a task as towel modelling, that he
was tempted to withdraw in a pet from the

studio ; but, said he, " I know now what Chan-
trey was after, he tested my ability severely, but
my spirit as an artist far more so, for as Chan-
trey himself put it, ' If you do so well, so
thoroughly, what is without interest or value,

I know what you can do on better work.'" That
spirit of conscientious thoroughness to the last

detail is the very life-blood of art, it is the frui-

tion of inborn genius developed and trained
under wise discipline, and to that cultivation

alone we look for such progress in the fine arts

in this Dominion, as will enable our artists to

appeal for appreciation and reward beyond
their locality to that wide world of art lovers

which has no geographical expression or boun-
daries. Whether Canadian scenery affords

equally good subjects to European, is disput-

able ; but this none can question, that Canadian
men, women, and children, historic or living,

could be so painted as to rival in artistic inter-

est any work ever touched by a brush.

An episode of Canadian life on canvas would
touch a nobler chord than mere patriotism ; it

would stir the common heart of humanity.
Who is there preparing to step into this gap and.
make himself and his country illustrious ?

LITERARY NOTES.

The service rendered to a community by lite-

rary or scientific institutes and public libraries,

so far as Canada is concerned, has, we fear, yet
to be adequately acknowledged. Anything in

the form of a literary society, hitherto esta-
blished in our midst, has had but little vitality,

or has experienced strange vicissitudes. As
for a public library, the soil has never seemed
congenial enough in which to plant the seeds
of such an institution. While public gardens,
parks, and promenades, with their health-giving
functions, have never enlisted the interest, or
called out the public spirit of our citizens, it is

not to be wondered at that institutes and li-

braries, with their beneficent attractions, have
never had their claims recognized. With the
growth of the city in population and intelli-

gence, it is to be hoped that, whatever have
been our shortcomings in the past, we shall

soon awake to the necessity for establishing
such organisations as will tend to bring our

educated classes together, and for giving an
equipment to such institutions as will best
serve their objects and secure their permanence.
Having long despaired of seeing any fresh

project for the establishment ofa Literary Insti-

tute in Toronto, we are glad to find that the
Council of one of our oldest and most important
societies, the Canadian Institute, have decided
to erect a new and suitable building, to inaugurate
courses of scientific lectures, and to extend their

existing library. The Institute is possessed of
the nucleus of what might readily be expanded
into a most important and influential society,

and such resources as they at present possess
may, by the plan they propose, be so easily aug-
mented as to equip and endow an institute, with
its accompaniments of Library, Lecture Rooms,
&c. , which may be productive of the greatest ser-

vice to the community at large. We hope to hare
the opportunity of again referring to this pro-
ject, and of indicating what seems to us the re-
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[iiiremcnts of such an institute. Meantime,
we wish the scheme now on foot the amplest

-access ; and we trust that no time will be lost

in taking the first step towards realizing the pro-

ject—that of providing the necessary building.

The publishers of General Sherman's Me-
moirs, which are creating so much excitement

in military and political circles in the United

States, announce the twentieth thousand of the

work as being in press, though it is barely a

fortnight published.

A new volume from the pen of John Ruskin is

now ready, entitled, " Frondes Agrestes: Read-
ings in ' Modern Painters.'" A reprint of this,

bound up with the author's recent production,
" Mornings in Florence," is to be undertaken by
a New York House.

Mr. Carlyle's recent contributions to Fraser's

Magazine, " The Early Kings of Norway," and
•' An Essay on the Portraits of John Knox,"
have been issued in a volume by his London
publishers.

Jean Ingelow's new story, "Fated to be Free,"

a sequel, we believe, to her previous work, "Off
the Skelligs," is announced for immediate re-

publication in Boston.

Reprints of two rather notable books, which
are occupying the attention of critics in England
just now, are announced on this side the At-
•intic. We refer to " The Keys of the Creeds,"
ind " The Unseen Universe ; or Physical Spec-
ulations on a Futute State." The latter work
s an attempt to harmonize the facts of science
with those of revelation ; and is said to be the
joint production of Prof Guthrie Tait, of Edin-
burgh, and Prof Balfour Stewart, of Owen's
College, Manchester.

Messrs. Appleton have just contributed ano-
her original volume to the International Scien-
fic Series in Prof. Whitney's " The Life and

Growth of Language : an outline of Linguistic

.Science." The new addition to their Library
of Popular .Science, is a reprint of Mr. (Jalton's
" English .Men of Science : their Nature and
Nurture." An important contribution to Eth-
nology, is also appearing from thi's house. We
refer to Mr. Hubert Bancroft's great work on
" The Native Races of the Pacific States of

North America," the first two volumes of which
have just appeared, and have been most fa-

vourably received by those on both sides of the

Atlantic who are interested in the early civili-

zation of this Continent. The work is designed
to be completed in five octavo volumes.

It is announced that the Duke of Argyll is

engaged on a work, " Law and Theology," which
is shortly to appear. Mr. Tennyson's new work,
the subject of which it is said is, " Mary Tudor"
may also be shortly expected from the press.

The latest English novels of which we have
had reprints on this side, are Mr. Wm. Black's

"Three Feathers," from Cor)thill ; and a new
work, " Signa," by Ouida. Canadian reprints

have just appeared of Mrs. Stowe's new workof
fiction, " We and Our Neighbours," issued by
Messrs. Belford, Brothers, Toronto ;

" White-
ladies," by Mrs. Oliphant, from the press of

Messrs. Hunter, Rose & Co. ; and "The Bou-
doir Cabal," by Mr. Grenville Murray, issued

by Messrs. Rogers and Larminie, Toronto. The
latter, it will be remembered, was issued seri-

ally in the Globe, and is a cleverly written and
interesting story.

We learn that Mr. W. D. Pearman, M. A.,

Classical Tutor of University College, Toronto,
has in preparation for th i press, an edition of

Cicero's De Legibus, with notes, which is in-

tended to be brought . at in England, in the
early autumn. Mr. Pearman was formerly a
Scholar of St. Peter's College, Cambridge, and
his classical attainments are of a high order.
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